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TO  THE 

BELOVED  COMPACTION  OF  HIS  HOME, 

AND   THE 

CH ARM  OF  EVERY  EXCURSION  FROM  IT ; 

THIS  VOLUME, 

(SO    DEEPLY    INDEBTED   TO    THE   J0T7BNAL   WHICH    SHE 
WROTE   AMIDST   THE   SCENES  DESCRIBED,) 

IS  DEDICATED  BY 

THE  AUTHOR. 


The  following  pages  contain  aotne  roeord  of  an 
excursion  which  occupied  eleven  weeks  in  the  spring 
of  the  present  year.  So  many  works  of  ability  have 
recently  appeared  on  the  subject  of  Italy,  that  such 
a  book  as  this  may  appear  uncalled  for.  Tet  though 
the  scenes  are  the  same,  the  observers  vary.  Each 
looks  through  a  different  medium,  and  narrates  what 
le  sees,  with  an  object  and  in  a  style,  in  Borne 
degree  distinct  from  those  of  others.  I  therefore 
venture  to  hope,  that  those  who  honour  this  volume 
with  a  perusal,  may  acknowledge  that  whatever  its 
defects,  it  has  a  character  and  purpose  of  its  own. 

Many  hare  remarked  that  additional  dissertations 
on  religion  are  not  so  much  needed,  as  books  on 
■ocular  themes,  written  in  a  religions  spirit.  To  the 
latter  class  I  have  now  endeavoured  to  add  my  con- 
tribution. If  some  may  wish  that  these  pages  had 
contained  more  theology — I  reply  that  my  object 
wnuld  thereby  have  been  defeated.  If  others  com- 
plain that  there  is  too  much — I  answer,  that  unless 
in  a  narrative  designed  for  general  interest,  I  could 
■  ud  thoughts  beneficial  to  man's  social, 
and  spiritual  nature,  I  should  not  have  written 
at  all. 

Though  I  have  not  wished  to  be  controversial,  the 
■object  ul'  Humanism  must  be  uu  essential  element 
in  every  account  of  modern  Home.  In  faithfully 
describing  what  I  saw,  and  candidly  expressing 
what  !  thought,  I  disclaim  all  unkind  feelings,  as  I 
:  '_■  il  all  uneuui'tcoiis  language,  towards  those 


la  so  doing  I  shall  be 
rare.  Many  persons,  to 
whom  all  forms  of  faith  aro  alike,  denounce  an 
earnest  advocacy  of  some  one  in  preference  to  others, 
as  bigotry  and  intolerance ;  while  others  cannot 
credit  the  sincerity  of  an  adherent  to  their  own 
tenets,  unless  he  denounces  with  hard  names,  those 
who  hold  opposite  opinions.  I  can  only  say  that 
there  are  two  habits  which  I  desire  increasingly  to 
cultivate—the  first,  to  express  my  opinion  faithfully 
on  all  subjects  affecting  the  truth  of  God  and  the 
welfare  of  man,  whosoever  may  take  offence :  the 
second,  to  "speak  the  truth  in  love,"  and  to  ex- 
hibit Christian  courtesy  towards  all,  how  much 
soever  they  may  differ  hi  opinion  from  myself. 

I  regret  that  in  consequence  of  each  sheet  being 
printed  as  soon  as  written,  I  discovered,  too  late  for 
cure,  that  the  former  part  of  the  narrative  wa3  too 
much  extended  to  allow  me  to  do  justice  to  the 
description  of  South  Italy. 

In  conclusion,  I  have  to  express  my  obligations, 
more  or  less,  to  the  labours  of  my  predecessors, 
especially  to  the  elaborate  work  of  Sir  G.  Head,  in 
three  volumes.  Every  quotation  of  which  I  am 
conscious,  has  been  acknowledged  in  the  margin. 
For  many  valuable  suggestions,  I  am  indebted  to 
our  estimable  ::n<l  iiecouipli^hcd  (ravelling  companion, 
the  Rev.  G.  E.  Cecil,  whoso  character  does  not  belie 
the  honoured  lineage  his  namo  bespeaks.  But  chiefly 
the  volume  is  under  obligations  for  whatever  in- 
terest it  contains,  to  numerous  quotations  from  "  the 
journal,"  written  from  day  to  day  during  the  excite- 
ment of  travel,  and  acknowledged  in  the  dedication. 


Huix,  Nov.  24,   1853. 
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In  Book  ii.  cap.  8,  under  the  head  of  "the  Bible  in  Florence," 
I  have  stated  that  Ike  MaJiai  were  refused  their  own  Bible  and 
all  Protestant  Books.  The  "  Letters  of  the  Miuliai"  just  pub- 
lished, confirm  this  statement,  but  state  that  part  of  the  B. 
Catholic  Bible,  with  Xutex  was  allowed  them.  This  admission 
which  I  very  willingly  make,  dues  c:;  litigate  the  cruelty  of 
confining  in  separate  prisons  during  nineteen  months,  and 
treating  as  mnJclattors,  these  inoffensive  Christians,  for  the 
sote  criine  of  reading  the  scriptures  with  their  domestics. 


THOUGHTS  AND  SKETCHES  DURING  AN  EASTER 
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LONDON    TO    MARSEILLES. 


CHAPTER    I. 
cbossdto  the  channel. 

"  Down  in  a  southern  clime,  amidst  the  silent  waves 
of  a  tideless  sea,  there  lies  a  weary  land,  whose  life  is 
only  in  the  past  and  the  future."*  This  land,  weary 
indeed,  yet  still  potent  in  her  weariness,  where  Art 
site  enthroned  and  Nature  lavishes  her  charms,  which 
History  has  enshrined  and  Poetry  enwreathed,  where 
every  spot  is  haunted  by  classic  memories,  and  what 
is  invisible  as  much  surpasses  what  is  seen,  as  this  ex- 
ceeds the  best  of  most  other  climes — this  land,  in 
whose  very  name  there  is  fascination,  who  does  not 
desire  to  visit  ?  And  who  would  not  sympathize  in 
our  pleasure,  when,  after  many  months  of  most  de- 
lightful anticipation,  we  felt  that  at  length  we  were 
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really  on  our  way  to  Italy  ?  Tlie  snow  and  ! 
which  loll  copiously,  in  no  degree  damped  the  joy  o 
our  first  day's  journey.  Such  weather  might,  be 
expected  on  the  first  of  March,  and  we  should  soon 
exchange  it  for  more  genial  skies. 

We  seem  scarcely  tohavesaid  "Good-bye"  to  dear 
friends  in  London,  before  wo  find  ourselves  on  board 
the  steamer  at  Folkstone.  What  a  change  in  the 
relative  condition  of  our  country  and  the  Imperial 
City,  since  Julius  Cicsar,  with  his  brazen  beaked  gal- 
leys, crossed  over  from  yonder  coast  of  Gaul!  We  were 
Britons  on  a  pilgrimage  to  the  ruins  of  the  Roman 
Forum  !  Thai  ^tv.ii  meti'up'jlis  ui'  the  world,  debased 
and  down-trodden  ;  that  island  of  biirbarians.  Queen 
of  the  ocean,  first  among  the  nations,  chosen  sanc- 
tuary of  liberty  !  0  that  she  may  be  preserved  from 
the  insane,  the  suicidal  lust  of  empire  which  ruined 
her  ancient  rival;  and  in  diffusing  civilization,  truth, 
and  happiness,  surpass  the  energy  wliith  Home  dis- 
played in  subjugating  the  world  to  her  iron  sceptre. 
With  her  exalted  position,  her  immense  empire,  and 
her  universal  commerce,  what  might  she  not,  with 
the  help  of  God,  effect  for  the  human  race  ?  May 
British  Christians  increasingly  feel  the  responsibilities 
under  which  they  are  placed  by  these  advantages. 

Observing  the  narrowness  of  the  channel  which 
separates  us  from  a  country  too  often  regarded  as 
our  "natural  foe,"  1  thought  of  the  words  of  a 
I'oet,  great  indeed  for  other  qualities,  but  chiefly 


OUK   NATXTRAL   FOE.  3 

because  so  good ;  rather  grown  out  of  fashion,  how- 
ever, at  present : — 

"  Lands  intersected  by  a  narrow  frith 
Abhor  each  other.    Mountains  interposed 
Make  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  else, 
Like  kindred  drops,  been  mingled  into  one."  * 

Over  these  waters  our  armies  have  passed  under  Ed- 
ward and  Henry  to  shed  the  blood  of  Frenchmen, 
and  here  our  fleets  were  cruising  for  many  anxious 
months,  during  which  Buonaparte's  vast  armaments, 
preparing  at  Buologne,  were  nightly  expected  to  de- 
scend in  stern  retaliation  on  our  shores.  Sad  that 
those  whom  the  Creator  designed  to  form  part  of  one 
universal  brotherhood,  and  whose  proximity  should 
have  fdrnished  only  occasions  of  mutual  kind  offices, 
should  ever  have  occasion  to  live  in  suspicion,  exhi- 
biting the  attitude  of  defence  and  defiance,  cannon 
mounted  on  their  heights,  and  pointing  to  one  ano- 
ther's coasts  !  "  Whence  come  wars  .  and  fightings 
among  you  ?  come  they  not  hence,  even  of  your.lusts  ?" 
They  are  a  sad  evidence  of  that  fallen  condition  from 
which  the  Gospel  is  designed  to  raise  mankind.  May 
the  peace  happily  subsisting  between  the  two  nations, 
be  cemented  by  the  increase  among  them  both,  of  that 
religion  of  Love,  which  can  alone  permanently  beat 
"swords  into  plough-shares,  and  spears  into  pruning 
hooks." 
"We  are  in  Boulogne  harbour.     The  first  glance 
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tells  us  we  arc  out  of  England,  for  armed  soldiers  line 
the  quay,  allowing  only  a  narrow  passage  between 
them  to  the  custom-house,  so  that  no  one  may  enter 
the  country  be  i'oiv  the  polio.-  have  i  aspect  ed  that  essen- 
tia], expensive,  troublesome  document,  called  a  pass- 
port. "What  a  hubbub  !  Fifty  people  vociferating  the 
names  of  hotels  and  proffering  all  kinds  of  service. 
"Women  in  white  caps  run  away  with  the  carpet  bags. 
The  heavy  trunks  are  wheeled  off  you  know  not  where. 
There  is  a  desperate  scramble  to  obtain  the  necessary 
vise',  and  then  to  regain  your  luggage,  which  must 
however  be  first  opened  for.  the  rough  inspection  of 
the  officials.  Alas  for  the  careful  contrivances  of  the 
deliberate  packing  which  was  to  preserve,  uninjured, 
the  various  conveniences  of  travel!  All  is  in  ruin- 
ous disorder,  and  a  pressure  well  nigh  hydraulic  is  re- 
quired to  force  down,  on  tumbled  dresses,  the  lids  of 
trunks  which,  when  opened,  seemed  prodigal  of  space. 
Now  we  arc  clear,  and  gallop  to  the  railway  sta- 
tion, where  we  arrive  just  as  the  gates  are  closed. 
There  are  yet  five  minutes  before  the  time  is  up, 
but  we  plead  in  vain  for  admission ;  so,  having 
watched  the  departure  of  some  of  our  more  fortunate 
fellow-travellers,  we  endeavoured  over  a  comfortable 
cup  of  tea  to  fiii-get  mir  vexation  at  discovering  that 
the  promise  of  "London  to  Paris  in  twelve  hours" 
is  not  always  fulfilled,  and  to  reconcile  ourselves  to 
the  annoyance  of  spending  the  night  in  a  slow  train, 
and  involuntarily  imitating  many  "  fast"  travellers, 
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who  even  in  the  day  time,  pass  through  a  country 
without  seeing  it. 


CHAPTER  II. 
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Wednesday,  March  2. — Ok  arriving  at  Paris  in  the 
early  twilight,  we  were  much  amused  by  an  alterca- 
tion between  an  Englishman  and  a  porter.  After  try- 
ing a  little  bad  French,  our  countryman  fired  away  in 
his  own  language,  raising  his  voice  higher  and  higher. 
While  the  astonished  Frenchman  stared,  and  waited, 
with  open  hand  for  another  coin,  our  good  friend  re- 
monstrated in  yet  more  determined  English,  as  if  he 
thought  it  utterly  absurd  that  any  living  being  should 
be  so  barbarous  as  not  to  understand  him,  especially 
when  he  spoke  so  distinctly  and  so  loud.  How  often 
in  other  places,  besides  railway-stations  is  sound  sub- 
stituted for  sense  ? 

We  lost  no  unnecessary  time  in  the  refreshments  so 
acceptable  after  a  night  of  travelling,  for  it  was  our 
first  visit,  and  we  were  anxious  to  see  as  much  as  pos- 
sible of  this  famous  city.  As  we  traversed  the  streets, 
which  during  sixty  years  have  witnessed  so  much  civil 
strife,  we  felt  grateful  that  we  lived  in  a  country 
where  tyranny  does  not  erect  those  barriers  against 
advancement,  which  are  the  inevitable  incentives  to 


revolution,  liut  where  tbe  cause  of  order  is  acknoi 
ledgod  to  be  identified  with  that  of  progress, 
has  Lord  Bacon  said — "  Every  medicine  is  an  innova- 
tion, and  he  that  will  not  apply  new  remedies  must 
expect  new  evils,  for  time  is  the  greatest  of  inno- 
vators ;  a  ftowaid  retention  of  custom,  is  as  turbulent 
a  thing  as  innovation."  May  our  rulers  ever  feel 
that  the  liberty  and  happiness  of  the  governed,  con- 
stitute the  true  stability  of  the  throne,  and  may  our 
people  by  their  stedfast  loyally  to  such  rulers,  never 
cease  to  prove  that  they  regard  the  maintenance  of 
law  as  the  best  security  of  Freedom. 

"We  were  charmed  beyond  description  with  the 
exterior  of  the  Madeleine  Church.  It  is  a  perfect 
Grecian  temple,  elevated  on  a  platform  twelve  feet 
high,  and  entirely  sni'n.unded  by  Corinthian  pillars. 
Thepedimout  of  tbe  southern  portico  is  occupied  by  a 
group  of  statuary  representing  the  Saviour  at  the  day 
of  judgment,  with  Mary  Magdalene,  the  patron  saint, 
interceding  at  his  feet.  I  could  havestood  on  the  oppo- 
site angle  of  the  square,  commanding  a  front  view  of 
the  portico  with  the  peristyle  in  perspective,  and 
gazed  for  hours  on  this  superb  building,  recalling  as  it 
does  so  powerfully,  the  architectural  glories  of  ancient 
Greece.  Paris  is  worth  visiting,  but  lor  this  alone. 

If  we  were  not  dazzled  by  tbe  interior,  it  was  be- 
cause the  outside  bad  prepared  us  to  look  upon  mag- 
nificence as  a  thing  of  course.  My  attention  was  first 
attracted  by  a  very  beautiful  statue  of  the  Virgin  in 
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white  marble.  As  I  observed  that  the  foot  was  placed 
on  the  head  of  a  serpent,  in  the  act  of  crashing  it,  I 
remembered  that  it  was  written — "  the  SEED  of  the 
woman  shall  bruise  the  serpent's  head/'  and  felt  that 
her  glorified  spirit,  if  aware  of  what  is  done  on  earth, 
could  derive  no  satisfaction  from  the  transference  to 
herself  of  any  of  the  honour  due  to  her  Divine  Son. 
Not  Mary,  but  "  the  Son  of  God,  was  manifested  that 
that  he  might  destroy  the  works  of  the  devil." — 
(1  John  iii.  8.)  Any  teaching  by  the  pencil  and  the 
chisel,  as  well  as  by  the  tongue  or  the  pen,  is  to  be 
condemned,  which  in  any  degree  tends  to  divert 
the  sinner's  homage  from  Him  of  whom  we  read — 
"  Neither  is  there  salvation  in  any  other,  for  there  is 
none  other  name  under  heaven  given  among  men, 
whereby  we  must  be  saved." — (Acts  iii.  3.)  "We  may 
cherish  sentiments  of  admiration  for  the  sainted  dead, 
and  not  least  among  them  for  her,  who  under  a  grate- 
ful sense  of  the  amazing  distinction  conferred  upon  her, 
exclaimed  "All  generations  shall  call  me  blessed," 
but  this  should  only  be  for  the  purpose  of  exciting 
us  the  more,  to  "  Magnify  the  Lord,"  as  the  blessed 
Virgin  did,  "and  to  rejoice  in  God  our  Saviour.19 — 
(Luke  i.  1 8.)  To  Him  alone  they  owed  their  excellence, 
He  made  them  saints,  and  He  alone  for  them,  and  for 
ourselves  also,  has  bruised  the  head  of  the  serpent ! 
Though  it  was  early,  and  on  a  week-day  morning, 
there  was  a  very  large  congregation  listening  atten- 
tively to  a  sermon,  mass  having  been  just  celebrated. 


We  seated  ourselves  on  chairs,  there  behij 
Catholic  churches.  To  our  surprise,  a  mo 
about  in  the  very  front  of  the  preacher,  collecting1 
money  and  giving  change.  Presently  he  came  to  us, 
demanding  a  son  for  the  hire  of  each  chair.  I  have 
heard  of  the  bad  behaviour  of  the  English  in  Catholic 
Churches,  and  have  sometimes  witnessed  it  with 
shame ;  but  I  certainly  never  saw  anything  so  mons- 
trous, or  so  calculated  to  disturb  both  the  officiating 
clergy  and  the  congregation,  as  this  traffic  in  chairs  ! 
Certainly  those  whosanction  it,  can  with  little  consist- 
ency complain  of  the  far  loss  disturbing  impropriety 
of  walking  about  the  church  at  a  distance  from  the 
worshippers.  I  took  the  more  notice  of  it  on  account 
of  the  earnest,  yet  refined  eloquence  of  the  preacher 
and  the  truly  evangelical  character  of  liis  sermon. 

Bus  subject  was  "  Love  as  the  only  method  of  at- 
taining to  the  knowledge  of  Clod."  Never  shall  I  for- 
get the  tone  with  which  he  reiterated  tho  word, 
"  Aimez  !  Aimet .'''  and  liriiv  it  echoed  round  the  church. 
"Would you  comprehend theDcity?  Love  Him!  Do 
you  think  to  know  Him  by  merely  examining  his 
works,  by  gazing  at  the  lightning,  by  watching  the 
stars  ?  You  must  love  Him !  Will  it  suffice  to  study 
what  he  has  revealed,  to  be  learned  in  theology,  to  be 
diligentin  worship?  You  must  love  Him!  You  cannot 
understand  till  you  love.  He  has  therefore  sent  kisSon 
to  die  for  us,  that  our  hearts  may  melt  hi  gratitude  to- 
wards Him.  Then,  and  not  till  then,  we  see  Him,  know 
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Him  enjoy  Him.  Mysteries  grow  plain  to  him  who 
loves.  Duties  cease  to  be  difficult  to  him  who  loves. 
Heaven  has  begun  in  him  who  loves ! "  As  I  listened 
I  thought  of  the  words  of  St.  John,  "  He  that  loveth 
not,  knoweth  not  God,  for  God  is  love."  (1  John  iv.  8.) 

"We  traversed  the  magnificent  Boulevards,  so  re- 
cently the  scene  of  massacre,  where  hundreds  of  un- 
offending citizens,  including  women  and  children, 
were  shot  down  and  bayonetted,  by  a  soldiery  in- 
flamed with  bribes  and  brandy.  But  the  shops  were 
ghttering,  and  the  pavements  as  gay  as  ever. 

"We  passed  down  the  Rue  Royale  to  the  Place 
de  la  Concorde.  Pew  city  scenes  can  equal  this  in 
splendour.  In  the  centre  is  the  obelish  of  Luxor, 
which  stood  in  front  of  the  great  temple  of  Thebes, 
erected  1,500  years  before  Christ,  by  the  renowned 
Sesostris,  and  placed  where  it  now  stands  in  1836. 
It  is  a  single  mass  of  red  granite,  upwards  of  70  feet 
high,  and  is  covered  with  hieroglyphics  which  appear 
as  sharp  and  well  defined  as  if  cut  only  yesterday. 
Before  us,  to  the  east,  separated  from  us  only  by 
its  own  terraced  gardens,  is  the  noble  Palace  of  the 
Tuileries.  Looking  back,  we  see  the  Champs  Elysees, 
adorned  with  statues,  and  closed  by  the  magnificent 
Arch  of  Triumph,  originated  by  Napoleon,  covered 
with  sculpture  and  towering  to  the  height  of  150 
feet.  On  the  right  is  the  Seine — on  whose  opposite 
bank,  with  nothing  to  intercept  the  view,  is  the 
Chamber  of  Deputies,  with  its  fine  Portico  of  twelve 
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Corinthian  columns — while  on  the  left  we  loot  u 
wide  street  between  masses  of  splendid  buildings  tt 
the  classic  temple  we  had  just  visited.  On  each  side 
is  a  fountain  from  whose  circular  busin,  fifty  feet  in 
diameter,  Tritons,  Nerieds,  and  spouting  dolphins 
throw  up  water  into  elegant  vases,  over  the  edges  of 
which  it  returns  in  copious  streams,  forming  a  circu- 
lar cascade  of  surpassing  beauty.  It  is  enough  to 
say  of  these  fountains  that  they  rival  any  at  Rome. 
Those  in  Trafalgar-square  appear,  in  comparison,  to 
be  caricatures  invented  by  jealous  rivals,  to  mate 
London  appear  ridiculous.  The  cold  was  so  intense, 
and  the  wind  so  biting,  that  our  enthusiasm  waa 
considerably  chilled,  but  when  we  revisited  this  spot 
on  our  return,  and  the  sun  cast  a  flood  of  splendour 
around,  we  thought  that  we  had  seen  nothing  of  the, 
kind  comparable  with  it. 

But  how  painful  the  memories  which  haunt  the 
place !  Here  stood  the  murderous  guillotine  during 
the  reign  of  Terror.  Hero  flowed  the  blood  of  un- 
happy Louis,  and  of  that  beautiful  Queen  of  whom 
Burke  said,  "  I  should  have  thought  that  ten  thou- 
sand BWOTds  would  have  leapt  from  their  scabbards 
to  avenge  even  a  look  that  threatened  her  with  in- 
sult!  "  Here  the  Princess  Elizabeth  hallowed  a 
spot  so  often  stained  with  less  saintly  blood.  Here 
died  Philippe  Egalite,  and  Camilla  Desmoulins,  and 
Charlotte  Corday,  and  Robespierre,  and  nearly  three 
thousand  other  agents,  or  victims,  or  both,  who  in 
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a  little  more  than  two  years  were  sacrificed  to  the 
demon  of  revolution.  Tyranny  had  goaded  to  revolt 
a  people  whom  Atheism  had  left  without  restraint, 
and  all  the  furies  of  hell  seemed  let  loose  on  un- 
happy Paris,  as  an  awful  warning  to  all  future  time. 

The  current  that  -with  gentle  murmur  glides, 

Thorn  know*8t,  being  stopp'd,  impatiently  doth  rage ; 

Bat,  when  his  fair  course  is  not  hindered, 

He  makes  sweet  mnsick  with  the  enamel' d  stones, 

Giving  a  gentle  kiss  to  every  sedge 

He  overtaketh  in  his  pilgrimage ; 

And  so  by  many  winding  nooks  he  strays, 

With  willing  sport  to  the  wild  ocean.* 

They  who  obstinately  dam  it  up,  insanely  thinking 
to  prevent  its  fertilizing  flow,  are  the  first  to  he 
overwhelmed  hy  its  desolating  outburst.  Wise  pro- 
gress is  sound  conservatism.  Yet  a  nation  destitute 
of  the  fear  of  God,  however  excellent  its  laws,  re- 
sembles a  mountain  surface  torrent,  not  indeed  held 
back,  but  regulated  by  artificial  embankments.  For 
a  time  it  flows  steadily  in  its  prescribed  course,  but 
at  any  moment  it  may  burst  out,  and  desolate  the 
fields.  The  channel  must  be  deep  for  the  stream  to 
be  safe.  True  religion  is  the  best  guarantee  both  of 
liberty  and  order,  and  in  politics  as  well  as  social 
life  it  is  true  that  "  godliness  is  profitable  unto  all 
things,  having  promise  of  the  life  which  now  is,  and 
of  that  which  is  to  come." 

"We  hastily  inspected  the  Chamber  of  Deputies, 

•Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  ii.  7. 
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once  the  scene  of  90  many  exciting  debates,  for  the 
present  obsolete.  There  had  been  too  much  talk,  bo 
the  effort  is  made  to  govern  France  with  none.  Then 
to  the  Louvre,  with  its  sculpture  ;i:i<1  picture  gallery, 
nearly  a  quarter  of  a  mile  in  length,  hung  with  the 
worts  of  the  great  masters.  We  could  but  glance  at 
these  treasures:  properly  to  examine  them  would 
require  at  least  a  week.  Yet  with  even  this  hasty 
survey  several  of  the  pictures  arc  vividly  impressed 
on  our  memory,  especially  "  ilieliaol  Ihe  Archangel" 
and  "A  Boy  listening,"  by  Raphael.  Of  the  sculp- 
tures, we  were  especially  struck  with  the  life-like 
figure  of  a  warrior  by  Agnails  of  Ephesus,  who  en- 
graved his  name  on  the  marble,  little  dreaming  that  it 
would  be  read  by  Gauls  and  Britons  who,  2000  years 
afterwards  would  discuss  the  merits  of  his  perform- 
ance in  a  palace,  the  site  of  which  was  then  only  a 
swampy  forest  in  the  heart  of  a  country  of  barbarians. 
In  the  immense  quadrangle  of  the  Louvre  and 
the  Tuileriea,  on  the  Place  dc  Carrousel,  stands  a 
magnificent  Arch  of  Triumph,  erected  by  Napoleon. 
It  is  surmounted  by  a  triumphal  car,  with  four  horses 
in  bronze  of  admirable  workmanship,  and  is  adorned 
hy  sculptures  commemorating  what  are  called  "glori- 
ous victories."  But  the  pleasure  which  such  tro- 
phies, whatever  their  excellence  as  works  of  art, 
give  to  the  philanthropist,  is  mingled  with  pain,  for 
he  see3  in  them  the  record  of  human  crimes  and 
miseries.     Alas,  how  universal  is  the  war  passion. 
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and  how  do  architecture,  sculpture,  and  painting 
combine  to  perpetuate  the  grievous  mistake,  that  the 
great  fighter  is  the  true  hero  ! — 

"  What  do  these  worthies 
Bat  rob,  and  spoil,  burn,  slaughter,  and  enslave  ? 
But  if  there  be  in  glory  aught  of  good, 
It  may  by  means  far  different  be  attain' d, 
By  deeds  of  peace,  by  wisdom  eminent, 
By  patience,  temperance ! "  JPar.  Reg.  ill. 

We  gazed  on  the  Tuileries,  and  especially  on  that 
angle  of  this  truly  imperial  palace,  appropriated  to 
the  residence  of  royalty,  musing  on  the  past  and  the 
future.  Here  dwelt  the  ill-fated  Louis  with  Marie 
Antoinette,  and  hence,  with  the  Dauphin  they  fled 
for  refuge  to  the  Assembly,  when  at  the  sound  of  the 
tocsin  the  wild  tumult  of  the  populace  swept  through 
those  corridors.  Here  the  brave  Swiss,  whose  fidelity 
all  ages  will  admire,  perished  at  their  posts — here 
Buonaparte  sat  enthroned — and  hence  so  recently, 
Louis  Philippe  fled.  How  will  end  the  extraordi- 
nary career  of  its  present  occupants?  Will  the  mode 
in  which  power  is  used  be  some  atonement  for  the 
manner  in  which  it  was  grasped,  and  will  the  Coup 
$  itat  be  forgotten  amongst  the  blessings  of  industry, 
order  and  freedom  ?  Who  would  not  pray  that  this 
may  be  the  case  ? 

Desirous  of  ascertaining  the  public  feeling  respect- 
ing the  Emperor,  I  asked  a  bystander  in  the  crowd, 
if  he  was  very  popular.     "He  tries  to  be  1 "    I  ie- 
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marked  that  there  was  a  great  multitude  to 
"  So  there  ■would  he  to  look  at  a  giraffe."  Conve 
iag  with  a  shop-keeper  on  the  subject  of  peace,  I 
referred  to  the  strength  of  the  French  army  as  one 
cause  of  the  invasion  panic  in  England.  "  It  is  for 
us,  not  for  you."  Another,  to  whom  I  remarked 
that  the  French  seemed  prosperous  and  contented 
under  the  present  regime,  replied,  emphatically, 
""Wcarc  tranquil." 

But  it  is  very  difficult  for  a  casual  tourist  to  ascer- 
tain the  state  of  popular  feeling  in  any  country,  nor 
is  it  fair  to  draw  general  conclusions  from  remarks 
he  may  accidentally  hear,  and  perhaps  only  partially 
understand.  Especially  is  it  difficult  in  France, 
since,  owing  to  the  extensive  system  of  espionage, 
the  people  are  unwilling  to  commit  themselves  to 
strangers.  An  ominous  silence  prevails  on  political 
subjects;  and  the  public  journals,  contemptible 
dwarfs  by  the  side  of  our  English  newspapers, 
silent  on  all  questions  of  state,  fill  their  meagre 
columns  with  Inimpury  romances  eunlinued  in  porta 
from  one  number  to  another.  The  Empire  seems  at 
present  necessary  for  ;i  people  wearied  with  changes 
and  incapable  of  self-government.  Another  revolu- 
tion would  be  little  likely  to  improve  the  condition 
of  the  people,  while  it  would  probably  deluge  Franee 
with  blood.  True  and  lasting  freedom,  is  seldom 
gained  by  barricades.  "With  the  power  he  wields, 
however  obtained,  what  might  not  Louis  Napoleon 
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effect !  How  much  under  God  depends  on  his  sole 
will !  Be  it  ours,  not  to  exasperate,  hut  to  pray  for 
him.  And  may  He,  hy  whom  "  Kings  reign  and 
princes  decree  justice,"  dispose  him  to  achieve  true 
greatness  by  the  consolidation  of  society,  the  restora- 
tion of  liberty,  and  the  maintenance  of  peace. 

The  day  was  too  short  for  what  we  crowded  into 
it,  but  we  were  bound  to  Italy,  and  resolved  that 
nothing  should  induce  us  to  loiter  by  the  way.  At 
eight  o'clock,  therefore,  the  same  evening,  we  were 
seated  in  an  express  train,  jushing  through  the  dark- 
ness to  Chalons. 


CHAPTER    III. 

LYONS. 

Thursday,  March  3. — It  was  still  dark  when  we 
reached  Chalons,  the  snow  lay  thick,  and  the  cold 
was  intense.  Weary  and  half -asleep,  our  immediate 
embarcation  on  a  narrow,  dirty,  noisy,  and  crowded 
steamboat,  was  disagreeable  enough.  The  banks 
were  uninteresting  until  we  passed  the  little  town 
of  Macon,  the  birth-place  of  Lamartine,  when  the 
scenery  improved,  picturesque  hills  rising  from  the 
water's  edge,  and  the  Jura  Mountains  closing  the 
view  to  the  east. 

About  noon  we  reached  Lyons,  and  as  we  could 
not  proceed  farther  till  the  next  morning,  we  re- 
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solved  to  mate  the  most  of  our  afternoon.  Our  first 
-visit  was  to  the  church,  of  the  Abbey  of  Ainay, 
erected  in  the  tenth  century,  on  the  site  of  a  heathen 
temple.  It  boasts  four  granite  columns,  said  to  have 
belonged  to  an  altar  of  Augustus,  who  resided  here 
three  years.  But  the  Church  is  chiefly  famous  for 
the  dungeons  of  Pothinus  and  Blandina,  who  suffered 
martyrdom  under  Marcus  Aurelius,  in  the  year  177. 
A  phrenzy  of  ra^e  had  seized  ma  gin  (rates  and  people 
against  the  Christians,  whom  slaves  were  tortured  to 
accuse  of  the  most  revolting  crimes.  Women  and 
children  did  not  escape,  but  "  in  their  firmness  and 
composure,"  says  a  letter  still  extant,  written  by  this 
persecuted  Church  to  their  brethren  in  Asia  Minor, 
"it  was  seen  how  they  were  invigorated  by  the  living 
water  that  flows  fron-  the  heart  of  Christ;  how  no- 
thing is  dreadful  where  the  love  of  the  Father  dwells, 
nothing  painful  where  the  glory  of  Christ  prevails." 
Pothinus,  the  bishop,  ninety  years  of  age,  having 
witnessed  a  good  confession  before  the  enraged 
judges,  was  thrust  into  a  dungeon  where  he  survived 
only  two  days.  Ponticus,  a  youth  of  fifteen,  and  a 
girl  Blandina,  being  first  compelled  to  witness  the 
agonies  of  others,  were  subjected  to  every  torture 
which  cruelty  could  invent.  "When  led  back  to 
prison,  they  refused  to  be  called  martyrs,  as  un- 
worthy of  so  high  an  honour,  but  prayed  that  they 
might  be  faithful  unto  death,  and  that  their  perse- 
cutors might  bo  forgiven.     At  length,  with  many 
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others,  they  were  mangled  by  wild  beasts,  and  their 
remains  having  been  burnt,  the  ashes  were  thrown 
into  the  Rhone.  "We  will  now  see,"  said  their 
enemies,  "whether  they  will  arise,  and  whether 
God  can  deliver  them  out  of  our  hands."* 

With  much  difficulty  I  crept  into  the  'dungeon 
of  Blandina. '     It  has  no  entrance  for  light,  and  is 
too  small  either  for  an  erect  or  a  recumbent  posture. 
That  of  Pothinus  is  still  smaller,  and  the  wonder  is 
not  that  he  died  in  two  davs,  but  that  he  survived  so 
long.     We  lingered,   feeling  that  if  any  place  is 
holier  than  another  it  is  surely  that  which  has  been 
consecrated  by  patient  suffering  for  Christ.     Those 
black,  damp,  narrow  cells  have  received  angel- visits. 
Christ  himself  was  there  to  comfort  his   afflicted 
saints.     Happy  Pothinus  !  Happy  Blandina !  Your's 
were  short  torments  followed  by  an  eternity  of  bliss, 
a  bliss  enhanced  by  the  grateful    recollection    of 
having  been  permitted    "  in  the  behalf  of  Christ, 
not  onlv  to  believe  on  him,  but  also  to  suffer  for  his 
sake."  Who  ever  regretted,  when  leaving  this  world, 
that  he  had  done  too  much  for  his  divine  Saviour  ? 
The  more  eminent  the  saintship,  the  more  emphatic 
the  confession,  "  we  are  unprofitable  servants  !" 

On  approaching  Lyons,  we  had  remarked  on  our 
right,  a  very  lofty  hill  surmounted  by  a  church,  on 
the  summit  of  whose  spire  was  a  gilt  figure  of  the 
Virgin,  looking  lovely  against  the  clear  blue  sky, 

•  Xeander's  Church  History.    Vol.  I.    Clarke's  Edition. 
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towering  above  the  city  as  its  tutelary  saint,  1 
hands  seeming  gently  to  invite  all  to  c 
their  homage.  To  thia  church  we  now  made  a  pil- 
grimage; a  humble  funeral,  with  a  priest  intoning 
the  service,  winding  up  the  narrow  zigzag  path, 
adding  much  to  the  interest  of  our  walk.  An  official 
notice  at  the  entrance  of  the  church  announced 
"  every  day  a  plenary  indulgence  to  all  pious  visitors. 
Granted  by  Pius  VII.  and  confirmed  by  Gregory 
XVI.,  who  enriched  the  church  with  all  the  indi- 
gencies, and  otlicr  spiritual  favours  granted  to  our 
Lady  of  Loretto.'  Many  persona  were  kneeling  on 
the  pavement,  and  the  walls  were  covered  with  vo- 
tive offerings,  consisting  of  small  models  of  arms, 
legs,  and  other  parts  of  the  body,  together  with  rude 
pictures  representing  cures  and  deliverances  attri- 
buted to  the  intercession  of  Mary.  We  now  ceased 
to  wonder  at  tho  number  of  shops  we  had  passed  in 
our  ascent,  all  devoted  to  the  sale  of  images  of  the 
Virgin  and  other  religious  ornaments ;  for  the  multi- 
tudes of  pilgrims  to  Notre  Dame  de  lourvicres  is 
immense,  and  all  are  anxious  to  carry  home  some 
memento  of  their  visit. 

"With  mingled  feelings  of  pleasure  at  beholding 
so  many  tokeus  of  grateful  devotion,  of  pain  at 
what  we  felt  a  mid  mis- direction  of  tho  sentiment, 
we  left  the  Church  to  gaze  on  the  glorious  pros- 
pect around.  Helow  lies  the  city  occupymga  tongue 
of  land  between  the  Rhone  and  Saonc,  which  rivera, 
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being  crossed  by  seventeen  bridges  in  tbeir  course 
through  and  around  Lyons,  blend  their  waters  at  its 
southern  extremity.  "  She  (the  Saone)  passes 
through  the  middle  of  the  city  in  state,  while  he 
passes  incog,  outside  the  walls,  and  waits  for  her  a 
little  below."  The  view  of  hills  "  bedropped  and 
bespeckled  with  country  houses,"  and  richly  culti- 
vated plains  and  valleys,  is  very  extensive,  and  in 
clear  weather,  Mont  Blanc,  100  miles  distant,  can 
be  clearly  distinguished. 

"Going  to  bed,"  that  common-place  affair,  dis- 
pensed with  since  leaving  London,  was  quite  a 
luxury,  after  three  days  and  two  nights  of  travelling 
and  sight-seeing.  The  next  morning,  having  an  hour 
to  spare  before  the  steamer  started  for  Avignon,  we 
continued  our  inspection  of  this  handsome,  thriving, 
and  populous  city.  We  walked  along  the  quay  of 
the  Rhone  ;  in  front  of  the  Maison  Dieu,  the  most 
ancient  hospital  in  France,  founded  by  Childebert, 
and  visited  by  one  hundred  and  fifty  Sisters  of 
Charity ;  then  up  some  narrow  streets  to  the  Place 
de  Terreaux.  One  side  is  occupied  by  the  Hotel  de 
Ville,  and  another  by  the  Museum,  our  peep  at  whose 
antiquarian  treasures  convinced  us  that  no  traveller, 
detained  here  for  a  day,  need  complain  of  want  ot 
occupation.  Would  that  the  interest  of  the  spot 
were  confined  to  these  treasures  of  Art !  Horrible 
recollections  are  suggested  by  its  very  name,  for 
here,    during    the  reign  of  terror,   the  guillotir.o 
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mtivity.  Refusal  to  submit  to 
the  Jacobins,  who  now  ruled  Paris,  and  revolted 
Europe  with  their  cruelties,  was  the  inexpiable 
crime  of  this  city.  A  savage  decree  was  issued  that 
it  should  be  utterly  demolished,  and  a  monument 
reared  on  the  ruins  with  this  inscription — "  Lyons 
made  war  upon  liberty.  Lyons  is  no  more."  An 
army  of  60,000  men  laid  siege  to  it,  and  after  30,000 
of  the  inhabitants  had  perished  during  sixty  days 
of  gallant  resistance,  the  Ten':>rbts  entered  the  city. 
Many  of  the  houses  were  first  demolished  with  pick- 
axes, then  whole  streets  were  blown  up  with  gun- 
powder. 

Collot  d'llerbois,  who,  as  an  actor,  had  been  hissed 
off  the  stage  by  the  Lyonuese,  thirst  ing  with  a  vulgar 
vengeance,  was  nominated  one  of  the  Commissioners 
of  the  Convention  which  sat  in  the  Hotel  de  Ville, 
where  he  glutted  his  savage  smi.i1  by  coolly  watching 
the  guillotine.  The  square  becoming  deluged  with 
blood,  and  the  bukmei-s  lieinj*  impatient  at  the  slow 
process  of  individual  executions,  the  prisoners  were 
led  out  in  companies  of  fifty  or  sixty  into  a  field, 
with  hands  pinioned,  where,  fastened  by  a  cable  to  a 
row  of  willows,  they  were  mowed  down  with  grape 
shot,  many  lingering  for  hours  amid  heaps  of  slain. 
The  fury  of  the  murderers  increased,  and  men  and 
women,  seized  at  random,  were  led  forth  two  hun- 
dred at  a  time,  and  fired  at  by  companies  of  soldiers, 
who,  hilling  but  a  small  number    at  the  first  dis- 
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charge,  fired  again  and  again  at  the  shrieking  and 
mangled  survivors,  till  the  sword  and  bayonet  com- 
pleted the  massacre.     Upwards  of  6000  persons,  in- 
luding  the  most  respectable  of   the  inhabitants, 
were  thus  deliberately  murdered  without  distinction 
of  age  or  sex.     One  of  the  judges  wrote  to  a  friend 
— "  What  enjoyment  thou  wouldst  have  felt,  if  thou 
hadst  yesterday  witnessed  justice  executed  on  two 
hundred  wretches.     "What  majesty !    How  imposing 
a  sight!     How  many  scoundrels  bit  the  dust  that 
day !     Truly  it  was  a  spectacle  worthy  of  liberty!"* 
Liberty !  Alas  how  has  thy  sacred  name,  like  that 
of  Christianity  itself,  been  prostituted  by  those  who 
hate  thee  !    How  have  the  basest  of  men  pretended 
to  serve  thee  while  gratifying  their  own  evil  pas- 
sions !     But  thou  art  not  on  this  account  any  more 
than  the  blessed  Gospel,  of   which  thou  art  the 
daughter,  the  less  heavenly  and  divine.   Would  thou 
wert  understood  by  all  who  profess  to   do    Thee 
homage  !    Tyranny  to  others  is  the  liberty  of  selfish- 
ness, which  nothing  can  effectually  cure  but  divine 
love.      The  universal  reign  of  Christ  will  be  the 
universal  reign  of  Freedom  too,  for  every  form  of 
oppression  is  incompatible  with  the  grand  law  of 
the  Gospel,  to  love  our  neighbour  as  ourselves.    May 
the  time  soon  come  when  the  truth  shall  make  all 
men  free  indeed! 

•  Buzot,  quoted  in  Redhead's  French  Revolution. 
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CHAPTER  IT. 


Friday,   March   4.  —  Ai 
me  of  the  notorious  Rh.01 


re  embarked  in 
rs,  not  without 
Bomc  apprehension  of  delay,  owing  to  the  scarcity  of 
water  caused  by  the  long  frost,  The  boat  was  un- 
pleasantly long  and  narrow,  being  270  feet  by  only 
15,  the  span  of  some  of  the  bridges  not  allowing  a 
greater  width. 

"Wc  soon  reached  the  junction  of  the  rivers,  and 
noticed  how  the  brown  tide  of  the  Saone  flows  on 
for  some  distance  side  by  side  with,  the  blue  waters 
of  the  Rhone,  before  submitting  to  its  stronger  and 
purer  influence.  We  looked  lovingly  on  the  latter 
as  it  swept  down  to  join  us  from  its  Alpine  home. 
It  seemed  to  talk  to  us  of  lovely  scenes  we  had 
visited  a  few  years  before, — of  Geneva,  Lausanne, 
Yevay,  and  Chillon,  those  beautiflil  gems  adorning 
the  Queen  of  Lakes ;  of  the  Glierami  pass,  and  not 
least  of  the  Convent  of  St.  Bernard  and  the  polite 
monks,  whose  hospitality  we  had  enjoyed  on  that 
day  of  delight  when  the  long  cherished  desire  for 
that  lofty  pilgrimage  was  gratified.  Streams  which 
hail  murmured  sweet  music  in  all  these  lovely  and 
sublime  BCenes  were  now  bearing  us  towards  Rome  ! 
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I  thought  that  the  history  of  the  Church  might 

be  illustrated  by  the  course  of  such  a  river.     Born 

above  the  clouds;  dashing  down  the  mountains  in 

its  youthful  purity  and  power;   wearing  for  itself 

channels  through  the  solid  rock ;  overcoming  every 

obstacle;  now  tortured  and  torn  in  craggy  denies, 

now  reposing  in  some  placid  lake  which  reflects  the 

azure  and  the  stars  of  Heaven;  coming  forth  from 

paradises  of  beauty,  and  in  a  wider  stream  rolling 

through  the  open  country;  receiving  indeed  many 

corrupt  admixtures,  yet  purifying  them  more  than 

they  defile  it ;    and  though  with  waters,  alas,  too 

much  mingled  with  earthly  elements,  yet  in  a  fuller 

tide  than  ever,  spreading  fertility  over  the  land  as  it 

approaches  nearer  and  nearer  the  great  ocean. 

It  would  be  tedious  to  enumerate  half  the  elegant 
suspension  bridges,  picturesque  little  towns,  and 
romantic  ruins  past  which  we  rapidly  shot.  Let  it 
suffice  that  we  were  as  much  enchanted  as  a  wind 
more  intensely  keen  than  we  had  ever  felt  in  Eng- 
land, would  permit.  Lofty  rocks  rising  abruptly 
firom  the  water  crowned  with  old  castles,  and  vine- 
clad  hills  sweeping  in  graceful  curves  on  either 
hand,  reminded  us  of  the  Rhine  scenery ;  while  the 
distant  Alps,  and  the  snow-capped  mountains  of 
Dauphine,  with  the  horned  brow  of  the  gigantic 

Boche  Courbe,  which  **.' 

"  Above  the  rest 

In  shape  and  gesture  proudly  eminent, 

Stood  like  a  tower" — 


continually  changing  its  form  as  wc  advanced,  were 
features  in  the  scene  which  disposed  us  to  accord  to 
this  river  of  I'rance  superiority  over  its  rival  of 
Germany.  But  this  judgment  may  have  ari sen  from 
the  advantage  in  vividness,  which  present  pleasures 
possess  over  those  which  are  remembered.  The 
Creator  has  so  lavished  loveliness  on  the  world,  that 
we  arc  inclined  to  regard  each  new  scene  as  the 
fairest,  and  there  is  no  lover  of  nature  who  cannot 
enumerate  hundreds  of  views  which  have,  eaeh  in 
its  turn,  been  pivnounced  the  most  beautiful. 

Amongst  the  many  historical  associations  of  the 
Khone,  none  exceeds  in  interest  that  which  calls  up 
to  memory  the  greatest  hero  of  antiquity.  "We  en- 
deavoured to  picture  the  passage  of  his  army  on 
rafts,  with  the  elephants  swimming  behind,  and  the 
speedy  rout  of  the  barbarians,  drawn  up  on  the 
opposite  bauk,  who  suddenly  found  themselves  at- 
tacked by  Hannibal  in  front,  and  in  the  rear  by  on 
ambuscade  which  the  wily  Carthagenian  had  sent 
aiTiiss,  farther  up  the  stream.  And  as  we  pussed 
the  spot  where  the  river  Isere,  flowing  from  the 
little  St.  Bernard,  joins  the  Rhone,  and  looked  up 
the  valley  supposed  to  have  been  the  route  of  the 
great  general,  we  forgot  that  twenty  centuries  had 
elapsed  since  the  occurrence  of  events,  which  the 
pages  of  Arnold  had  lately  presented  to  us  with  all 
the  vividness  of  a  modern  campaign  described  by  an 
eye-witness.      Then  with  more  than  its  prevailing 
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vividness  came  up  the  image  of  the  renowned  city 
against  which  Hannibal  had  sworn  eternal  enmity. 
We  also  were  on  our  way  to  it,  but  hoped  to  be 
more  successful  in  our  attempt  to  pass  its  gates. 
Even  the  swift  steamer  was  now  too  slow  for  our 
impatience. 

At  five  we  reached  Valence,  situated  on  a  lofty 
steep  above  the  Khone.     "We  immediately  sallied 
forth  from  the  comfortable  inn  to  see  what  we  could 
before  sunset.     The  Cathedral  contains  a  bust  by 
Canova  of  Pope  Pius  VI.  who  died  here,  and  an  in- 
scription expresses  the  gratitude  of  the  Canons  that 
the  entrails  had  been  permitted  to  be  buried  here, 
while  the  rest  of  the  body  was  sent  to  Eome ! ! ! 

A  little  old  woman  who  was  busy  in  preparing  the 
church  for  service,    told  us  that  a  Capuchin  Friar 
was  expected  to  preach  at  eight  o'clock,  adding  with 
great  emphasis  "  il  preche  divinement."     I  resolved 
to  form  one  of  the  congregation,  which,  for  what 
reason  I  could  not  learn,  was  to  be  confined  to  men. 
Several  hundreds  of  persons  assembled  at  the  ap- 
pointed hour  wrapped  up  in  immense  cloaks,  with 
hoods  which  enveloped  the  head,  a  very  pleasant  ~ 
substitute  for  a  hat,  the  church  being  intensely  cold. 
One  lady,  ignorant  of,  or  defying  the  limitation,  had 
not  long  been  seated  in  the  midst  of  the  congrega- 
tion, before  a  stately  priest  walked  slowly  up  to  her, 
and  whispered  a  few  words,  on  which,  with  her 
companion  she  withdrew  somewhat    disconcerted. 


After  some  short  chants  at  the  altar,  the  Friar 
ascended  the  pulpit,  and  soon  laying  aside  his  ample 
cloak,  appeared  in  the  usual  costume  of  hia  order, 
with  a  cord  fastened  round  the  waist.  He  waa 
preaching  a  course  of  sermons  on  the  truth  of 
Christianity,  His  subject  this  evening  was  "Reli- 
gion necessary  for  man."  The  following  is  an  out- 
line of  a  discourse  delivered  with  gve;it  solemnity 
and  earnestness  of  voice  and  gesture,  and  without 
any  aid  from  notes. 

'Religion  is  the  expression  of  the  relation  of  the 
creature  to  the  Creator.  This  relation  is  one  of 
dependence.  We  receive  from  Him  existence  and 
every  faculty.  "We  owe  to  Him  adoration  and  love. 
Worship  is  tho  highest  form  of  its  manifestation. 
Nothing  can  be  a  more  rational  spectacle  than  an 
individual  bowing  in  secret  before  his  God,  nothing 
more  sublime  than  the  united  worship  of  a  congre- 
gation. The  false  philosophy  of  the  Pantheist  is 
self-con tradictory  imd  gives  no  satisfaction.  Every 
man's  own  consciousness  tells  him  he  is  weak  and 
dependent.  The  necessity  of  religion  for  man  has 
been  acknowledged  in  all  times  and  all  countries. 
Where  was  there  ever  a  nation  without  an  altar: 
Mohammedans  ami  Ilciitbens  pill  iiiiiuy  a  professeJ 
Christian  to  shame.  A  French  prisoner  in  Algeriasoid 
to  a  Moor  "  why  do  you  hate  us  so  much?"  He  replied 
by  asking  "why  do  you  come  to  our  country?" 
3  infidels."     "Indeed!"  said  the 
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ether,     "we  worship  Allah — and  you  often  see  us 
pray — but  I  never  see  you  pray.     We  think  you  are 
the  Infidels."     But  an  objector  may  say  "  What  is 
;  the  use  of  prayers  to  God  who  knows  all  before,  and 
whose  infinite  blessedness  cannot  be  increased  by  our 
homage  ?"     Prayer  benefits  not  Him  but  us.     Sup- 
pose some  person  were  to  say  to  your  children — '  It 
is  no  use  for  you  ever  to  ask  your  Father  for  any- 
thing as  he  knows  what  you  want  without  your 
telling  him.'     Would  you  not  say  "Wretch!  you 
are  breaking  the  tie  of  nature  !   You  are  loosening 
the  bond  between  parent  and  child  !  Begone  !"   Just 
flo,  prayer  is  the  natural  expression  of  our  dependence 
on  God.    In  addition  to  direct  answers  from  heaven, 
it  is  essential  to  the  spiritual  part  of  our  being,  and 
he  who  lives  without  it,  is  the  man  that  really  lives 
irrationally  and  contrary  to  nature.' 

The  preacher  here  sat  down  to  rest  for  a  few 
minutes,  before  proceeding  with  the  second  part  of 
his  sermon,  and  as  it  was  growing  late  I  reluctantly 
left  the  church.  The  mysterious  gloom  of  the  im- 
perfectly lighted  old  Cathedral,  the  congregation  of 
men  muffled  up  in  cloaks  which  revealed  only  the 
eyes  and  mouth — the  earnest  eloquence  of  the  Monk 
—his  logical  and  excellent  sermon — the  wrapt  atten- 
tion of  his  auditors — and  the  lateness  of  the  hour — 
aU  contributed  to  make  an  impression  on  my  mind 
not  soon  to  be  effaced. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

TEE    RHONE. AVIGNON. 

Saturday,  March  5.— We  left  Valence 

just  as  the 

rising  sun  was  bathing  in  rosy  tints  the 

rocky  pre- 

cipices  of  the  Ehone.     The  scenery  surpassed  that 

of  the  precixliiiir  day,   fresh  views  ever 

opening  on 

us,  as  our  vessel  Bwcpt  round  the  num 

rous  wind- 

ings  of  the  river,    from   the   precipitoi 

s  honks  of 

which,  many  a  '  tufted  feudal  tower '  on 

which  con- 

furies  had  heen  at  work   '  to  make    old   baseness 

picturesque,'   looked   down  frowningly 

is  we  shot 

rapidly  by.     Borne  little  anxiety,  however,  mingled 

with  the  pleasure,   as  detentions  not  u 

[frequently 

occur,  sometimes  from  the  superabundance  of  water, 

when  there  is  not  room  for  the  vessels  to 

pass  under 

the  bridges ;  and  sometimes,  as  in  nurowi 

case,  from 

a  deficiency.      Soundings  were  perpetually  taken, 

and  in  many  places  there  was  not  half 

an  inch  to 

spare.     Moreover,  the  immense  length  of  the  boat, 

the  swiftness  of  the  current,  the  nume 

rous  shoala 

and  rapids,  and  the  very  sudden  bends  of  the  river, 

rendered  necessary  the  utmost  caution 

n  steering. 

They  who  fear  the  risk  travel  by  Diligence,  pur- 

chasing tho  increased  security  by  additional  fatigue 

and  the  lo-is   of  the  lovely  scenery  of  the 

voyage. 

Thus  it  is  in  life.     A  great  system  ol 

compensa- 
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tion  prevails.  Pleasures  and  perils  must  be  taken 
together.  That  young  man  was  wise  who,  having 
come  into  possession  of  a  large  fortune,  requested 
the  prayers  of  the  congregation  for  special  grace  to 
enable  him  to  steer  safely  down  the  stream.  Few 
would  voluntarily  forego  the  peculiar  advantages  of 
the  full  tide  of  prosperity,  with  its  fascinating  and 
varied  scenery;  but  they  whom  God  ordains  to 
travel  by  a  duller  route,  may  feel  that  they  really 
have  as  much  to  be  thankful  for,  as  those  whose  lot 
they  are  sometimes  tempted  to  envy. 

Our  first  view  of  the  stately  towers  of  Avignon 
was  disturbed  by  an  unpleasant  altercation  with  a 
man  of  most  forbidding  aspect,  who  under  the  Cap- 
tain's sanction,  demanded  two  francs  from  each  pas- 
senger, as  the  only  means  of  securing  conveyance 
from  the  landing-place  to  the  town,  which  the  vessel 
could  not  approach  within  a  mile.    We  disembarked 
on  the  bank  of  the  river,  and,  with  no  shelter  what- 
ever from  a  most  biting  wind,  waited  with  our 
luggage  for  the  promised  carriages.     Two  capacious 
omnibuses   soon   arrived,   but  their  drivers  would 
not  recognize  our  payments,  having  no  connexion 
with  our  ill-favoured  friend.     He  tried  to  decamp 
with  his  spoil,  but  was  detained  by  the  indignant 
passengers,  who  at  length  compelled  him  to  disgorge 
to  the  amount  of  about  fifty  francs !     On  our  re- 
turn we  were  not  so  successful  in  resisting  the 
knavery  systematically  practised  on  the  Rhone.    We 


had  paid  our  full  fare  to  Lyons,  and  were  just 
driving  from  the  Mcssagcrie  Generate  with  our  lug- 
gage, when  a  demand  was  made  for  twenty  franca, 
While  I  was  remonstrating,  the  boxes  were  quietly 
removed  from  our  cab  to  the  interior  of  the  bureau.. 
As  I  expostulated,  the  mamiger  smiled;  as  I  pro- 
tested with  indignation,  he  bowed  with  provoking 
politeness.  But  no  luggage  was  forthcoming.  It 
was  late  at  night,  we  were  to  start  early,  appeal  to 
the  police  would  be  the  loss  of  a  day,  so  a  golden 
Napoleon  had  to  be  taken  from  the  now  almost  ex- 
hausted exchequer,  to  obtain  our  own  property! 
But  while  I  mention  these  things,  as  a  warning 
to  other  travellers,  I  protest  against  the  inference 
sometimes  drawn  by  shallow  tourists,  as  though 
such  tricks  compromised  the  character  of  a  whole 
people.  Some  foreigners  would  form  hut  a  sorry 
notion  of  the  honesty  of  Englishmen,  from  what 
they  sometimes  experience  at  the  hands  of  cabmen 
and  inn-keepers. 

While  thinking  of  these  trifling  annoyances,  and 
the  necessity  of  a  traveller  being  ever  on  his  guard, 
I  reflected  that  there  is  another  journey,  in  which 
robberies  arc  far  more  frequent,  the  property  in  peril 
infinitely  moro  precious,  and  constant  vigilance  tax 
mure  necessary.  Yet  how  c^rclussly  we  often  travel, 
and  how  unconcerned  we  too  frequently  are,  while 
sin  is  spoiling  us  of  our  best  treasures, — a  good  con- 
science, and  the  favour  of  God ! 
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The  Tiew  of  Avignon  as  we  approached  it  over 
the  suspension  bridge,  was  extremely  striking. 
Along  the  river  side  are  the  old  walls  which  still 
encompass  the  city,  crowned  with  machicolated  bat- 
tlements, and  flanked  with  numerous  towers.  A 
lofty  rock,  rising  perpendicularly  from  the  water, 
forms  a  natural  fortress  towards  the  north,  and  is 
crowned  by  the  cathedral,  behind  which  rises  the 
stern  and  stately  palace  of  the  Popes.  A  ruined 
bridge  partially  spans  the  river,  and  distant  moun- 
tains, then  covered  with  snow,  close  the  view. 

Mounting  the  Rocher  des  Dons,  we  enjoyed  the 
superb  prospect  from  its  elevated  platform.     The 
swift  Bhone  murmured  at  our  feet.     On  its  opposite 
bank  the  ruined  towers  of  Yilleneuve  told  of  the 
wars  of  former  days.     To  the  N.E.  a  chain  of  hills, 
marked  the  situation  of  Vaucluse,  Petrarch's  favorite 
retreat.      The  turrets  of  the  middle  ages,  lifting 
themselves  proudly  against  the  clear  blue  sky,  looked 
frowningly  down  on  the  city  which  lay  clustering 
below.     In  the  church  we  saw  the  marble  chair 
once  occupied  by  seven  successive  Popes.    We  en- 
tered the  gateway  of  the  Palace,  and  most  imposing 
did  it  appear;  so  colossal,  majestic,  solemn,  terri- 
ble; palace,  fortress,  prison,  all  in  one.     Its  massive 
wills,  100  feet  high,  for  some  years  resisted  all  the 
Miaulte  of  a  French  beseiging  army.     It  was  built 
daring  the  fourteenth  century,  and  was  the  Papal 
residence  from  1319  to  1376.     After  this,  for  more 
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than  forty-fire  years,  it  was  occupied  by  a 
sion  of  rival  Popes,  who,  with  the  occupant 
Vatican,  equally  claimed  infallibility,  but  ex> 
nicated  oue  another !  It  is  now  used  as  a 
for  several  thousand  troops. 

As  we  ascended  a  wide  staircase  leading  f 
quadrangle  to  the  great  hall  and  ancient  1 
we  thought  of  the  scenes  of  grandeur  and 
which  they  once  witnessed,  the  pomp  of  prii 
prelates,  of  kings  and  cardinals,  which  ha 
swept  over  them,  in  those  days  when  mitred 
here  held  its  revels.  "We  thought,  too,  of  th 
so  often  a  guest  in  these  banquetting  rooms, 
Laura,  whose  beauty  here  inspired  hini  with 
less  love.  "We  remembered,  also,  "the  last 
Tribunes,''  who  vainly  attempted  to  kindle 
breasts  of  his  fellow- citizens,  that  spark  of 
Roman  virtue  which  glowed  in  his  own.  J 
spirit  was  this  Ilienzi,  one  of  the  true  aristo< 
History;  noble  in  spite  of  all  Ins  failings, 
however,  of  which  we  should  perhaps  havt 
heard,  it  instead  of  only  meriting,  he  ht 
achieved  success.  We  saw  the  tower  in  wt 
was  confined  by  those,  who,  had  they  reall 
'Holy  Fathers'  of  their  people,  would  have 
him  with  honors,  rather  than  with  chains,  for 
rescued  their  forsaken  flock,  even  for  a  brief  ii 
from  those  rival  hordes  of  robbers  mis-called 
who,  converting  the  classic  monuments  of  an 
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into  fortresses,  so  cruelly  plundered  and  oppressed 
the  poor  Romans. 

Our  guide,  a  gaunt  masculine  woman,  intimated 
that  her  task  was  now  accomplished.  But  we  had 
not  inspected  the  Chamber  of  the  Inquisition,  of 
which  we  had  heard  so  much.  In  vain  she  endea- 
voured to  persuade  us  there  was  nothing  more  to  see, 
and  at  length  yielding  to  our  obstinate  determina- 
tion, she  led  us  through  several  lofty  halls  and  cor- 
ridors filled  with  camp  beds,  on  which  soldiers  were 
mending  their  clothes,  talking  in  groups  or  playing 
cards, — to  the  Chapel  of  the  Holy  Office.  Here  once 
sat  the  Inquisition  in  cruel  conclave!  Here  they 
plied  with  crafty  questions  the  miserable  wretch, 
suspected  of  heresy !  Here  promises  and  threats 
in  skilful  alternation,  tormented  the  spirit,  in  pre- 
paration for  the  ruder  torture  to  be  applied  to  the 
body. 

Through  a  narrow  doorway  in  this  apartment,  we 
entered  a  circular  chamber  resembling  a  glass-house, 
funnel-shaped,  its  immensely  thick  walls  gradually 
converging  from  the  floor,  and  almost  meeting  at  a 
considerable  elevation,  leaving  a  small  aperture  like 
a  chimney,  in  the  centre;  With  indescribable  emo- 
tions of  mingled  horror,  indignation,  and  gratitude, 
▼e  looked  around.  This  was  the  place  of  torture  ! 
It  was  now  a  lounging-place  for  soldiers,  who  seemed 
to  know  or  care  little  for  its  history;  but  their  accou- 
trements were  not  the  objects  we  saw,  their  rude 

D 


jokes  with,  our  conductress  were  not  the  sounds  we 
heard.  Imagination  presented  to  lis  the  frightful 
machinery  of  pain — the  pulleys,  the  rack,  the  slow 
fire  ;  and  the  walls  seemed  to  echo  with  the  shrieks 
and  groans  of  the  mangled  and  the  dying,  while 
fiends  in  the  form  of  men  stood  by  with  infernal 
satis  I'm:  lion,  coolly  iviifi;lii»g  (ho  process  of  agony, 
and  eagerly  noting  down  the  confessions  which  in- 
tolerable anguish  wrung  from  their  victims. 

Murray's  hand-book  published  in  1848  says — "In 
the  thicknoss  of  the  wall  in  one  corner,  are  the 
remains  of  a  furnace  for  heating  torturing  irons, 
according  to  the  tradition.  Near  it  are  the  holes  to 
which  was  attached  the  instrument  called  La  Veille, 
a  pointed  stake  upon  which  the  condemned  was 
seated,  suspended  by  cords  from  above,  so  as  only  to 
prevent  his  falling,  but  allowing  his  whole  weight 
to  bear  upon  the  point."  These  we  looked  for  in 
vain,  and  were  told  by  our  guide  that  all  visible 
memorials  of  those  cruelties  had  been  recently  re- 
moved. Her  explanation  of  tho  design  of  the  cham- 
ber, calling  tho  opening  above  a  chimney,  seemed 
much  more  rational  than  Hurray's,  who  says  that 
the  form  was  devised  to  stifle  the  cries  of  the  vic- 
tims. The  sound  would  be  increased  by  circular 
and  vaulted  walls,  with  an  opening  to  the  external 
air.  There  would  also  be  no  motive  for  stifling 
shrieks  ■which  might  infuse  a  useful  terror  without 
endangering  tho  Inquisition,  for  who  would  be  so 
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sacrilegious  as  to  disturb  their  holy  investigations, 
who  so  foolish  as  to  expose  himself  to  their  terrible 
wrath?  No!  that  peculiar  form  constituted  the 
thamber  a  furnace,  and  that  opening  above  was  a 
chimney  to  let  out  the  smoke  iningled  with  the 
rtrarb.  of  broiling  flesh.  There  on  that  solid  pave- 
iiitnt  Boor,  were  torture  fireH  often  kindled,  and 
dr-ubtless  many  hare  been  the  wretched  sufferers 
who  there  have  liugeiingly  perished.  No  contrivance 
could  be  more  convenient  for  reducing  to  ashes  the 
bodies  of  those,  who  not  having  been  condemned, 
and  consequently  being  possibly  innocent  even  ac- 
cording to  their  own  code,  had  died  under  any  of 
■  ili'ss  modes  of  examination. 

Other  dark  associations  haunt  this  quarter  of  the 
old  palace.  In  the  narrow  passage  by  which  we  ap- 
proached it,  a  number  of  prisoners  were  enclosed 
during  the  Revolution,  and  mowed  down  by  camion, 
the  walls  still  bearing  obvious  marks  of  the  storm  of 
grape-shot  poured  in  through  tho  gate,  upon  the 
living  mass  within.  Till  very  recently,  was  also 
thewn  a  tower  called  the  glacihe,  down  which  sixty 
innocent  persons  of  both  Boxes  were  hurled  in  1791, 
and  travellers  used  to  be  directed  to  look  through  an 
d  the  wall,  at  tho  dark  blood-stains  below. 

Terrible  are   such  memories,  yet  we  must  not 

allow  one  atrocity  to  diminish  our  horror  for  another. 

Morniy's  Guide,  so  invaluable  ta.every  traveller  for 

facts,   is  often  grossly  wrong  when   it  leaves  its 
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proper  province  for  that  of  reflection.  After  refer- 
ring to  the  torture  chamber,  it  says — "  These  are  the 
associations  of  the  dark  ages,  and  they  are  dismal 
enough.  But  this  building  has  beheld  events  in 
modern  and  enlightened  times,  which  far  distance 
them  in  their  horrors  and  atrocities.  The  crimes 
accumulated  during  a  few  hours  of  the  French- 
Re  volution,  exceed  those  dispersed  through  previous 
ages."  For  those  revolutionary  crimes,  which  excite 
horror  in  every  breast,  I  would  be  the  last  to  offer 
any  apology,  but  I  confess  I  was  indignant  when  I 
read  the  sentence  just  quoted.  Compare  the  two 
tragedies.  The  more  recent  was  the  result  of  a 
tornado  sweeping  suddenly  over  the  land  and  passing 
away;  the  more  ancient  was  cool,  deliberate,  pro- 
tracted. In  the  torture  chamber  of  the  Inquisition, 
machines  were  contrived  for  dislocating  the  joints, 
and  crushing  the  bones,  and  lacerating  the  flesh; 
death,  the  greatest  boon  that  could  have  been  be- 
stowed, being  studiously  delayed;  in  the  gloomy 
passage  of  the  Revolution,  grape  shot  did  fierce  but 
rapid  execution,  and  the  victims  of  the  glacihrt 
were  stabbed  before  they  were  hurled  down.  When 
it  was  believed  some  still  survived,  Murray  says 
"  to  finish  the  deed  of  infamy,  quicklime  in  large 
quantities  was  thrown  down  on  the  mangled  heap  of 
dead  and  dying."  It  was  truly  a  '  deed  of  infamy,' 
but  it  had  been  jstill  worse  had  its  victims  been 
allowed  to  linger  in  their  agony.     The  Terrorists  by 
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long  tyranny  were  driven  headlong  in  a  blind  frenzy; 
the  Inquisitors  spent  a  long  life  in  deeds  of  barbarity, 
coolly  meditated,  discussed,  defended.  The  Terrorists, 
finally,  did  not  add  hypocrisy  to  murder,  and  their 
acts  only  tended  to  excite  disgust  towards  that 
execrable  atheism  which  they  professed,  But  the 
Inquisitors  while  they  did  the  works  of  the  Devil, 
pretended  to  be  the  servants  of  Christ,  and  invoked  the 
God  of  Love  as  the  patron  of  their  infernal  orgies ! 

It  would  be  most  unjust  to  charge  on  all  Romanists, 
the  black  deeds  of  their  church  in  former  times.  I 
have  the  pleasure  of  knowing  personally  many 
members  of  that  communion,  whose  generous  and 
philanthrophic  souls  would  condemn  as  emphatically 
as  the  writer,  such  atrocities.  But  do  they  not,  so 
far  forth,  cease  to  be  Romanists,  and  shew  them- 
selves better  than  the  system,  which,  on  the  whole, 
they  prefer?  It  would  also  be  unfair  to  make  a 
system  responsible  for  whatever  any  of  its  adherents 
may  do,  or  for  its  own  former  acts  if  now  repudiated. 
But  surely  there  is  no  injustice  in  charging  on  any 
institution,  actions  done  in  its  name,  by  its  sanction, 
and  which  up  to  the  present  time  it  has  never 
authoritatively  condemned. 

Has  then  the  Church  of  Rome  sanctioned  those 
persecutions  or  has  she  not  ?  Was  the  Inquisition 
set  up  and  supported  by  that  Church,  and  in  its  own 
Palace,  or  was  it  not?  Do  her  own  Canons,  still 
binding,  authorise  bodily  punishment  for  spiritual 
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error  ?  Has  Lot  her  history  proved  that  in  whatever 
country  she  has  the  power,  she  possesses  also  the 
will,  to  enforce  uniformity  of  religious  belief?  If 
these  queries  arc  uncharitable,  will  the  objector 
point  out  in  the  laws  of  that  Church,  one  denun- 
ciation of  such  endeavours  to  extirpate  heresy?  If 
the  Church  of  Home  has  never  persecuted,  are  not 
her  own  documents  false,  and  is  not  all  history  a  lie? 
If  she  confess  the  errors  of  the  past,  pleading  as  Pro- 
testant Churches  do,  that  with  our  present  superior 
enlightenment,  we  are  not  responsible  for  what 
our  misguided  forefathers  may  have  done,  what 
becomes  of  her  infallibility  ?  If  to  preserve  this, 
she  adheres  to  all  her  former  acts  and  decisions,  who 
would  undertake  the  forlorn  hope  of  proving  her  to 
be  Scriptural  ?  But  since  she  declares  herself  to  be 
always  the  same,  and  infallible,  and  therefore  cannot 
repudiate  any  of  her  former  acts,  nor  admit  that  she 
ever  erred,  is  not  this  single  feature  of  her  history, 
persecution,  alone  sufficient  to  enable  any  candid 
inquirer  to  ascertain  whether  she  be  indeed  the 
Bride  of  that  benignant  Saviour  who,  when  his  dis- 
ciples asked  if  they  should  command  hre  from 
heaven  to  consume  those  who  would  not  welcome 
their  mission,  rebuked  them  and  said,  "  Ye  know 
not  what  manner  of  spirit  ye  arc  of,  for  the  Son  of 
Man  is  not  come  to  destroy  men's  lives,  but  to  save." 
— (Luke  is.  5  a,  56.)  On  this  subject  see  also,  Bk.  ii. 
c.  4,  ''Dominican  fresco."     c.  8.    "Madiai."  &a. 


CHAPTEB  VI. 


SUNDAY  AT  MARSEILLES. 


March  6. — Leaving  Avignon  by  the  evening  train, 
at  ten.  o'clock  last  night  we  were  toiling  up  the  hun- 
ched steep  slippery  stairs  that  led  to  our  tile-floored 
chamber,  glad  to  find  any  resting  place  in  the 
crowded  hotel.  It  was  strange,  after  a  week  of  so 
much  excitement,  to  awake  this  morning  without 
having  to  hurry  forth  to  save  the  train  or  steamer, 
«r  to  see  a  sight.  For  it  was  the  Sabbath — "  the 
oonch  of  Time  " — rest  welcome  no  less  to  the  man 
who  travels  than  to  him  who  toils.  It  was  a  luxury 
to  awake  gradually,  to  dress  leisurely,  to  breakfast 
deliberately,  and  we  could  enter  into  the  joy  with 
which  this  day  must  be  hailed,  by  the  multitudes 
whose  life  without  it,  would  be  one  unvarying 
routine  of  anxiety,  hurry,  and  fatigue. 

Our  obliging  little  waiter  expressed  much  regret 
that  at  this  season  of  the  year,  there  was  no  such 
interval  of  repose  for  him.  He  was  a  Vaudois,  and 
ipoke  with  exultation  of  his  country  and  his  religion. 
His  church,  he  said,  was  not  Calvinist,  nor  Lutheran, 
nor  Protestant,  but  existed  before  these  names  were 
known — from  the  beginning.  They  would  never 
give  up  their  religion— jamais  !    They  had  died  for 
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it,  and  would  do  bo  again.     He  had  a  bible  wci 
lie  valued  and  read  daily,  but  said  that  the  i 
knowledge  of  the  true  Gospel  would  not  s 
one  whose  heart  was  not  given  to  God.     ^ 
not  soon  forget  the  enthusiasm  with  which  ho  s; 

"We  went  to  the  English   church, 
room  in  u  large  house,    comfortably  i 
worship.     The  British  Consul  acted  as  clerk,  ] 
ing  the  responses  of  the  Liturgy,  whose  g 
dialect,  embodying  so  much  that  is  sublime  ii 
and  adoration,  ami   hallowed  by  so  many  home  a 
ciationa,  sounded  doubly  beautiful  in  a  strange  1; 
The  sermon  was  on  Repentance,  without  wl 
preacher  said,  "  but  not  by  virtue  of  it,  ^ 
never  be  forgiven.     It  had  no  more   effica 
a  culprit's  tears  at.  his  condemnation  in  obi: 
his  crime.    Clirist  alone  procured  pardon, 
reliance  on  our   own   contrition,   was  a  d* 
from  his  all-sufficient  merits.     But  when  i 
relied  on   Him   for    Salvation,    we    experience 
godly  sorrow,  which  caused  the  confession  ' 
erred  and  strayed  from  thy  ways  liko  lost  s 
■   to  be  more  than  the  mockery  it  wi 
thousands  every  Sundaj."      The   - 
but  tame,  a  sinking  contrast  in  the  delivery  ti 
I  had  heard  in  Paris  and  Valence.      How  is  : 

.■  preached  -\ 

Does  not  manner  speak  as  well  a 
And  docs  not  the  absence  of  earnestness,  t 
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theme  is  professedly  of  infinite  importance,  seem 
to  Bay  that  the  preacher  does  not  believe  his  own 
doctrine  ? 

■  "We  walked  under  a  long  row  of  trees,  on  what 
was  evidently  the  fashionable  Sunday  promenade,  as 
it  was  thronged  with  citizens  in  holiday  attire.  Our 
attention  was  attracted  by  a  large  crowd  opposite  a 
house,  from  which  a  stream  of  carriages,  with  com- 
pany in  full  dress,  was  pouring  down  the  street. 
There  had  been  a  sacred  concert  for  some  charity, 
and  the  charms  of  music,  aided  by  the  sanctioning 
presence  of  the  Archbishop,  had  attracted  a  large 
audience. 

Pleasure  is  the  authorised  Sabbath  keeping  of  the 
continent,  and  is  the  special  worship  of  the  French. 
Shops  of  all  kinds  are  open  till  noon,  when  the  en- 
tire population  turn  out  for  amusement.  We  were 
astonished  at  Paris,  where  we  spent  a  Sunday  on 
our  return,  to  see  the  Champs  Elyse'es  wearing  the 
aspect  of  a  fair.  Roundabouts  and  swings  delighted 
the  children,  while  thousands  of  persons  were  at- 
tracted to  the  open  air  cafes,  each  of  which  had 
an  elevated  platform,  beneath  a  gaudy  silk  canopy, 
▼here  half  a  dozen  women,  in  gay  evening  costume, 
sang  comic  songs  alternately  with  the  lively  tunes 
of  a  band  of  music  below.  There  was  also  a  grand 
.  fete  at  St.  Cloud,  where  the  water- works  were  put 
into  operation  for  the  gratification  of  the  myriads 
°f  pleasure-seekers,  and  in  the  evening,  the  theatres 


and  other  places  of  amusement  were  opei 

Whatever  other  fashions  England  may  borrow 
from  France,  may  she  never  adopt  Ibis  !  Our  na- 
tional stability,  our  sturdy  liberty,  our  etedfast 
loyalty,  depend  on  the  deep  religious  spirit  of  tilt 
people,  for  the  cultivation  of  which  Sabbath  observ- 
ance  is  essential.  A  population  fearing  God,  can 
neither  be  the  slaves  of  the  despot,  nor  the  took  of 
the  demagogue.  Tyranny  and  (action  alike  fail  with 
a  people  devoting  one  day  in  seven  to  the  spiritual, 
enlightened,  voluntary  worship  of  the  God  of  Truth. 
While  I  would  be  the  last  to  advocate  any  legal  en- 
forcement of  worship,  which  when  it  ceases  to  be 
spontaneous,  ceases  to  be  religious,  yet  I  hold  that 
from  mere  political  considerations,  every  one  who 
would  not  have  our  history  resemble  that  of  our 
fickle  neighbours,  should  deprecate  any  tendency  to 
lessen  Sabbath  sneredness  in  the  estimation  and 
habits  of  the  people. 

And  let  the  working  classes  beware  how  they 
echo  the  cry  of  those  false  friends,  who,  pretending 
a  benevolent  concern  for  their  interests,  advocate 
Sunday  amusements  for  the  poor.  The  charter  of 
their  weekly  rest  is  thereby  jeoparded.  The  toil  of 
some  is  demanded  for  the  gratification  of  the  many. 
The  precedent  will  soon  be  followed  among  a  people 
eager  to  be  rich.  If  one  establishment,  for  the  pnrv 
pose  of  profit,  may  employ  its  servants  on  the  plea 
of  furnishing  pleasure  to  the  people ;  others,   with 
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motive,  though  with  a  different  and  per- 
nor plea,  snch  as  the  increase  of  the  neces- 
life,  will  soon  imitate  the  example.  The 
lose  thin  end  is  introduced  by  the  plea  of 
opy,  will  soon  be  driven  home  by  the 
mmer  of  cupidity.  The  Holy  Day  is  the 
>f  the  holiday,  and  when  once  the  spell  of 
.  is  broken,  the  working  men  of  England 
ver,  too  late,  that  while  dreaming  of  plea- 
have  been  robbed  even  of  repose,  and  that 
at-laced  fanatics,  as  the  advocates  of  Sab- 
tity  are  sometimes  designated,  were  really 
Mends. 

the  door  of  an  old  Church,  we  looked  in, 
spell-bound  by  some  of  the  sweetest  sounds 
ver  heard.  Most  simple  they  were,  but 
lanting  was  that  simplicity  !  Gathered 
j  altar  an  infant  band  were  raising  their 
38  in  a  plaintive  chant,  which  swelled  and 

and  rose  again,  ever  returning  on  itself, 
;  its  beauty  by  a  reiteration  which  had  a 
arm  than  variety,  and  which  suggested  the 
amity.  It  seemed  as  if  those  hallelujahs 
end.  When  we  tore  ourselves  away,  they 
ed  through  the  pillared  nave,  where  it 
y  must  bo  echoing  still,  as  in  our  own  ears 
tinly  do.  We  left  the  Church  quite  for- 
e  fatigue  we  had  felt  on  entering  it,  the 
)f  the  music  mingling  with  that  of  the 


liope,  that  those  songs  were  accepted  by  Him  who 
■would  not  rebuke  the  children  when  they  cried 
'  Hosannah,'  and  that,  whatever  the  errors  of  their 
church,  of  many  among  them,  the  gracious  words 
might  he  verified,—'  Out  of  the  mouth  of  babes  and 
suckling  tli'Hi  hast  pi'i'fci-ted  praise.' 

¥o  strolled  up  the  hill  of  Notre  Dame  de  la 
Garde,  so  called  from  a  chapel  of  the  Virgin  within 
tlie  fortress  on  its  summit.  The  third  largest  city 
of  France,  with  its  extensive  port  and  forests  of 
masts  lay  at  our  feet,  surrounded  by  upwards  of  sii 
thousand  country  houses,  scattered  over  the  plain, 
and  climbing  up  the  encompassing  hills.  Here  waa 
once  a  shrine  to  the  "Great  Diana  of  the  Ephe- 
sians,"  whose  worship  was  introduced  by  the  Pho- 
cceans,  and  up  this  hill,  seamen  in  ancient  timea 
climbed  as    they  do  still,  to  present  their  votive 


Me  tabula  sacer 
Votiva  paries  indicnt  uvida 
Suspendissc  pntanti 
Vostimcata  maris  Deo. 

Hot.  Car.  I.  5. 

They  do  so  still.  The  walls  of  the  chapel  are  hunf 
with  memorial  pictures  representing  escapes  from 
shipwreck,  and  with  bits  of  rope  by  which  persons 
were  rescued  from  drowning,  through  the  supposed 
influcnco  of  the  Virgin,  whose  image  in  olive  wood,  of 
great  antiquity,  preserved  here  as  a  sacred  treasure, 


PAGAN  AJSTD  PAPAL  V0TTVES.  45 

is  held  in  high  estimation  by  sailors.     The  co-inci- 
dence is  striking  between  the  modern  custom  and 
the  ancient,  as  referred  to  by  Horace,  and  also  by 
Yirgil,  in  the  following  lines  where  the  poet  de- 
scribes the  olive  tree  in  which  the  spear  of  ^Eneas 
stack,  as  being  especially  venerated  by  sailors,  who 
fastened  to  it  their  votive  offerings  in  gratitude  to 
the  god  who  had  delivered  them  from  the  waves. 

Forte  sacer  Fauno  foliis  oleaster  amaris 
Hie  steterat,  nautis  olim  venerabile  lignum  : 
Servati  ex  undis  ubi  figere  dona  solebant 
Laurenti  Divo,  et  votas  suspendere  Testes. 

JBn.  xii.  766. 

The  name  is  changed,  but  the  thing  is  little  altered. 
There  are  also  small  road-side  chapels  at  intervals 
in  the  ascent,  containing  pictures  of  the  Virgin,  at 
which  sundry  acts  of  devotion  are  performed  during 
the  pilgrimage. 

Pained  at  this  sad  perversion  of  a  true  sentiment, 
we  turned  from  the  superstitions  of  men,  to  the 
great  works  of  God,  and  seated  ourselves  on  a  rocky 
promontory  overlooking  the  Mediterranean.  As  the 
city  was  behind  us,  we  saw  only  the  sky,  and  the 
ocean  with  its  islands  and  rocky  shores.  How  essen- 
tial is  sunlight  to  a  landscape !  This  view  which 
ippeared  most  dreary  when  afterwards  seen  on  a 
cloudy  day,  was  now  enchanting,  the  sea  and  sky  so 
deeply  blue,  and  the  rocks  and  mountains  bathed  in 
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ethereal  colours,  which  made  them, 
barrenness,  most  beautiful.  So,  I  thought,  the  y> 
earthly  lot,  stripped  to  the  outward  eye  o: 
foliage,  where  not  a  flower  seems  to  linger,  I 
blade  of  grass  to  grow,  becomes  more  lovely  in 
sunshine  of  God's  love,  than  the  most  covet 
this  world's  portions,  over  which  hangs  the  po 
tous  cloud  of  the  Divine  displeasure. 

And  this  is  the  Mediterranean!  How  we 
longed  to  reach  its  classic  shore,  and  gaze,  ai 
did  now,  upon  its  azure  waves  sporting  themsi 
before  us,  just  us  they  had  dime  to  the  heroes  ol 
olden  time.  On  this  sea  the  earliest  navig 
dareda  hitherto  untried  element — 


Illi  rolinr  ot  ffia  tnplei 

Circa  pectus  erst,  qui  fragilem  truoi 
Commislt  pelngo  ratem 

Primua,  nee  timuit  pracipitcm  Africum 
Decertnutem  Aquilonibus, 

Sec  triato  Hyailaa,  Dee  rahiem  Noti. 

Sot.  Car.  I. 


Here  Phoenician  fleets,  Carthaginian  trin 
and  Roman  galleys,  competed  in  commerce  an 
war.  Into  these  waters  Jonah  was  cast  from 
ship  bound  to  Tarshish,  and  in  this  sea  the  Ap 
of  the  Gentiles  suffered  shipwreck  on 
Rome.     Up  this  very  bay,  into  this  very  I 


HISTOBICAL  MUSINGS.  47 

nearly  twenty-five  centuries  ago,  sailed  a  fleet  of 
Grecian  colonists,  who  first  Trailt  the  town  Massilia, 
spreading  civilization  and  letters  among  the  sur- 
rounding barbarians.  Their  vessels  sailed  to  every 
shore,  and  at  last,  daring  to  be  the  rivals  even  of 
Carthage,  these  rocks  beheld  their  fleet  return  decor- 
ated with  the  trophies  of  a  victory,  won  upon  the 
ocean  of  which  that  haughty  city  vaunted  herself 
the  queen. 

Centuries  elapse,  and  now  the  fleet  of  Caesar  block- 
ades the  city  which  has  espoused  the  cause  of  Pom- 
pey,  but  after  a  vigorous  defenoe  is  compelled  to 
yield.  And  now  it  becomes  a  seat  of  learning,  the 
Athens  of  the  west,  the  resort  of  the  Roman  youth. 
Cicero,  in  his  oration  for  Flaccus  (c.  xxvi.)  extols  it 
as  a  Bchool  for  learning  superior  to  any  not  only  in 
Greece,  but  in  the  whole  world,  and  says  that  al- 
though in  the  remote  region  of  the  Gauls,  and  sur- 
rounded by  barbarians,  its  institutions  were  such  as 
to  be  far  more  easily  praised  than  equalled :  ut  omnea 
ejus  institute  loudore  focilius  possint,  quam  cemulari. 
Ages  more  pass  by,  and  a  gallant  squadron  sails 
forth  under  the  banner  of  the  cross  to  join  the  grand 
armament  of  the  Crusaders.  Other  centuries  are 
umbered,  and  we  in  1853,  look  upon  the  self -same 
•eeoe,  rocks,  sky,  ocean,  still  unchanged ! 

We  thought  of  those  lines,  beautiful  enough  to 
W  quotation,  however  familiar — 
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Thy  shores  are  empires  changed  in  all  save  thee — 
Assyria,  Greece,  Home, 'Carthage,  whatare  they? 
Tiiy  waters  wiistt-d  limn  while  they  ivere  free, 
And  many  n  ryriinr.  situ-e;   ihe.ir  shores  obey 
The  stranger,  ^]-iv,;,  m-  savage ;  their  decay 
Has  dried  up  realms  to  uVscns  ; — not  so  thnn, 
Unchangeable  save  to  thy  wild  waves'  play — ■ 
Time  ivrik's  nil  wrinkle  (in  thine  \autf-.  hmw-  - 
Such  a*  crealinn'j  diLwn  In  hell,  ih.ni  rollest  now. 

Thou  glorious  mirror,  where  the  Almighty's  form 

Glasses  itself  in  tempests  ! 

The  image  of  Eternity — the  throne 

Of  the  Invisible  ! 

Childe  Harold,  IF. 

Yes,  those  empires  once  washed  by  this  sea,  have 
passed  away,  and  our  own  may  at  some  iiituro  period 
share  a  similar  fate,  but  we  could  exult  in  a  higher 
citizenship,  a  "  kingdom  whieh  cannot  he  moved." 
Corruption  may  undermine,  revolutions  and  wars 
overturn  all  the  thrones  of  earih,  but  the  Church  of 
Clod  is  founded  on  a  rock,  and  the  gates  of  hell  can- 
not prevail  against  it.  Jesus  reigna  as  king  cf  men, 
and  his  subjects  enjoy  present  privileges  and  future 
hopes,  which  no  earthly  accident  ean  reach.  In 
comparison  with  these,  how  insignificant  are  all  the 
distinctions  of  this  world,  and  what  folly  doea  it 
appear  to  be  absorbed  in  the  pursuit  of  what  is  so 
transitory,  to  the  neglect  of  the  service  of  God,  and 
the  glories  of   Immortality.     These  arc  tho    true 
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ties.     The  seen  is  infinitely  inferior  to  the  un- 
For  "the  things  which  are  seen  are  temporal, 
e  the  things  which  are  unseen  are  eternal." 
e  sat  and  mused,  and  sang  some  favorite  hymns, 
mused  again,  thinking  how  much  we  had  seen, 

how  far  we  had   travelled  during  the  week. 

Sunday,  at  our  happy  home,  and  in  the  house 
!od,  on  the  banks  of  the  Humbcr,  and  now 
id  on  the  shores  of  the  Mediterranean,  impatient 
•oss  the  narrow  gulph  which  alone  divided  us 

the  object  of  our  hopes,  "  the  land  of  the 
can  and  the  Forum."  Thoughts  of  our  heavenly 
ley  blended  with  the  circumstances  of  this,  and 
returned  to  our  inn,  thankful  that  we  were 
ims  towards  "a  city  which  hath  foundations! 
e  builder  and  maker  is  God." 


%nk  it 


NORTH    ITALY.— GENOA    TO    ROME. 


CHAPTER    I. 

GENOA. 

Monday  Evening,  March  7.  We  are  at  length  on 
the  Mediterranean,  and  our  vessel's  prow  points 
towards  Italy !  We  have  enough  to  dream  about* 
for  when  we  awake  we  shall  look  upon  its  classic 
shores. 

March  8. 

Jamque  rubescebat  stellis  Aurora  fugatis : 
Quum  procul  obscuros  colles,  humilemque  yidemus 
Italiam !    Italiam  primus  conclamat  Achates ; 
Italiam  lseto  socii  clamore  salutant. 

JEn.  iii.  521. 

Yes,  it  was  indeed  Italy  which  we  were  coasting, 
but  to  describe  the  fairy  scene  is  beyond  my  power. 
All  we  had  ever  read  or  heard  of  blue  Italian  skies 
and  waters,  snowy  mountains,  vine-covered  hills, 
and  romantic  villages,  was  more  than  realized  from 
the  deck  of  our  steamer  as  we  sailed  along  the  fair 
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Iigurian  shore.    The  following  lines  of  Rogers  came 
spontaneously  to  my  lips — 

0  Italy !  how  beautiful  thou  art ! 

Tet  I  could  weep,  for  thou  art  lying,  alas, 

Low  in  the  dust ;  and  we  admire  thee  now 

As  we  admire  the  beautiful  in  death. 

Thine  was  a  dangerous  gift  when  thou  wast  born, 

The  fatal  gift  of  beauty.    Would  thou  hadst  it  not, 

Or  wert  as  once,  awing  the  caitiffs  vile 

Who  now  beset  thee,  making  thee  their  slave  ! 

Would  they  had  loved  thee  less,  or  feared  thee  more ! 

Between  Nice  and  Genoa,  the  road  is  earried  along 
the  side  of  the  mountains,  and  although  recently 
much  widened,  retains  the  name  "  Corniche  road" 
given  it  when  a  mere  rocky  ledge  overhanging  the 
sea,  barely  wide  enough  for  the  safe  passage  of  a 
single  mule.  We  could  trace  its  course,  winding 
round  the  mountain  curves,  clinging  to  precipices, 
crossing  cataracts,  spanning  ravines,  now  trembling 
over  the  deep  blue  waters  on  the  bare  side  of  some 
steep  headland,  now  lost  in  the  depth  of  the  retiring 
bay,  sometimes  embosomed  in  orange  groves  and 
vineyards,  then  reappearing  studded  with  old  church 
towers,  ancient  castles,  and  gleaming  villages — a 
delicate  silver  thread  strung  at  intervals  with  jewels 
that  sparkled  in  the  morning  sun;  for  while  far 
enough  off  for  '  distance'  to  '  lend  enchantment  to 
the  view,'  we  were  sufficiently  near  to  discriminate 
the  varied  beauties  of  a  scene,  which,  in  the  blushing 
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light  of  a  spring  sun-rise,  appeared  more  K 
dream  than  a  reality.  How  soft  ike  tints  on  these 
nearest  mountains,  all  whoso  undulations  are  clearly 
marked  out  in  shadow  by  the  slanting  rays;  what 
paradises  of  beauty  are  sheltered  in  those  valleys 
where  the  white  villas  gleam  out  from  rich  masses 
of  foliage ;  and  how  gloriously  in  the  back  ground, 
do  the  snowy  peaks  of  Alp  and  Apcnnine  shoot  up 
into  the  clear  blue  sky !  But  when  we  fixed  our 
attention  on  any  lovely  spot,  leisurely  to  drink  i 
its  beauty,  it  rapidly  faded  from  our  view  :  like  all 
earthly  joys,  however  pure  and  fair,  for  the  present 
life  is  at  the  best  but  a  passing  scene,  whose  sweetest 
spots  were  designed,  not  to  detain  ua  here,  but  only 
to  gladden  the  journey  towards  that  which  alone  ii 
enduring. 

We  are  now  sailing  up  the  narrowing  gulph  of 
"GenovaIaSuperba,"and  surely  never  was  title  more 
fitly  conferred.  Nothing  can  be  finer,  except  Naples 
reposing  in  her  far-famed  bay,  than  the  view  which 
was  now  expanding  in  ever  increasing  beauty,  M 
we  swiftly  glided  over  the  waters  sparkling  in  the 
sunshine  as  in  very  gladness.  Far  distant  snowy 
peaks  are  the  background  to  the  most  majestic  am- 
phitheatre of  mountains,  at  the  foot  of  which, 
stretching  two  miles  along  the  coast,  is  proudly 
seated  this  city  of  the  sea,  long  the  rival  of  Venice, 
chosen  by  Liberty  as  the  last  spot  on  which  to  linger 
before  she  fled  from  Italy,  where  alone  any  of  her    i 
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angel-fragrance  is  still  retained,  and  which  in  all 
probability  she  will  select  as  the  favoured  spot 
whence  to  expand  her  wings,  again  to  revive  and 
gladden  by  her  heavenly  smile,  the  downtrodden 
and  the  dead.  How  grandly  its  palaces  and  churches 
climb  the  steep  sides  of  the  hills  which  ascend 
from  the  water's  edge  !  The  whole  city  lies  before 
you,  spread  out  as  a  map  upon  the  encompassing 
slopes,  scarcely  a  building  which  is  not  visible,  the 
walls  and  parapets,  white,  yellow,  or  red,  undimmed 
by  any  film  of  city  smoke,  while  the  bluest  of  skies 
is  reflected  in  the  bluest  of  seas,  a  glorious  frame  for 
an  unrivalled  picture. 

We  are  now  at  anchor,  and  impatient  to  go  on 
shore,  as  the  steamer  sails  again  in  the  afternoon. 
How  provoking!  we  must  wait  till  the  passports 
are  examined,  a  whole  hour's  business  !  Each  minute 
seemed  five  till  I  thought  of  my  sketch-book,  and 
now  each  five  minutes  seemed  but  one.  Such  a 
charm  is  there  in  occupation,  that  essential  to  a 
happy  life.  Time  is  only  tedious  when  without  an 
object,  inactivity  being  the  paradise  of  fools  alone, 
and  that  only  in  the  anticipation. 

I  look  round  for  a  central  object.  What  is  that 
▼ast  range  of  yellow  tinted  buildings,  with  its  long 
colonnades,  its  arched  verandahs,  its  terraced  gar- 
dens overhanging  the  sea  ?  "  It  is  the  Palazzo 
Doria,"  a  name  which  stands  among  the  noblest  of 
Italy's  worthies.    Devoting  his  wealth  and  naval 


talents  to  the  emancipation  of  Genoa,  Andrea  Boris 
demanded  its  freedom  from  France  as  the  remunera- 
tion of  his  services.  Denied  by  Francis,  he  turned 
to  his  imperial  rival  Charles  V,  who  even  proposed 
to  confer  on  him  the  sovereignty,  which  however  he 
rejected  for  the  prouder  title  of  Father  and  Liberator 
of  his  country  !  From  this  palace,  bestowed  liy  his 
grateful  fellow  citizens,  and  decorated  under  his  own 
direction,  the  brave  Admiral  often  looked  forth  or. 
the  harbour  and  city,  and  with  iar  more  satisfaction 
than  if  he  could  say  '  Genoa  is  mine,'  could  feel  that 
'  Genoa  is  free.'  He  was  a  glorious  old  veteran,  and 
had  no  idea  of  receiving  his  pay  without  rendering 
an  equivalent  to  the  republic,  for  at  the  age  of 
eighty-six,  he  led  a  squadron  against  the  Turks,  nor 
did  he  resign  his  command  of  the  fleet  till  ninety 
years  of  age. 

Having  secured  an  outline  of  the  palace,  let  ub 
try  to  wash  in  the  fine  mountainous  background. 
"Within  tho  lines  of  fortification  are  many  unoccupied 
Bpots,  where  the  rocky  soil  is  covered  with  a  brown 
and  scanty  herbage.  What  painful  associations 
arise  as  the  pencil  is  at  work!  Imagination  pictures 
the  Genoese  ladies  clambering  there  to  gather  weeds 
for  their  famishing  children.  The  city  is  besieged 
by  the  Austrians,  while  tho  British  navy  blockades 
it  by  sea.  Within  the  walls,  Masse □  a  with  seven 
thousand  French  troops,  is  closely  invested,  and  the 
miserable  citizens,  not  allowed  by  the  besiegers  to 
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lest  the  garrison  should  bo  enabled  by  their 
are  of  the  provisions,  the  longer  to  hold  out,  suffer 
|  the  agonies  of  famine. 

I  cannot  forbear  quoting  a  short  description  of 

this  terrible  illustration  of  the  horrors  of  war,  from 

pen  of   Doctor  Arnold. — -"Some  of  you,   I 

doubt  not,  remember  Genoa;     you   have  Been  that 

queenly  city  with  its  streets  of  Palaces,  rising  tier 

■fter  tier  from  the  water,  girdling  with  the  long 

es  of  its  bright  white  houses,  the  vast  sweep  of 

harbour,  the  mouth  of  which  is  marked  hy  a  huge 

mole  of  rock,  crowned  by  its  magnificent 

lighthouse  tower.    *  *  *    Hither  the  Temains  of  the 

French    force  were  collected.      Its  very  numbers, 

•dded  to  the  population  of  a  great  city,  held  out  to 

e  enemy  a  hope  of  reducing  it  by  famine.     It  is  not 

once  that  the  inhabitants  of  a  great  city  accustomed 

the  daily  sight  of  well-stored  shops  and  an  abun- 

nt  market,  begin  to  realize  the  idea  of  scarcity; 

that  the  wealthy  classes  of  society,  who  have 

iver  known  any  other  state  than  one  of  abundance 

id  luxury,  begin  seriously  to  conceive  of  famine. 

But  the  shops  were  emptied,  and  tho  storehouses 

began  to  be  drawn  upon ;  and  no  frcsli  supply  or 

hope  of  supply  appeared.     Winter  passed  away,  and 

returned,  so  early  and  so  beautiful  on  that 

like  coast,  sheltered  as  it  is  from  tho  north 

ids  by  its  belt  of  mountains,  and  open  to  the  full 

)  of  a  southern  sun.    Spring  returned,  and  clothed 
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the  hill  sides  within  the  lines  with  its  fresh  verdure. 
But  that  verdure,  was  no  longer  the  mere  delight  of 
the  careless  eye  of  luxury,  refreshing  the  citizens  by 
its  liveliness  and  softnesa,  when  they  rode  or  walked 
up  thither  from  the  city,  to  enjoy  the  surpassing 
beauty  of  the  prospect.  The  green  hill  sides  were 
now  visited  for  a  very  ditl'erc-nt  object ;  ladies  of  the 
highest  rank  might  be  seen  cutting  up  every  plant 
which  it  was  possible  to  turn  to  food,  and  tearing 
home  the  common  weeds  of  our  way  sides  as  a  most 
precious  treasure  *  *  In  the  moat  gorgeous  palaces 
of  that  gorgeous  city,  no  less  than  in  the  humblest 
tenements  of  the  humblest  poor,  death  was  busy; 
not  the  momentary  death  of  battlo  or  massacre,  nor 
the  speedy  death  of  pestilence,  but  the  lingering 
and  mo3t  miserable  death  of  famine.  Infants  died 
before  their  parents'  eyes,  husbands  and  wives  lay 
down  to  expire  together.  *  *  *  The  agonizing  death 
of  twenty  thousand  innocent  and  helpless  persons 
requires  nothing  to  be  added  to  it."* 

Our  first  object  on  landing  was  the  house  of  the 
English  clergyman,  to  whom  we  had  introductions, 
and  from  whom  we  hoped  to  obtain  advice  how  to 
see  the  utmost  in  the  very  short  time  allotted  us. 
After  a  long  climb  up  a  steep  narrow  street,  wo 
were  disappointed  at  finding  ho  was  from  homo;  so 
we  had  to  be  contented  with  walking  through  the 
garden — where  lemons  were  hanging  hi  profusion  on 
•Lectnro  on  Modern  History. 
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the  trees,  and  with  admiring  the  view,  this  from 
the  land  being  only  surpassed  by  the  one  we  had 
already  enjoyed  from  the  sea.  We  were  delighted 
with  our  ramble  through  the  city ;  all  was  so  novel, 
so  gay,  so  picturesque.  The  streets  too  narrow  for 
carriages,  the  goldsmith's  shop 3  displaying  the  fila- 
gree work  for  which  Genoa  is  famous,  the  number 
and  splendour  of  the  marble  palaces,  the  background 
of  mountains  at  the  end  of  each  narrow  vista,  the 
terraced  gardens  with  groves  of  orange  trees  bend- 
ing with  fruit,  the  women  wearing,  instead  of  bon- 
nets, ample  white  gauze  veils  falling  elegantly  from 
luxuriant  plaits  of  hair  fastened  with  long  silver 
arrows,  priests  in  their  flowing  robes,  monks  of 
every  order  in  hooded  cloaks,  fastened  round 
the  waist  with  a  piece  of  rope ;  all  this  formed  to 
English  eyes  a  most  novel  sight.  We  looked  into 
several  churches  gorgeous  with  marble  and  gilding, 
and  saw  many  fine  pictures,  but  our  time  was  so 
short  and  the  treasures  of  art  so  plentiful,  that  we  re- 
membered only  one  blended  scene  of  magnificence 
and  beauty.  I  must,  however,  specify  the  church  of 
the  Annunciata,  which  was  one  blaze  of  splendour, 
its  majestic  columns  of  the  rarest  marbles,  having 
their  capitals  with  the  roof,  covered  with  gilding, 
and  the  walls  being  enriched  in  every  part  with 
frescoes  and  brilliant  decorations.  It  is  impossible 
to  convey  to  the  reader  any  idea  of  the  gorgeousness 
of  this  church,  surpassing  in  elaborate  enrichment 


58  GENOA — PALACES. 

and  profusion  of  gilding,  any  tiling  we  subsequently 
saw  in  Florence,  Rome,  or  Naples. 

Oyer  one  of  the  old  city  gates,  we  saw  suspended 
part  of  a  ponderous  cliain,  taken  by  Andrea  Loria 
from  the  port  of  Pisa,  a  proud  trophy  of  Genoa's 
ancient  prowess,  but  a  sad  memento  of  those  suicidal 
rivalries  which  at  last  rendered  the  states  of  Italy 
an  easy  prey  to  foreign  aggression. 

The  Strada  Nuovissima  is  entirely  composed  of 
marble  palaces,  such,  as  we  had  only  read  of  in  fairy 
tales.  They  aro  of  great  height,  and  are  built  with 
a  court-yard  open  to  the  street,  revealing  the  beauti- 
ful marble  arcades  within.  As  we  stood  under  their 
shadow,  listening  to  a  military  band  stationed  in  the 
street,  playing  very  tastefully  "The  Last  Rose  of 
Summer,"  with  variations,  amidst  a  crowd  of  gay 
folks  in  varied  and  picturesque  costume— soldiers, 
priests,  citizens,  and  foreigners,  all  talking  as  fast  as 
possible,  we  thought  we  had  never  witnessed  a  gayer 
or  more  foreign  seeue.  We  were  conducted  over 
the  Palazzo  Brignole,  and  passed  through  long  suites 
of  princely  rooms,  hung  with  the  works  of  the  first 
masters,  and  paved  with  variegated  marbles  in  molt 
elegant  patterns.  From  one  of  the  windows  we  walked 
out  upon  an  extensive  terrace,  from  whose  balus- 
traded  parapet  wc  looked  down  into  the  street  far 
below,  and  thought  of  the  merchant  princes  and  the 
stately  dames,  who  had  paced  these  polished  pave- 
ments in  tho  days  of  Genoa's  ancient  freedom  and 
greatness. 
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It  was  now  time  to  return  to  the  vessel.  The 
ran  was  setting,  and  the  city  faded  gradually  from 
view,  while  light  after  light  gleamed  forth  from 
the  gloom,  till  the  shore  and  mountain  sides  pre- 
sented the  aspect  of  an  immense  illumination,  re- 
flected in  the  sea  below.  As  thus  we  still  feasted 
our  eyes  on  scenes  at  which  the  worthies  of  former 
days  had  gazed,  we  wondered  not  that  so  fair  a 
queen  had  captivated  so  many  hearts,  to  forget  their 
•elfish  interests,  in  the  nobler  passion  of  serving  and 
fefending  her.  Among  them  was  one  whose  whole 
life  was  a  long  act  of  peaceful  but  unsurpassed 
usroisro. 

Marco  Griffoni  was  the  richest  citizen  of  Genoa, 
Mattering  his  wealth  with  a  princely  profusion — 
which  drew  on  him  blessings  wherever  he  went. 
Foreseeing  the  disastrous  consequences  even  of  suc- 
cessful war,  he  urged  his  belligerent  countrymen  to 
peace.  In  vain.  Suddenly  "he  became  another 
man.  For  full  fifty  years  he  was  seen  sitting  at  his 
desk  among  his  money-bags;  giving  no  longer  to 
any,  but  lending  to  all  at  the  highest  rate,  and  ex- 
acting with  the  utmost  rigour.  No  longer  relieving 
the  miserable,  he  sought  only  to  enrich  himself  by 
their  misery ;  and  there  he  sat  in  his  gown  of  frieze, 
tOl  every  finger  was  pointed  at  him  in  passing,  and 
every  tongue  exclaimed,  'There  sits  the  miser!1" 

Peace  had  now  come,  but  Genoa  was  ruined,  and 
heavy  taxes  "  lay  like  a  curse  on  the  land,  till  an 


man  entered  the  senate-house  on  hia  crutches, 
and  all  was  changed.  For  amidst  all  that  obloquy 
ras  still  the  same  us  ever,  still  acting  to  the  best 
of  his  judgment  for  the  good  of  his  fellow-citizens  I 
and  when  the  measure  of  their  calamities  was  full, 
and  the  lesson,  as  he  flattered  himself,  was  graven 
in  their  minds,  then,  but  not  till  then,  though  his 
hair  had  long  grown  grey,  he  threw  off  the  mask  and 
gave  up  all  he  had,  to  annihilate  at  a  blow  his  great 
and  cruel  adversaries;  those  taxes,  which,  when  ex- 
cessive, break  the  hearts  of  the  people."* 

Was  there  not  more  true  heroism,  more  self-denial, 
in  such  a  life,  than  if  it  had  been  spent  in  deluging 
battle-fields  with  the  blood  of  his  country's  foes? 
»se  heart,  capable  of  any  sympathy  with  no- 
bleness, does  not  swell  with  emotion  at  such  a  narra- 
tive !  "Would  not  the fibseni-e  of  enthusiasm  for  such 
a  patriot  bo  a  stigma  to  any  people?  And  so  our 
thoughts  wandered  to  Ilim  who  "though  he  was 
ich,  yet  for  our  sakes  became  poor,  that  we,  through 
his  poverty,  might  be  rich."  Is  enthusiasm  for  Him 
less  reasonable  ? 

Long  aftor  Genoa  and  its  lights  disappeared,  we 
remained  on  deck  leaning  over  the  bulwarks,  watch- 
ing the  phosphoric  waves,  on  which  diamonds  and 
emeralds  seemed  thrown  about  in  profusion.  The 
other  passengers  luiving  retired,  we  sang  some  fa- 
vourite trios,  winding  up  with  our  usual  ever 
•Bogen'  It»!y. 
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lymn,  from  Keble's  "Christian  Year/'  henceforth 
loubly  dear,  as  associated  with  the  many  lovely 
cenes  and  venerable  ruins  amidst  which  we  have 
ung  it  daring  oar  tour : — 

San  of  my  soul !  Thou  Saviour  dear. 
It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near ; 
Oh  may  no  earth-born  cloud  arise 
To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  servant's  eyes. 

When  with  dear  friends  sweet  talk  I  hold 
And  all  the  flowers  of  life  unfold ; — 
Let  not  my  heart  within  me  burn, 
Except  in  all  I  Thee  discern. 

When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 
Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
For  ever  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 

Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live ; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 

Watch  by  the  sick,  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  thy  boundless  store ; 
Be  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night 
Like  infant's  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 

Gome  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take; 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  thy  love 
We  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 


CHAPTER     II. 


LTVOHNO.      PISA. 


Wednesday,  March  9.  We  were  roused  early  I 
casting  anchor  at  Livomo.  Was  this  musical  -\ 
changed  into  Leghorn  because  ho  unattractive 
town  did  not  deserve  so  beautiful  a  A 
Why  cannot  a  place  he  universally  known  by  t 
name  its  inhabitants  give  it  ?  Surely  Napoli  a 
Roma,  no  more  than  Livorno,  are  improved  by  t 
Englishman's  version. 

Four  hours  of  tedious  detention  elapse,  while  t 
officials  deliberately  awake,  dress,  and  bre 
before  tbey  examine  the  passports,  and  allow  i 
land.  Wc  then  made  a  hasty  inspection  of  the  0 
It  owes  its  real  origin  to  the  enterprise  of  Cosmo  a; 
Ferdinand  I.  in  the  sixteenth  century.  The  popu- 
lation which  previously  was  not  1000,  now  num- 
bers 80,000,  of  which  15,000  are  Jews.  The  streets 
were  thronged  by  sailors  and  travellers  of  all  nations. 
Incessant  offers  of  varied  service  were  tendered 
ub,  and  articles  of  sale  were  at  eveTy  corner  thrust 
into  our  faces  by  eager  vendors  stammering  out  a 
little  broken  English  in  commendation  of  their  wares. 
Wo  hail  nut  time  to  visit  the  Monastery  of  Monte 
Nero,   where  is  preserved,   according  to  Murray,  a 
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miraculous  picture  of  the  "Virgin,  said  to  have  sailed 
by  itself  in  1345,  from  Negropont  in  the  Archipelago, 
to  the  neighbouring  shore,  whence,  by  its  own  direc- 
tion, it  was  conveyed  to  its  present  resting-place 
by  the  shepherd  who  found  it ! 

A  railroad-ride  of  half  an  hour  brought  us  to 
Pisa,  and  we  at  once  proceeded  to  that  wonderful 
group  of  buildings,  "  which  the  traveller's  eye  em- 
braces at  one  glance,  but  does  not  weary  of  behold- 
ing." And  these  majestic  marble  monuments  were 
reared  by  this  little  Republic,  amid  the  darkness  of 
the  middle  ages,  and  while  the  rest  of  Europe  was 
in  a  state  of  barbarism !  The  Cathedral,  completed 
in  1118,  is  Romanesque  of  red  and  white  marble. 
The  interior  is  very  imposing,  with  its  forest  of 
columns,  each  a  single  block,  the  spoils  of  ancient 
temples.  Among  other  fine  pictures  we  especially 
admired  an  Andrea  del  Sarto  of  St.  Margaret, 
awing  with  one  gesture  of  her  hand,  the  fierce  lion 
irhich  lies  harmless  at  her  feet.  "We  were  much 
interested  at  seeing,  still  suspended  in  the  nave,  the 
famous  bronze  lamp,  the  vibrations  of  which  sug- 
gested to  Galileo  the  employment  of  the  pendulum 
as  a  measure  of  time.  What  important  secrets  are 
for  ages  within  reach  before  they  are  grasped !  Sus- 
pended objects  had  always  vibrated  in  equal  times, 
whatever  the  length  of  the  arc,  before  the  philosopher 
marked  the  fact  and  applied  the  principle.  And 
doubtless,  future  generations  will  deem  essential  to 


comfort  and  almost  to  existence,  many  things  now 
concealed,  beneath  most  familiar  forms,  and  will 
wonder  that  wo  remained  so  ignorant  of  what  kind 
Nature  so  perse veriugly  and  importunately  seemed  to 

The  Baptistery,  fronting  the  Cathedral,  in  form 
resembling  a  huge  bride  cake,  is  surmounted  by  a 
Cupola,  rising  to  the  height  of  one  hundred  and 
eighty  feet.  The  pulpit  by  Kieolo  Pisano,  erected  in 
1206,  was,  says  Murray,  "  bo  much  prized,  that  it 
was  placed  under  the  special  guardianship  of  the 
law,  and  during  Holy  Week,  the  Podcsta  was  sworn 
to  send  one  of  his  officers  with  a  proper  guard,  to 
preserve  it  from  injury."  It  is  supported  by  nine 
small  columns,  resting  on  crouching  giifflns,  lion^ 
and  tigers.  The  carving  on  its  sides,  represents  the 
history  of  Christ  irom  the  nalivily  to  the  judgment, 
and  poswsRCB  extraordinary  beauty. 

We  now  viBited  the  Campo  Santo,  the  most  re- 
markable cemetery  in  the  world.  It  was  founded  in 
the  twelfth  century,  and  is  covered  with  earth 
brought  from  Mount  Calvary  at  the  time  when 
Saladin  expelled  the  crusaders  from  Palestine.  The 
centre  is  open,  surrounded  by  a  cloister,  covered  with 
ancient  frescoes,  and  containing  the  most  complete 
collection  of  Roman  tombs  and  inscriptions,  to  bn 
found  out  of  the  Vatican.  These  antiquities  have 
been  appropriated  by  the  Tisan  nobles,  and  the  bonea 
of  mediaeval  princes  peacefully    repose    in   marble 
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sarcophagi  elaborately  sculptured  in  honour  of  Ro- 
man Senators. 

The  most  remarkable  building  of  the  group,  is  the 
celebrated  Leaning  Tower,  at  the  east  end  of  the 
Cathedral.  Instead  of  its  peculiar  feature  being 
exaggerated  by  the  pictures  which  have  made  it 
familiar  to  every  one,  we  were  perfectly  astonished 
at  the  degree  of  its  inclination.  It  surely  cannot  be 
stationary — it  has  gone  too  far  to  stop — it  must  be 
falling — keep  clear  of  the  ruin !  But  no,  it  remains 
where  it  was,  standing  as  it  has  done  for  six  cen- 
turies, and  may  do  till  the  end  of  time.  Opinion  is 
divided,  but  my  own  conviction  is  that  its  position 
▼as  designed.  Had  the  ground  once  given  way  so 
much,  would  it  in  all  after  time  have  remained  so 
firm  ?  Would  no  rents  in  the  walls  have  resulted  from 
such  a  settlement  ?  Had  the  tower  begun  to  fall, 
would  not  its  own  momentum  have  completed  the 
catastrophe  ?  I  was  convinced  that  the  architect  had 
designed  to  produce  a  marvel,  be  (ore  our  guide  told 
us  that  the  earth  round  the  foundation  having  re- 
cently been  partially  removed,  the  lower  courses  of 
masonry  were  discovered  quite  horizontal.  This,  if 
true,  of  course  settles  the  question. 

But  was  this  architectural  experiment  really  suc- 
cessful? The  tower  stands,  but  is  it  beautiful? 
You  are  startled,  but  are  you  either  awed  or  pleased  ? 
On  the  contrary,  being  unnatural,  you  condemn  it  as 
untrue,  and  shrink  from  it  as  unsafe.     Still  more  in 
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the  architecture  of  morality,  is  building  out  of  the 
perpendicular  to  be  deprecated.    To  venture  one  iota 
from  perfect  uprightness,  to  try  how  far  we  may 
lean  from  virtue  without  absolutely  falling,  to  make 
the  experiment  of  approaching,   and  yet  escaping 
destruction,  is  not  only  more  displeasing  to  a  pun  1 
moral  taste  than  a  line  out  of  the  perpendicular 
to  a  correct  eye,  but  it  is  infinitely  perilous.    Build- 
ings of  stone  thus  erected  may  possibly  stand,  cha- 
racters never.      The  true  perpendicular  must  be 
regained  or  the  edifice  will  fall.     The  good  old  Book 
declares  "He  that  walketh«pr*pMy  walketh  surely  " 

In  ascending  the  spiral  staircase  to  the  summit,  a 
height  of  180  feet,  the  varying  level  caused  a  queer 
sensation,  for  while  the  labour  of  the  steps  is  in-  *; 
creased  by  the  inclined  plane,  up  which  you  move  ?~ 
on  the  one  side,  on  the  other  you  feel  as  if  falling  * 
while  in  the  act  of  climbing !  Few  can  look  without  "^ 
dizziness  over  the  parapet  on  the  inclining  side,  as  it  -■ 
overhangs  no  less  than  thirteen  feet.  On  the  top  ^ 
are  hung  seven  bells,  one  of  which  weighs  12,000  lba.  }. 
and  as  these  are  not  allowed  to  remain  silent,  it  is  . 
evident  that  no  fears  are  entertained  for  the  tower. 
They  rang  for  vespers  while  I  was  there,  the  whole  " 
building  vibrating  with  the  sound. 

I  much  enjoyed  the  view,  as  I  looked  down  on  the  - 
old  city,  and  thought  of  its  ancient  greatness,  when 
from  its  Porto  Pisano,  at  the  mouth  of  the  Arno,  it 
disputed  with  Genoa  and  Venice  the  sovereignty  of 
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the  flea,  conquered  Sardinia,  and  made  the  palaces  of 
Constantinople  tremble  at  her  name.  Sismondi  says 
— "  The  republic  of  Pisa  was  one  of  the  first  to  make 
known  to  the  world  the  riches  and  power  which  a 
mall  state  might  acquire  by  the  aid  of  commerce 
and  liberty,  and  was  the  first  to  introduce  into  Tus- 
cany, the  arts  which  ennoble  wealth."  But  foreign 
rivalry  and  domestic  faction,  those  twin  foes  of 
Italian  states,  gradually  proved  her  ruin.  A  grand 
system  of  retribution  is  ever  at  work  among  the  na- 
tions ;  Liberty  flees  from  those  who  defile  her  shrine 
by  violence ;  and  all  history  is  a  comment  on  the 
words  of  the  Prince  of  Peace — "  They  that  use  the 
sword  shall  perish  by  the  sword."  Exhausted  by 
wars  with  Genoa,  and  the  long  contention  of  Guelph 
and  Ghibbeline,  Pisa,  distracted,  looked  for  a  dicta- 
tor to  pilot  her  through  the  storm.  But  TJgolino  be- 
trayed his  trust  to  enslave  his  country.  Then  the 
citizens  whom  his  cruelties  had  exasperated,  shut 
him  up  with  his  sons  and  grandsons  in  the  tower  of 
the  Sette  Vie.  The  Archbishop,  to  whom  their  cus- 
tody was  entrusted,  threw  into  the  river  the  key  of 
the  dungeon,  where  they  miserably  died.  The  tower 
of  famine  has  disappeared,  but  the  tragedy  remains, 
an  imperishable  fossil  in  the  rock  of  Dante's  Divine 
Comedy. 

"  When  I  awoke, 
Before  the  dawn,  amid  their  sleep  1  heard 
My  tons  (for  they  were  with  me)  weep  and  ask 
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For  bread.    The  hour  drew  near 

When  they  were  wont  to  bring  us  food;  the  mind 

Of  each  misgave  hira  through  his  dream,  and  I 

Heard,  at  its  outlet  underneath  lock'd  up, 

The  horrible  tower.   •    *    All  stone  I  felt  within. 

I  shed  no  tear,  nor  answered  all  that  day 

Nor  the  next  night.    When  a  faint  beam 

Had  to  our  doleful  prison  made  its  way, 

And  in  four  countenances  I  descried 

The  image  of  my  own,  on  either  hand 

Through  agony  I  bit ;  and  they,  who  thought 

I  did  it  through  desire  of  feeding,  rose 

O'the  sudden,  and  cried,  "  Father,  we  should  grieve 

F  ar  less,  if  thou  wouldst  eat  of  us :  thou  gavest 

These  weeds  of  miserable  flesh  we  wear; 

And  do  thou  strip  them  off  from  us  again.' 

•        •        •   That  day  and  the  next 
We  all  were  silent.    When  we  came 
To  the  fourth  day,  then  Gaddo  at  my  feet 
Outstretch' d  did  fling  him,  crying,  *  Hast  no  help 
'  For  me,  my  father  ? '    There  he  died ;  and  e'en 
Plainly  as  thou  seest  me,  saw  I  the  three 
Fall  one  by  one  'twixt  the  fifth  day  and  sixth : 
Whence  I  betook  me,  now  grown  blind,  to  grope 
Over  them  all,  and  for  three  days,  aloud, 
Call'd  on  them  who  were  dead.    Then  fasting  got 
The  mastery  of  grief." 

Hell,  xxxiii.     Cart/8  Iran, 

Pisa,  forming  an  alliance  with  the  Yiscontis 
tyrants  of  Milan,  the  Florentines  deemed  it  ne< 
sary  to  wage  an  exterminating  war  on  their  anci 
neighbour,  to  dislodge  from  this  dangerous  proxim 
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k>  inveterate  a  foe  to  freedom.  The  population,  once 
100,000,  is  now  reduced  to  20,000,  and  grass  grows 
in  the  forsaken  streets.  And  now  I  look  down  from 
the  lofty  tower  which  witnessed  all  those  changes, 
these  glorious  structures  still  remaining  in  the  midst 
of  the  desolation,  a  group  of  majestic  mournful  wit- 
nesses, warning  every  successive  generation  of  the 
follies,  crimes,  and  punishment  of  the  past. 

On  our  way  to  the  railroad,  a  little  Italian  hoy 
ran  to  us  with  some  lovely  hunches  of  violets,  and 
though  the  bouquet  I  bought  was  very  sweet,  the 
heavenly  countenance  of  the  little  salesman  was 
much  sweeter.  I  love  to  recall  his  beautiful  face, 
for  never  have  I  before  seen  one  so  lovely  in  a  boy. 
Its  oval  shape,  the  large  melancholy  dark  eyes  and 
long  eye-lashes,  the  aquiline  no3e,  the  perfect  little 
mouth,  the  clear  though  dark  complexion,  and  his 
look,  so  gentle  yet  so  noble,  I  shall  ever  remember. 
Indeed  we  have  been  struck  with  the  features  of  all 
the  common  people  in  Italy.  Their  fine  Roman 
noses  and  well  denned  mouths,  seem  to  recall  theii 
ancient  splendour,  and  to  remind  us  that  some  day 
they  will  arise,  shake  off  their  slavish  chains,  and 
again  become  a  noble  and  free  people.  I  love  to  re  - 
call  their  physiognomy;  it  appears  to  me  prophetic, 

"  And  oft  the  blessed  time  foretells 
When  all  men  shall  be  free, 
And  musical  as  silver  bells, 
Their  falling  chains  shall  be."  ' 
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Thursday,  March  10.— The  bells  of  the  far  fi 
Duomo,  immediately  above  us,  had  been  for  s 
hours  endeavouring  to  drive  away  our  welcome  si 
bers,  before  we  thoroughly  awoke  to  the  i 
consciousness  that  wo  were  in  Florence  ! 

The  post-office  was  the  first  attraction,  so 
oven  the  cathedral,  and  the  Baptistery  with  its  ' 
of  Paradise,'  we  hastened  to  obtain  the  first  I 
we  could  have  received  after  leaving  home.    To  k 
that  those  dear  to  us  in  England  were  well  and  hi 
inspired  us  with  additional  zest  for  e 
innumerable  objects  of  interest  around.    The  g 
of  our  mercies  &tc  the  commonest,  and  their  i 
frequency  makes   them  often  received  I 
of  course,  with  little  thankfulness.     Among  the 
not  the  least  is  that  Boother  of  anxiety,  that  b 
maid  of  affection,  that  faithful  messenger  of  1 
the  world's  great  pulse — the  post-office. 

Soldiers  thronged  the  streets,  swarming  at  € 
corner,  in  every  piazsa,  at  the  gate  of  every  public 
building.  Accosting  some  of  them  in  Italian,  wc 
found  they  could  not  understand  a  word  el"  the  lltt 
gasgv  of  the  people  whom  they  protected,  or  rather 
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over  whom  they  kept  guard.  They  were  Austrians. 
Alas  for  the  poor  Florentines !  kept  down  by  foreign 
mercenaries, — "paid  with  their  own  money,  for 
shielding  the  tyrant,  within  walls  their  fathers  had 
reared  to  protect  freedom."  * 

On  visiting  a  strange  city,  the  best  thing  to  do  first, 
is  to  obtain  a  bird's  eye  view  of  the  whole  of  what 
you  will  afterwards  examine  in  detail.  This  is  very 
easy  at  Florence,  for  in  every  direction  the  surround- 
ing heights  command  prospects  of  great  beauty. 
Grossing  the  Arno,  and  passing  through  the  city- 
gate,  we  climbed  the  steep  Via  Cruris  to  the  cy- 
pressed  terrace  of  a  Franciscan  convent,  from  which, 
still  ascending  and  turning  to  the  right,  we  came  to 
an  ancient  portal  connected  with  shattered  walls  and 
dilapidated  towers.  These  were  the  fortifications 
erected  by  Michael  Angelo,  in  defence  of  Florentine 
freedom.  This  republic  had  seized  the  opportunity 
of  throwing  off  the  yoke  of  the  Medici  and  the  Pope, 
while  the  latter  was  besieged  at  Rome  by  the  sol- 
diers of  Charles  V.  Though  this  army  had  commit- 
ted more  atrocities  in  Rome  than  any  horde  of  bar- 
barians that  had  preceded  them,  sacrilege  and  abomi- 
nations of  every  kind  were  forgiven,  and  important 
concessions  made  to  the  Emperor,  on  condition  of 
his  lending  these  mercenary  ruffians  to  enable  the 
Pope  to  punish  the  Tuscan  rebols.  Abhorrence  of 
popular  freedom  was  the  one  bond  of  sympathy  which 
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overpowered  the  antipathies  of  these  hostile  poten- 
tates. Florence  was  wicked  enough  to  desire  li- 
berty, and  by  the  basest  of  compromises  '  the  same 
day  Herod  and  Pilate  were  made  friends  together; 
for  before  they  were  at  enmity-  between  themselves.' 

We  now  entored  on  a  level  terrace  enclosed  hy  an 
old  church  on  the  left,  and  on  the  right  by  the  low 
broad  parapet  of  an  ancient  bastion.  Let  us  sit  on 
this  shuttered  relic  of  the  past,  consecrated  by  genius 
and  patriotism,  while  we  feast  our  eyes  on  the 
matchless  landscape  which  has  suddenly  burst  upon 
us.  "Florence  the  beautiful,  the  Alliens  of  modern 
Italy,  the  mother  of  genius,  who  has  given  birth  to 
a  greater  number  of  eminent  men  than  all  the  rest 
of  Italy  put  together,  was  idly  and  voluptuously 
lying  in  the  lap  of  her  green  vale  of  Arno,  like  a 
"beautiful  pearl  set  in  emerald,  as  if  lulled  by  the 
murmur  of  her  river,  and  by  the  iaseinution  of  tie 
smiles  of  her  climate."* 

The  sun  at  our  buck,  pours  a  flood  of  light  on  the 
palaces  and  churches  the  turrets  and  cupolas  of  thia 
fairest  of  cities,  which,  with  all  its  details  minutely 
distinguishable,  umiimmed  hy  smoke  or  vapour, 
sparkles  in  the  radiance.  In  the  centre,  towering 
majestically  above  its  encompassing  satellites,  rises 
the  famous  cupola  of  Brunei! esehi.  It  is  the  largest 
in  the  world,  and  though  not  so  loftily  planted  as 
the  dome  of  St.  l'eler's,  exceeds  it,  as  I  venture  to 
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think,  in  beauty  of  form  still  more  than  in  dimen- 
sions. M.  Angelo  often  gazed  on  it  with  an  enthu- 
siasm which  stimulated  him  to  attempt  the  rival 
prodigy  at  Borne,  and  is  reported  to  have  often  said, 
in  despair  of  surpassing  his  model, — "  Come  te  non 
vogliOy  meglio  di  te  non  posso"  Beside  it  is  the  ele- 
gant Campanile  of  Giotto  rising  in  its  elaborate 
beauty  of  variegated  marbles,  without  break  or  di- 
minution from  foundation  to  parapet,  to  the  height 
of  280  feet.  That  dome  beneath  it  is  the  Baptistery, 
the  ancient  church  of  St.  John,  built  in  the  sixth 
century  on  the  site  of  the  temple  of  Mars.  A  little 
to  the  left,  far  above  the  surrounding  houses,  frowns 
the  massive  fortress-palace  of  the  ancient  Bepublic, 
with  its  square  slender  minaret  rising  to  a  dizzy 
height,  surmounted  by  a  widely  projecting  turret, 
which  hovers  as  an  eagle  over  the  city.  That  dome, 
nearly  in  the  same  line  but  more  distant,  is  the 
sepulchral  chapel  of  the  Medici,  while  to  the  right  is> 
the  spire  of  S.  Croce,  the  "Westminster  Abbey  of 
Florence,  where  the  ashes  of  so  many  of  her  illus- 
trious sons  repose. 

How  brightly  does  the  sun  light  up  that  long  row 
of  houses,  whose  white  and  yeUow  fronts  rise  from 
the  bank  of  the  river  flowing  from  the  mysterious- 
recesses  of  yonder  mountains,  which  are  still  haunted 
by  the  spirit  of  Milton,  and  recall  those  exquisite 
lines  in  which  he  says  that  the  legions  of  Satan 


TLOXZKCE — TAXLOXBBQU. 


— 'lay  entranced, 
TliicTf  na  tratumnid  leaves  that  strew  the  brooks 
In  VallomlH-iisii,  wlifn'  the  Etrurian  shades 
High  nTerarch'd  embower." 

Coming  forth  from  these  classic  glens,  the  river 
passes  through  the  city,  spanned  hy  numerous 
bridges,  and  then  meanders  in  the  rust  plain  which 
stretches  endlessly  away  on  our  left,  till  it  is  lost  in 
the  azure  of  distance.  Very  near  us,  flanked  with 
picturesque  towers,  are  the  grey  old  city  walls,  from 
whose  gates  the  Florentine  youth,  wearing  white 
shuts  over  their  dress,  to  distinguish  one  another  in 
the  darkness  of  the  night,  made  desperate  but  in- 
effectual sallies,  in  defence  of  freedom,  at  that  crisis 
of  their  city's  history  to  which  we  have  referred, 
Cora  polled  at  last  to  capitulate  to  the  Pope  on  honour- 
able terms,  Florence  soon  discovered  by  the  torturing, 
exile,  and  murder  of  her  citizens,  how  little  to  be 
trusted  are  the  oaths  of  tyrants. 

For  miles  in  all  directions  the  white  villas  of  the 
citizens  spread  over  the  plain,  or  climb  the  encircling 
heights.  Opposite  us  dotted  with  houses,  are  the 
classic  heights  of  Ficsolo,  ancient  city  of  the  Etrus- 
cjiis,  wlierii  ilmlt  the  great  astronomer  when  visited 
by  our  own  great  poet;  and  surely  no  star  ever 
shone  more  brightly  in  the  physical  heavens  con- 
templated by  Galileo,  than  Milton  in  the  firmanent 
of  genius  and  virtue.  The  back-ground  to  this  on- 
chanting  view  is  formed  by  the  majestic  Apennines, 
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their  summits  covered  with  snow,  here  strongly  con- 
trasted with  the  deep  blue  sky,  there  scarcely  dis- 
tinguishable from  the  clouds.  The  whole  was  a  scene 
not  more  lovely  than  replete  with  thrilling  memories, 
and  we  felt  with  Rogers — 

*  Of  all  the  fairest  cities  of  the  earth 
None  is  so  fair  as  Florence.    "lis  a  gem 
Of  purest  ray ;  and  what  a  light  broke  forth 
When  it  emerged  from  darkness !  Search  within, 
Without,  all  is  enchantment !  'Tis  the  past 
Contending  with  the  present;  and  in  turn 
Each  has  the  mastery.' 

What  various  scenes  has  she  witnessed  since  first  the 
citizens  of  Fiesole  planted  their  little  colony  on  the 
Arno  for  the  purposes  of  commerce !  The  child  grown 
gigantic,  throws  off  the  parent's  yoke,  and  amidst  the 
confusion  of  the  middle  ages,  asserts  her  rights  as  an 
independent  state.  The  feudal  chiefs  renouncing 
the  authority  of  their  liege  lord,  are  in  their  turn 
discarded  by  the  free  citizens.  Then  was  exhibited 
to  astonished  and  indignant  princes,  the  sublime 
spectacle  of  a  noble  people  governing  themselves; 
commerce,  manufactures,  and  the  arts,  flourishing  at 
a  time  when  the  rest  of  Europe  was  in  a  state  of 
semi-barbarism.  Amidst  the  conflicts  of  contending 
factions,  this  narrow  soil  produced  as  many  illus- 
trious men  as  might  have  furnished  a  whole  conti- 
nent with  cause  for  boasting.  When  nearly  all  the 
world  was  in  chains,  liberty  dwelt  here  as  in  & 
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chosen  temple,  where  her  faithful  worshippers  zeal- 
ously kept  alive  the  sacred  fire  on  her  altars,  a  soli- 
tary beacon  amidst  the  surrounding  gloom.  Here 
letters  revived,  and  by  the  labours  of  its  learned 
men,  the  writings  of  ancient  historians,  philosophers 
and  poets,  which  in  a  few  years  might  have  perished 
for  ever,  were  rescued  from  oblivion,  to  become  the 
instruction  and  delight  of  all  after  ages.  In  this 
city,  revived  architecture,  painting,  and  sculpture 
achieved  some  of  their  earliest  and  mightiest 
triumphs,  and  still  Florence  remains  the  favourite 
palace  of  the  arts. 

But  pleasure  is  mingled  with  regret  when  we  thus 
turn  from  the  past  to  the  present,  for  what  are 
natural  beauty,  stately  edifices,  paintings  eloquent 
with  sentiment,  and  statues  that  heave  with  life — 
without  Liberty!  Freedom  for  every  one  to  read 
and  teach  the  Bible,  alone  eclipses  all.  We  need 
not  envy  Italian  skies  and  Italian  art,  though  we 
should  spend  all  our  days  amidst  damp  fogs  and 
smoky  chimneys.  It  were  better  even  to  live  in  huts 
with  liberty  and  law,  and  never  to  have  seen  a  statue 
or  a  picture,  than  to  boast  of  all  that  refinement  and 
luxury  can  confer,  and  be  slaves  to  a  fellow  mortal's 
despot  will. 

'  Incomparable  Gem !  thy  worth  untold, 

Cheap  though  blood  bought,  and  thrown  away  when  sold.* 

But  Slavery ! — Virtue  dreads  it  as  her  grave, 

•  Cowper,  "Table-talk." 
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Patience  itself  is  meanness  in  a  slave. 

Or  if  the  will  and  sovereignty  of  God 

Bid  suffer  it  awhile,  and  kiss  the  rod, 

Wait  for  the  dawning  of  a  brighter  day 

And  snap  the  chain  the  moment  when  yon  may, 

Nature  imprints  upon  whate'er  wc  see, 

That  has  a  heart  and  life  in  it — Be  free.'* 


CHAPTER  IY. 

FLORENCE. THE   CHTJBCHES. 

Among  the  many  magnificent  buildings  of  Florence, 
our  first  object  was  of  course  the  cathedral  church  of 
8.  Maria  del  Fiore,  commenced  in  1298  and  com- 
pleted in  1446.  For  centuries  it  was  without  a 
rival,  and  for  centuries  to  come  it  will  continue  to 
impress  the  spectator  with  an  indefinable  sense  of 
grandeur.  It  is  completely  encased  in  panneling  of 
black  and  white  marble,  the  effect  of  which  is  not 
adequate  to  its  costliness,  reminding  us  at  first  of 
plaister  indifferently  marked  out  in  patterns.  But 
the  longer  we  gazed  at  this  wonderful  structure  the 
greater  was  our  admiration;  nor  do  I  think  that 
Borne  itself  has  anything  to  shew  so  solemnly  majes- 
tic, so  truly  church-like  as  the  Duomo  of  Florence. 
The  best  view  is  from  the  side  of  the  Piazza  opposite 
the  intersection  of  the  south  transept  with  the  choir. 
Seen  from  that  point,  the  queen-like  dome,  swelling 

•"  Charity." 
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up  from  its  octagonal  drum  with  exquisite  oval 
curve,  attended  by  the  nurneroiiB  smaller  cupolas 
with  which  the  cathedral  is  adorned,  fairest  among 
the  fair  like  charity  amidst  the  virtues,  and  looking 
down  serenely  on  the  city,  as  it  had  looked  fur  four 
hundred  years,  was  an  object  on  which  wo  were 
never  weary  of  gazing.  And  as  we  wandered  up 
attd  down  in  inu-l]].;  lulinir.ition,  a  flag  stone  in- 
scribed as  the  seat  of  Dank,  added  more  than  I  can 
express,  to  the  interest  wo  felt.  Hither  the  poet  would 
continually  resort,  meditating  great  thoughts  of 
hell,  purgatory,  and  paradise,  and  contemplating 
tho  cathedral. 

"  On  that-  ancient  scat, 
Would  Diinto  sit  conversing,  and  with  thusa 
Who  little  thought  that  in  his  hand  he  held 
The  balance,  and  assigned  at  his  good  plc.isuro 
To  each  hU  place  in  the  invisible  world, 
To  some  an  upper  region,  some  a  lower." 

Near  this  avo  two  fine  statues  of  the  architects  of 
the  cathedral.  Arnolfu,  who  commeneed  it,  a 
looking  down  as  if  examining  the  foundations,  while 
Brunelleachi,  with  a  pliw  of  the  cupola  ou  his  knee, 
is  looking  up  at  the  completion  of  his  design. 

We  were  struck  with  the  severe  grandeur  of  the 
interior:  unlike  the  gaudy  splendour  of  (In 
of  continental  churches,  it  had  new  charms  on  every 
visit,  not  like  a  talkative  pretender,  babbling  out  at 
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i»nce  all  he  has  to  Bay  to  every  passer-by  frivolous 
>r  sober,  but  as  a  grave  and  reverend  teacher,  ever 
with  some  lessen  of  wisdom  for  those  who  seek  in- 
struction. The  nave,  100  feet  high,  is  separated  from 
its  aisles,  by  four  immense  pointed  arches  on  each  side. 
The  cupola  was  a  work  of  great  enterprise,  us  no- 
thing of  the  kind  had  hitherto  been  jittempted.  I 
enjoyed  a  ravishing  view  from  its  summit,  850  feet 
atove  the  ground.  As  I  ascended  the  winding  pas- 
Mgcs  between  the  exterior  and  interior  walls,  for  it 
a  double  dome,  my  mind  was  full  of  Bnmelleschi, 
i  i  [1  and  perseverance  Vasari  gives  so  graphic 
an  account. 

Architecture  was  his  master  passion.  To  gratify 
it  be  visited  Home,  where  he  studied  all  the  ancient 
buildings,  and  meditated  during  many  years,  some 
method  of  uniting  the  four  naves  of  the  still  un- 
finished cathedral  of  his  native  city.  In  1407, 
ksving  matured  his  plaas,  and  wishing,  with  the 
confident  ambition  of  genius,  to  prove  his  superiority 
over  his  rivals,  he  counselled  the  authorities  to  con- 
ie  an  assembly  of  architects  from  all  parts  of  the 
Torld,  'When  all  had  declared  it  impossible  to  rear 
a  dome  of  such  magnitude,  he  astonished  the  assem- 
i]  Uy  announcing  his  readiness  at  once  to 
udertake  the  achievement,  though  he  refused  to 
>  known  the  means  he  should  adopt.  He  was 
r  Mine  time  ridiculed  and  denounced  as  a  pre- 
mptuous  visionary,  but  continuing  pertinaciously 


to  assert  his  competence  to  do  what  the  Florentines 
so  earnestly  desired,  he  was  at  length  entrusted  wit  u 
its  execution.  But  a  rival  architect,  who  had  great 
influence  with  the  Siguoria,  succeeded  in  being  ajft 
pointed  his  eo-adjutor.  Vexed  at  having  to  share 
the  honour  with  one  who,  whatever  his  talent  in 
other  branches  of  art,  could  render  him  no  aid  here, 
Brunelleschi,  watching  his  opportunity,  when  the 
works  had  reached  a  point  requiring  his  constant 
personal  superin tend u nee,  slmmracd  illness.  In  vain. 
the  workmen  applied  to  the  baffled  Ghiberti  for  in- 
structions. The  cupola  hung  critically  ii 
and  not  a  Btone  did  any  one  venture  to  add  to  it. 
without  directions  from  the  master  mind,  tr,  wlii.:!: 
alone  the  grout  idou  they  were  di-vt-lnpiii::  . 
liar.  All  physicians  failed  in  curing  the  obstinate 
illness  of  the  architect,  till  his  incompetent  rival 
was  dismissed.  Then  the  murmurs  of  the-  workmen 
ceased,  and  the  citizens  again  had  the  pn 
of   seeing    their  beloved   cupola   continue   its   il.iih 

Among  the  many  interesting  monuments  of  the 
church,  is  one  to  the  memory  of  Sir  John  Hawk 
wood,  son  of  an  Essex  tanner,  who,  from  bis  OWt 
trade  of  tailoring,  having  been  pressed  into  the  army 
of  Edward  III,  afterwards  became  celebrated  us  n 
condottiore,  or  chief  of  mercenary  soldiers.  He 
(be  most  distinguished  general  of  Ids  ila  ■, .  . 
the  Florentines  long  and  faithfully.   Thu  i 
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to  a  patriot  Bishop,  who  during  a  siege,  manned  the 
city  walls  with  his  clergy,  clad  in  complete  armour. 
Behind  the  altar  is  a  grand  but  unfinished  group  of 
sculpture  by  1£.  Angelo,  representing  the  entomb- 
nent  of  Christ,  and  in  the  north  transept  is  an  origi- 
nal picture  of  Dante,  placed  there  by  a  decree  of  the 
republic,  in  1465. 

Opposite  the  western  front  of  the  cathedral  is  the 
Baptistery,  whose  bronze  doors  were  declared  by  M. 
Angelo  "  worthy  of  being  the  gates  of  Paradise." 
The  first  put  up  was  by  Andrea  Pisano  in  1330,  and 
audi  was  the  interest  felt  in  the  arts,  at  a  period 
when  other  lands  were  still  so  rude,  that  the  event 
was  celebrated  as  a  public  festival,  attended  by  the 
Signoria  in  state,  and  the  Ambassadors  of  foreign 
powers.      The  others,  by  Ghiberti,  are  still  more 
elaborately  beautiful,  exhibiting  in  their  numerous 
compartments  the  principal  events  of  the  Old  Testa- 
ment, and  of  the  life  of  Christ.     All  the  Florentine 
baptisms,   amounting  to  between   three  and   four 
thousand  annually,  are  celebrated  here. 

The  Campanile,  270  feet  high,  built  entirely  of 
marble,  and  covered  with  sculpture,  was  com- 
menced in  1334,  by  Giotto,  who  was  commissioned 
to  erect  '  an  edifice  which  in  height  and  richness  of 
workmanship,  should  surpass  any  structure  raised 
by  the  Greeks  and  the  Romans,  in  the  most  palmy 
periods  of  their  power.'  Though  it  would  be  too 
much  to  say  that  this  condition  is  fulfilled,  few  will 
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dispute  that  simply  as  a  tower,  taking  into  consider- 
ation its  height,  elegance,  richness  of  decoration  and 
costliness  of  material,  it  is  unrivalled.  Of  one  of 
the  statues  which  occupy  its  numerous  niches  it  is 
said,  that  Donatello,  when  giving  it  the  last  stroke 
of  his  chisel,  exclaimed  in  enthusiastic  admiration 
for  his  own  performance — "  Speak !  " 

The  outside  of  the  church  of  Santa  Crooe  presents 
to  the  view  a  dismal  mass  of  unfinished  brickwork, 
but  the  interior  is  invested  by  the  memory  of  the 
great  men  who  there  repose,  with  a  dignity  superior 
to  any  that  visible  magnificence  can  confer.  Hera 
are  the  tombs  of  Galileo,  Machiavelli,  Aiheri,  and 
many  more.  Over  that  of  II.  Angelo,  the  sorrow- 
ing sister-arts, — architecture,  painting  and  sculpture, 
mourn  in  marble  day  and  night,  and  year  by  year, 
the  loss  of  their  illustrious  votary.  We  were  most 
of  all  impressed  with  the  monument  to  Dante,  in 
which  Italy,  a  majestic  figure,  crowned  with  a  star, 
points  triumphantly  to  his  effigy,  while  Poetry  weeps 
despairingly  over  his  sarcophagus. 

The  Piazza  of  the  church  is  interesting  to  every 
lover  of  liberty,  tor  it  was  here  that  in  1250,  the 
citizens  assembled  when  they  threw  off  the  galling 
yoke  of  the  NobleB  and  the  Emperor,  constituting 
themselves  a  l'rcc  Republic.  From  this  place  it  was, 
that  arranged  in  companies  of  militia,  they  issued  to 
destroy  those  baronial  towers  in  which  their  op- 
pressors had  long  dwelt  in  proud  superiority  to  all 
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kw;  and  here  was  instituted  that  ancient  Signoria* 
composed  of  twelve  magistrates,  elected  every  second 
month  from  the  six  districts  into  which  the  city  was 
divided.  "  The  Bepublic,"  says  Sismondi,  "  was  so 
rich  in  good  citizens,  and  in  men  worthy  of  its  con- 
fidence, that  this  rapid  succession  did  not  exhaust 
their  number." 

In  the  church  of  S.  Maria  Novella,  attached  to  the 
Dominican  convent,  we  were  much  interested  in 
looking  at  the  celebrated  picture  of  the  Virgin  by 
Chnabne,  now  nearly  six  centuries  old.  It  was  con- 
ducted from  the  painter's  house  by  a  grand  proces- 
fton  of  magistrates  and  clergy,  amid  an  innumerable 
concourse  of  citizens;  another  illustration  of  the 
high  state  of  civilization  at  Florence  in  those  dark 
ages. 

While  we  were  examining  the  numerous  frescoes 
on  the  old  walls,  the  most  hideous  nasal  sounds,  in- 
tended for  chanting,  came  from  behind  the  high  altar, 
and  presently  there  issued  from  the  penetralia  a 
•warm  of  naked-footed  monks,  whose  features  and 
general  aspect  were  such  that  any  caricaturist,  wish- 
ing to  be  uncomplimentary  to  their  order,  could  not 
meceed  so  well  by  any  effort  of  his  imagination,  as 
by  faithfully  taking  their  portraits.  When  we  saw 
(he  lingers  we  ceased  to  wonder  at  the  sounds,  and 
lemembering  how  nearly  the  Dominicans  and  the 
Inquisition  are  related,  we  shuddered  at  the  bare 
of  any  one  being  in  the  power  of  men, 
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apparently  no  destitute  of  all  human  sympathies, 
"We  were  shocked  also  hy  the  irreverence  with  which 
they  performed  their  own  worship,  and  particularly 
noticed  one  who  was  kneeling  close  to  us,  and  who, 
though  professedly  "  saying  liis  prayers,"  was  look- 
ing about  in  all  directions,  and  spitting  most  dis- 
gustingly and  without  intermission,  on  the  marble 
pavement  of  the  church. 

Am  I  uncharitable  ?  Come  with  us  then  into  the 
chapter- house.  Look  at  that  large  fresco -painting 
repress  nting  the  church  militant  and  the  church 
triumphant.  On  one  side,  the  Pope  and  the  Em- 
peror on  thrones,  surrounded  by  bishops  and  other 
persons  of  distinction,  are  watching  a  pack  of  dog* 
as  they  drive  away  from  a  flock  of  sheep  soma 
ravenous  wolves.  These  dogs  of  the  Lord  (Domini 
canes)  arc  black  and  white,  the  colours  of  the  Domi- 
nicans whom  they  represent.  The  wolves  whom 
they  are  destroying,  tearing  open  their  bowels  in 
the  fiercest  canine  fashion,  depict  the  Waldcnses  and 
other  heretic?,  while  the  sheep  are  the  good  papiau) 
imperilled  by  their  wicked  errors  1  In  the  corner  of 
the  fresco  some  of  the  heretics  are  represented  as 
having  been  converted,  and  in  the  act  of  destroying 
their  erroneous  books,  while  8.  Dominic  above,  is 
leading  the  elect  to  S.  Peter,  who  keeps  the  gate  of 
heaven.  Our  conductor,  the  sacristan,  seemed 
amused,  as  shrugging  my  shoulders  at  the 
measuro  dealt  out  to  my  wolfish  brethren, 
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claimed — Ipoveri  hereticif  Here  then  are  the  per- 
secutions of  Popery,  in  England  often  denied  as 
fabulous,  publicly  commemorated  in  the  fresco  of  a 
fiomanist  church,  and  gloried  in  as  one  of  the  virtues 
of  the  Dominicans.  "Would  Protestants  be  guilty  of 
vulgar  uncharitableness  in  calling  them  sanguinary 
blood-hounds?  It  would  be  unnecessary  as  it  is 
the  character  they  give  themselves. 

The  exterior  of  S.  Lorenzo,  like  the  generality  of 
Florentine  churches,   is  unfinished  and  unsightly. 
Near  the  high  altar,  a  slab  of  porphyry,  inlaid  with 
precious    stones,    and   inscribed    with    the  words 
PATER  PATRL^E,  marks  the  resting-place  of  Cos- 
mo, the  founder  of  the  greatness  of  the  Medici,  the 
crafty  Augustus-like  plotter  against  the    freedom 
of  Florence.     His  wealth,  profusion,  and  liberal  en- 
couragement of  the  arts,  induced  his  fellow-citizens, 
dazzled  by  his  magnificence,  to  accord  to  him  this 
high  title,  but  they  did  not  perceive  that  the  luxu- 
riant and  graceful  plant  they  nourished,  would  gra- 
dually suck  all  vitality  from  the  tree  which  it  seemed 
to  defend  and  adorn.     Instead  of  "  Father  of  his 
country"  says  Whiteside,  his  epitaph  "  ought  to  have 
been  '  the  enslaver  of  its  freedom/     In  one  sense, 
however,  he  deserved  the  title  ;   for,  when  he  re- 
turned from  banishment,  he  did  not  put  to  death 
quite  so  many  of  his  children  as  was  expected." 
The  chapel  of  the  Medici,   behind  the  choir,  was 
built  in  1604,  by  Ferdinand,  who  intended  to  place 
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in  it  the  holy  sepulchre,  which  he  designed  to  steal 
from  Jerusalem.  His  agents  had  actually  begun  to 
saw  it  from  the  rock,  before  the  ridiculous  and  mon- 
strous design  was  discovered  and  frustrated.  The 
building  was  then  appropriated  as  tho  cemetery  of 
the  Grand  Dukes.  Its  walls  are  entirely  covered 
with  costly  marbles  elaborately  inlaid,  and  mosaics 
of  most  exquisito  patterns  are  composed  of  jaspar, 
chalcedony,  agate,  lapis  lazuli,  mother  of  pearl, 
turquoises  and  topazes.  Among  the  armorial  bear- 
ings of  other  Tuscan  cities,  inlaid  with  stones  of  the 
natural  colour  of  the  objects  represented,  wo  espe- 
cially noticed  the  iris  of  Florence,  composed  of  coral 
and  cornelian,  exactly  imitative  of  the  leaves,  soma 
in  light  and  some  in  shadow. 

We  then  visited  the  Capelli  dci  depositi,  built 
by  M.  Angelo  on  the  north  of  the  church,  for 
receiving  his  master-pieces  of  sculpture,  tho  monu- 
ments of  Lorenzo  and  Giuliano  de  Medici.  He  who 
has  once  seen  will  for  ever  continue  to  see  the  figure 
of  Lorenzo,  sitting  there  in  profound  meditation,  the 
head  resting  on  the  hand,  much  more  like  mind  than 
marble,  "h'or  deep  ami  iiitC'iisc  iccllng,"  snys  "West- 
macott,  "  it  is  one  of  the  finest  workB  in  existence." 
Here  are  also  the  celebrated  allegorical  figures  of  day 
and  night,  morning  and  evening.  To  these  great 
works  of  art  Eogers  thus  alludes  :- 
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"  Nor  then  fbrget  that  chamber  of  the  dead, 

Where  the  gigantic  shapes  of  Night  and  Day, 

Turned  into  stone,  rest  everlastingly; 

Tet  still  are  breathing,  and  shed  round  at  noon 

A  two-fold  influence — only  to  be  felt — 

A  fight,  a  darkness,  mingling  each  with  each ; 

Both,  and  yet  neither.    There,  from  age  to  age, 

Two  Ghosts  are  sitting  on  their  sepulchres. 

That  is  the  Duke  Lorenzo.    Mark  him  well. 

He  meditates,  his  head  upon  his  hand. 

What  from  beneath  his  helm-like  bonnet  scowls  ? 

Is  it  a  face,  or  but  an  eyeless  scull  ? 

'Tis  lost  in  shade ;  yet  like  the  basilisk, 

It  fascinates  and  is  intolerable." 

These  and  other  churches,  we  could  only  see  once, 
hut  scarcely  a  day  passed  without  our  re-visiting 
the  cathedral,  which  had  always  something  new  to 
interest  us.  Let  one  scene  suffice  as  an  illustration. 
A  priest  at  the  high  altar,  with  his  back  to  the  peo- 
ple, is  saying  or  rather  whispering  mass  in  tones 
perfectly  inaudible.  From  a  side-chapel  filled  with 
ecclesiastics,  instead  of  the  sweet  and  plaintive 
strains  we  hope  for,  there  issues  a  discordant  gabble 
too  hideous  for  description.  We  begin  to  think  that 
any  primitive-methodist  choir  in  Yorkshire  would  be 
•shamed  of  the  ordinary  singing  in  Italian  churches, 
an  opinion  afterwards  most  abundantly  confirmed. 
A  few  worshippers  are  on  their  knees  near  the  altar, 
hat  a  vast  crowd  is  congregated  around  the  pulpit, 
in  the  vast  and  distant  nave.   They  pay  no  attention 


FLORENCE — TUB    CHTTBCIIKS. 


to  the  service,  hut  are  evidently  waiting  for 
preacher.     A  velvet  carpet 

tre  of  the  cathedral,  and  a  cushion  placed  upon  it. 
While  we  arc  conjecturing  the  purpose  of  thia  pre- 
paration, a  carriage  drives  up  to  the  transept  door, 
from  which  a  cardinal  alights.  Attended  hy  a  pro- 
cession, of  priests,  ho  advances  to  this  cushion  on 
which  he  kneels  for  a  few  seconds  towards  the  altar, 
and  is  then  conducted  to  Ids  seat  opposite  the  pulpit. 
How  the  preacher,  a  celebrated  orator  from  Itimini, 
ascends  tlio  rostrum,  bows  to  his  Eminence,  and, 
without  book  or  notc.=,  begins  his  sermon.  He  com- 
mences earnestly  and  without  hesitation,  as  if  he  felt 
he  had  some  important  message  to  deliver.  His  so- 
norous voice  echoes  through  the  immense  cathedral. 
Now  with  deliberate  emphasis  he  rolls  forth  syllable 
by  syllable,  and  now  the  sentences  rush  from  his  lips 
like  a  torrent,  so  that  you.  marvel  how  it  is  possible 
tu  articulate  so  fust.  He  becomes  increasingly  ani- 
mated; his  eyes  sparkle;  he  walks  backwards  and 
forwards  in  the  spacious  pulpit  with  vehement 
g-L-4iculiH-ii.nl;  soniidiines  In;  claps  Ins  hands,  then 
.folds  them  on  his  breast,  then  spreads  thein  out 
over  the  people ;  suddenly  he  throws  himself  down 
on  a  seat  behind  him,  still  continuing  his  harangue, 
and  leans,  as  if  exhausted,  over  the  pulpit-side ; 
soon  he  rekindles,  and  as  if  unconsciously,  rises  from 
hia  seat,  and  is  again  borne  along  in  his  harangue 
by  a  very  tempest  of  emotion.     With  all  hia  im- 
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petaosity,  he  is  never  vulgar  nor  inelegant,  and 
though  to  us  it  might  appear  extravagant,  to  the 
Italian  audience  it  seemed  quite  natural. 

Let  me  here  pause  and  inquire  whether,  if  this 
rtyle  of  preaching  is  too  energetic,  that  which  gene- 
ully  prevails  with  us  is  not  too  tame.  Have  we 
amy  churches  where  two  thousand  persons,  chiefly 
rf  the  trading  and  working  classes,  could  he  induced 
to  stand  for  more  than  an  hour,  on  a  week-day  morn- 
ing, to  listen  to  a  sermon  ?  Why  should  preaching 
be  often  the  dullest  of  all  dull  things  ?  Why  should 
themes  the  most  important,  solemn  and  sublime  be 
bo  frequently  treated  in  a  style  too  uninteresting  te 
be  tolerated  on  the  platform,  at  the  bar,  or  in  the 
mate  ?  If  when  only  worldly  interests  are  at  stake* 
sen  speak  as  if  they  were  in  earnest,  shall  tameness 
be  regarded  essential  to  propriety  when  the  sublime 
realities  of  eternity  are  illustrated,  and  the  most 
momentous  of  all  duties  enforced?  Whatever  the 
faults  of  Romanism,  let  such  preaching  prevail  as  we 
beard  in  the  Duomo  of  Florence,  in  the  old  church 
it  Valence,  and  in  the  Madeleine  at  Paris,  and  mul- 
titudes will  be  attracted  for  whom  tedious  ceremo- 
nies have  lost  their  charm. 

Nothing  is  more  needed  by  English  Protestants, 
than  a  revived  pulpit.  Dry  theological  essays ;  cold 
finertations  either  on  doetrines  or  precepts ;  an  old- 
fehioned  religious  phraseology  which  has  ceased  to  be 
the  language  of  common  life ;  a  stereotyped  style  of 
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sermonizing  pertinaciously  retained  as  if  it  were  in 
epircd,  while  the  modes  in  which  men  express  them 
selves  on  other  themes  is  ever  changing  ;  the  stately 
pompous  mouthing  of  official  dullness, — how  can  thii 
be  expected  to  stir  on  the  Sunday  the  souls  of  men 
who  during  the  other  six  days  are  in  unmistakeabli 
earnest  about  worldly  affairs  ?  Is  it  enough  that  thi 
sermon  be  evangelical,  if  it  be  technical,  formal,  in- 
sipid,  heartless?  Why  should  speaking  on  leligiol 
from  a  pulpit  h<:  regard  i/d  ;is  diiiVniij;  from  any  othei 
kind  of  address,  excepting  as  the  theme  is  so  mncl 
more  important,  and  therefore  demands  the  nvm 
self-oblivion,  the  more  indifference  to  mere  forma 
the  more  thorough-going  earnestness  of  heart  and  o 
manner  ? 

Let  it  not  for  a  moment  be  supposed  that  I  plea 
for  Italian  gesticulation  out  of  Italy,  but  surely  ti 
Gospel  demands  the  highest  manifestation  of  Englis: 
oarnestness  in  England.  This  is  quite  compatibl 
with  the  solemnity  befitting  the  place,  the  occasio 
the  theme.  The  deepest  earnestness  is  not  generall 
the  noisiest.  But  how  often  is  the  gloomy,  drowBj 
monotonous  delivery  of  ponderous  periods,  or  thread 
bare  phrases,  excused  and  defended  by  the  preterit 
of  seriousness  !  Can  there  be  no  decorum  wifhoi 
apathy,  no  gravity  without  gloom,  no  solemnit 
without  death  ?  And  as  regards  language,  must 
n's  orthodoxy,  to  avoid  suspicion,  bo  expressed  i 
terms  employed  two  centuries  ago  ?     Must  the  ev« 
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truth,  in  order  to  be  recognised,  be  dressed  in 
Every  of  our  great-great-grandfathers  ?    Can  we 
travel  in  their  good  old  road  unless  we  also  use 
ruts  ?    But  if  we  are  resolved  to  follow  in  our 
g,  a  course  so  different  to  that  exhibited  in 
other  pursuits,  let  us  cease  to  wonder  that  men 
interested  in  other  things,  care  nothing  for 
sermons.     It  is  much  easier  to  lay  the  blame  on 
depravity,  than  to  correct  our  own  blunders; 
had  to  charge  upon  hatred  to  the  truth,  the  in- 
difference which  is  greatly  due  to  our  dull  mode  of 
nhibiting  it.     Once  more  let  me  say,  I  do  not  advo- 
tote  noise,  and  rant,  and  extravagant  gesticulation 
in  the  pulpit,  but  Englishmen  do  require  earnest 
thoughts,  expressed  in  the  earnest  language  of  daily 
fife,  and  with  the  earnestness  of  manner  always  seen 
men  converse  on  other  subjects  in  which  they 
deeply  interested.     Surely  every  preacher  should 
feel,  and  should  so  speak  as  to  convince  his  hearers 
(hat  he  feels,  that  he  is  making  known  the  great 
message  of  God's  love  to  some  who  never  heard  it, 
ar  have  hitherto  rejected  it,  who  are  on  the  brink  of 
nrin,to  whom  this  may  be  the  last  warning,  the  last 
auouragement,  the  last  opportunity  to  escape  from 
fte  thraldom  of  sin,  and  from  '  the  wrath  to  come !' 
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Few  walks  of  half-an-hour,  can  equal  in  intere 
one  from  our  hotel,  to  the  Pitfi  Palace, 
beside  flic  bronze  gates    of    Ghiberti,    under  I 
shadow  of  the  dome  of  ISrunelleschi,   beneath  t 
sculptured  marble  tower  of  Giotto,  and  near  the  « 
of  Dante,  you  enter  by  a  short  but  handsome  si 
a  piazza  of  most  unique  and  imposing  grat 
Its  old  republican  assoc-iittiuna  cannot  be  c 
by  its  modern  appellation,  the  IHazza  del  gran  1 
go  long  as  in  solemn  siateliness,  the  Palazzo  Vec 
the  seat  of  the  ancient  Signorial  government,   \ 
its  lofty  walla  of  massive  masonry  deeply  n 
lated,  seems  ever  to  be  repeating  the  same  o 
of  other  days  and  by-gone  glories.     In.  fro 
are  two  colossal  statues,  one  of  which,  is  t: 
brated  David  of  If.  Angclo,  who  boldly  undert 
produce  this  great  work  from  a  block   of  i 
■which  hod  received  so  deep  an  indentation,  a 
quite  unserviceable  under  a  less  daring  chise 
the  open  space  is  the  famous  fountain  re] 
Neptune  in  his  car,  drawn  by  spirited  h 
surrounded  by  tritons  and  sea-nymphs. 
us,  as  we  cross  the  square,  is  on  open  port 
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pointed  arches,  in  which  are  exposed  to  public  view, 
itatnes  of  inestimable  value.  It  is  the  Loggia  di 
Lanzi,  built  in  1375.  That  bronze  figure,  so  ex- 
nltingly  triumphant,  a  sword  in  one  hand,  and  a 
head  just  severed  from  its  trunk  in  the  other,  is  the 
Perseus  of  Benvenuto  Cellini,  whom  his  amusing 
autobiography  has  made  so  familiarly  known.  Near 
it  is  "the  Rape  of  the  Sabines,"  a  group  of  marvellous 
energy  by  John  of  Bologna.  An  antique  of  Grecian 
workmanship,  representing  "Ajax  dying  and  sup- 
ported by  a  soldier/'  is  so  true  to  nature  and  so  full 
of  feeling,  that  the  longer  we  looked,  the  greater 
was  the  effort  to  turn  away. 

We  now  entered  the  open,  oblong,  quadrangular 
court  of  the  TJffizi  Palace,  admiring  as  we  passed 
along  the  statues  of  the  great  men  of  Florence,  with 
which  the  niches  on  both  sides  are  occupied.     Here, 
among  others,  are  Giotto,  B.  Cellini,  Alberti,  L.  da 
Vinci,  M.  Angelo,  Dante,  Macchiavelli,  Bocaccio, 
and  Petrarch.     Of  these  admirable  works,  the  last 
mentioned  pleased  us  most.       He  is  represented 
arrayed  as  when  crowned  on  the  Capitol,  the  poetic 
wreath  round  his  brow,  looking  up  with  features  full 
of  inspiration,  and  holding  a  pen  as  if  about  to  ex- 
press in  immortal  verse,  the  thoughts  with  which  he 
tarns.     So  many  works  of  the  highest  order  of  art, 
exposed  in  the  public  streets,  constituted  a  novel 
■ght,  but  their  own  nobleness  seemed  to  ensure  for 
fhem  universal  protection,  and  we  tried  to  imagine 
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wliat  ancient  Home  must  hnvo  been  when  her  public 
thoroughfares  were  lined  with  the  statues  of  her 
moBt  illustrious  citizens.  How  proud  must  Hie 
Florentines  feel  as  they  walk  here  and  think  of  the 
illustrious  men  their  city  has  produced,  "  the  grand 
old  masters,"  and 

"the  Bards  sublimo, 

Whose  distant  footsteps  echo 
Through  the  corridors  of  time ;" — 

and  though  the  contrast  with  their  present  condition 
most  make  them  sad,  it  seems  impossible  these 
statues  can  be  contemplated  without  enkindling  i 
desire  in  the  men  of  the  present  day,  to  show  them- 
selves worthy  of  such  an  ancestry.  May  Longfellow'* 
beautiful  poetry  soon  become  Florentine  fact — 

Lires  of  great  men  all  remind  ua 

We  can  moke  our  lives  sublime, 
And,  departing,  leave  behind  us 

Footprints  on  the  sands  of  time ; 
Footprints,  tbat  perhni>s  another, 

Sailing  o'er  life's  solemn  main, 
A  forlorn  and  shipwrecked  brother, 

Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again. 

We  now  cross  the  Arno  by  the  picturesque  I 
"Vecehio,  both  sides  of  which  are  occupied,  in  tl 
style  of  old  Londun  bridge,  by  the  shops  of  jew' 
and  the  vendors  of  the  beautiful  mosaic-work,  I 
which  Florence  is  famous.     "We  stop  midway,  to  m 
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mire  through  an  arch,  a  charming  view  up  the  river, 
i  stream  washes  the  walla  of  houses  and 
either  bank,  behind  which  are  swelling 
til]?  crowned  with  convents  and  cypresses,  while  the 
j  Apennines  close  the  distance.  In  the  street 
g  which  we  now  pasB,  a  mural  tablet  murks  the 
boose  of  MachiaveUi.  Just  opposite  is  that  of 
Gniceiardini. 
We  now  arrive  at  the  Pitti  Palace,  the  residence  of 
le  Grand  Duke,  an  immense  pile  of  massive  masonry. 
[  was  built  hy  Lucas  Pitti,  Ihe  rival  of  Cosmo  do  Me- 
iei  and  his  co- conspirator  against Florentine  freedom, 
n  that  infamous  occasion  when  the  popular  assembly 
is  overawed  by  the  mercenary  troops  engaged  for 
e  purpose,  by  these  self-seeking  plotters  ;rgainst 
c  Republic.  On  the  death  of  Cosmo,  Pitti  became 
«  obnoxious  to  the  party  of  the  Medici  as  he  had 
rays  been  to  the  friends  of  liberty.  Poverty  and 
disgrace  overwhelmed  him  before  ho  had  completed 
mmense  palace  of  his  pride,  which  actually 
£  the  property  of  his  rivals,  and  remains  a 
;  lesson  of  the  instability  of  human  greatness, 
•  striking  illustration  of  "  the  Mirage  of  Life." 
This  whole  volume  would  be  too  small  for  an  ade- 
!  description  of  the  Halls  of  Venus,  Apollo, 
,  Jupiter,  Saturn,  Flora,  and  other  magnificent 
m,  designated  from  the  allegorical  frescoes  on 
,  and  hung  with  the  works  of  Murillo, 
an,  liembrandt,  S.  Kosa,  L.  da  Vinci,  Domenichino, 
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Carraeci,  Raphael,  M.  Angelo.  and  other  g 
The  complete  inspection  of  this  i 
requires  days :  alas,  wo  had  not  as  many  horn 
therefore  retain  only  a  confused  notion  of  ife 
sures.  Yot  some  of  the  pictures  will  long  ] 
impressed  on  our  memory,  Among  thesf 
'  depositing  of  Christ's  body,'  hy  A.  del  Sari 
markablc  for  the  intense  hut  subdued  grief  ■ 
Virgin  and  Mary  Magdalene ;  and  the  '  Mi 
della  Seggiola '  of  Raphael,  celebrated  as 
Rweetcst  of  iill  Ins  Mail  minus,  if  not  the  grai 
There  is  a  'Holy  Family'  hy  the  same  great  ar  I 
which  the  Virgin  is  seated,  holding  on  her  kn 
infant  Jesus,  over  whom  Elizabeth's  beautifi 
is  eagerly  and  reverently  bending,  while  Am 
venerable  prophetess,  kneels  adoringly  beside 
and  John,  though  yet  a  child,  as  if  conscious 
great  mission  to  prepare  the  way  of  the  Hi 
holds  up  his  hand  with  exulting  triumph  towar 
Holy  Babe.  We  could  have  gazed  on  these 
fiices  for  hours,  so  full  of  feeling  were  they,  I 
expressing  what  we  may  well  suppose  were  the 
tions  of  saints  so  highly  favoured.  The  great  I 
seem  indeed  to  have  exerted  all  their  efforts  to  i 
the  Virgin's  lovely  character,  vying  with  one  oi 
to  combine  humility  with  dignity,  and  i 
canvass  radiant  with  the  expression  of  ovory  cl 

What  a  contrast  is  presented  i 
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™  blimp  picture  by  M.  Angela,  of  the  Three  Fates ! 

One  balds  the  distaff,  another  spins  the  thread  of 

hwrrf  life  which  the  third  is  prepared  to  sever. 

Who  that  has  once  looked  on  it  can  ever  forget  it  ? 

How  those  faces,  so  haggard,  earnest,  stern,  seem  to 

haunt  yon !     And  who  but  must  rejoice  that  Pagan 

£thie  is  supplanted  by  Christian  fact  ?    Our  life  is  in 

the  band  of  no  relentless  Fate,  but  is  watched  over 

by  a  tender  Father,  who  fixes  the  bounds  of  our 

habitation,  who  makes  all  things  work  together  for 

r  good,  and  at  the  best  moment  takes  us  to  Him- 

[f,  not  catting  short  our  life,  but  intertwining  it 

til  the  golden  thread  of  immortality.      Huppy  are 

one  wh"  can  say  '  my  times  are  in  Thy  hand,'  who 

low  that  '  the  keys  of  Hades  and  of  Death  '  are 

hi  by  Jesus,  and  that  what  the  Heathen    dreaded 

the  dark  hour  of  Atropos,  is  but   the  approach  of 

ir  best  Friend  to  fulfil  his  promise,  '  I  will  come 

pin  and  take  you  to  myself,  that  where  I  am,  there 

e  may  be  also.' 

Yonder  is  a  portrait,  which  so  reminds  us  of 
■tores  we  hare  often  seen  depicted,  that  we 
nl  disposed  at  onoe  to  give  it  a  name.  But 
W  hesitate,  for  is  it  likely  that  the  portrait  of 
>  Englishman,  and  uttch  an  Englishman  in  whom 
the  concentrated  essence  of  Protestantism 
ad  liberty,  should  hang  in  a  palace,  where 
rVotestantism  and  Liberty  are  hated  names  ?  Yet  it 
it  indeed  a  Cromwell,  painted  by  Sir  Peter  Lely  for 
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the  Grand  Duke,  in  the  lifetime  of  the  Profoi 
and  is  perhaps,  says  Murray,  "the  truest  likeness  fJ 
now  exists  of  that  great  man."     Another  o 
little  known,  is  in  the  British  Museum,  which  t 
would  do  well  to  examine,  whoso  notions  of  his  p! 
siognomy  are  only  formed  from  the  vulgar  b 
caricatures  which  have  been  suggested  by  the  i 
represent  at ions  of  his  calumniators.      In  both  t 
pictures  they  will  find  that  combination  of  b: 
with    sensibility,    of    boldness    with    gentli 
courtesy,  of  indomitable  bravery  with  kind] 
heart,    which  the  laborious  researches  of  I 
prove  to  have  characterized  him. 

It  is  not  to  be  expected  that  all  will  think  a 
bis  public  acts,  but  surely  every  one  for  the  e 
humanity  and  of  our  country,  would  feel  plea 
being  able  to  believe,  that  this  great  Englii 
was  not  the  selfish  hypocrite  he  wag  represei 
be,  by  those,  who  being  unaccustomed  fa 
and  Princedom  united,  regarded  them  as 
incompatible,  and  therefore  concluded  that  the-  p 
fessiou  of  spiritual  religion  by  a  ruler  must  nee 
false.    It  is  difficult  to  correct  early  n 
yet  it  is  surely  worth  while  to  (ry  to  think  as  fav 
ably  as  truth  will  allow,  of  all  who  play  a  d 
guishedpart  in  the  history  of  tbe  world.  If  wes! 
err  in  doing  so  in  the  present  ease,  we  shall  at  lea 
in  good  company,  for  whatever  the  detraction  h 
suffered  in  the  long  interval  of  two  eentu 
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Titers  of  the  present  day  are  endorsing  the 
pinion  of  him  expressed  by  the  greatest  man 
[y  of  his  own,  but  almost  of  every  age. 
on,  complaining  that  in  a  time  of  faction,  the 
iscreet  are  the  most  exposed  to  the  calumnies 
ti  the  extreme  parties,  and  that  thus  every  in- 
i  was  levelled  against  Cromwell,  both  by  Pres- 
uis  and  Royalists,    launches    forth    into    a 
icent  eulogium,  in  which  he  says  that  "  in  the 
and  maturity  of  his  life,  which  he  passed  in 
lent,  he  was  conspicuous  for  nothing  more 
>r  the  strictness  of  his  religious  habits,  and  the 
nee  of  his  life.     *    *     When  the  sword  was 
,   in  a  short  time  he  almost  surpassed  the 
st  generals  in  the  magnitude  and  the  rapidity 
achievements.     Nor  is  this  surprising ;    for 
is  a  soldier  disciplined  to  perfection  in  the 
edge  of  himself.     He  had  either  extinguished, 
habit  had  learned  to  subdue,  the  whole  host  of 
lopes,  fears,  and  passions  which  infest  the  soul, 
rat  acquired  the  government  of  himself,  and 
dmself  acquired  the  most  signal  victories ;   so 
»n  the  first  day  he  took  the  field  against  the  ex- 
enemy,  he  was  a  veteran  in  arms,  consum- 
y  practised    in   the    toils  and  exigencies    of 
*    *    *    The  good  and  the  brave  were  from 
arters  attracted  to  his  camp,  not  only  as  to  the 
school  of  military  talents,  but  of  piety  and 
j.      *    *    *       A    profound    peace   ensued; 
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when  we  found,  though  indeed  not  then  for  the 
first  time,  that  you  were  as  wise  in  the  cabinet, 
as  valiant  in  the  field."  Then  after  referring 
to  the  incapacity  and  factions  disputes  of  the 
Parliament,  he  resumes. — "In  this  state  of  deso- 
lation, you,  0  Cromwell!  alone  remained  to  con- 
duct the  Government  and  to  save  the  country, 
We  all  willingly  yield  the  palm  of  sovereignty  to 
your  unrivalled  ability  and  virtue,  except  the  few 
among  us  who  do  not  know  that  nothing  in  the 
world  is  more  pleasing  to  God,  more  agreeable  to 
reason,  more  politically  just,  or  more  generally  use- 
ful, than  that  the  supreme  power  should  be  vested  in 
the  best  and  wisest  of  men.  Such,  0  Cromwell,  all 
acknowledge  you  to  be  ;  such  are  the  services  which 
yon  have  rendered,  as  the  leader  of  our  councils, 
the  general  of  our  armies,  and  the  father  of  your 
country.  For  this  is  the  tender  appellation  by 
which  all  the  good  among  us,  salute  you  from  ihe 
very  soul.  Other  names  yon  neither  have  nor  could 
endure ;  and  you  deseiTedly  reject  that  pomp  of 
title  which  attracts  the  gaze  and  admiration  of  the 
multitude.  For  what  is  a  title  but  a  certain  definitt 
mode  of  dignity?  But  actions  such  as  yours  sur- 
pass, not  only  the  bounds  of  our  admiration,  but  our 
titles ;  and,  like  the  points  of  pyramids,  which  art) 
lost  in  the  clouds,  they  soar  above  the  possibilitii* 
of  titular  commendation."* 

■  Second  Defence  of  the  People  of  England. 


is  so  associated  witn  Florence,  to  quote  macau- 
opinion  of  the  witness  himself,  as  a  reply  to 
ho  may  be  so  presumptuous  and  so  ignorant 
(appose  Hilton  capable  of  flattery.  "  He  was 
?  the  few  characters  which  have  stood  the 
;  scrutiny  and  the  severest  tests,  which  have 
ried  in  the  furnace  and  have  not  been  found 
ag,  which  have  been  declared  sterling  by  the 
il  consent  of  mankind,  and  which  are  visibly 
ed  with  the  image  and  superscription  of  the 
High.  Nor  do  we  envy  the  man  who  clan 
either  the  life  or  the  writings  of  the  great 
ind  Patriot,  without  aspiring  to  emulate,  not 
I  the  sublime  works  with  which  his  genius  has 
ted  our  literature,  but  the  zeal  with  which  he 
red  for  the  public  good,  the  fortitude  with 
i  he  endured  every  private  calamity,  the  lofty 
n  with  which  he  looked  down  on  temptations 
langers,  the  deadly  hatred  which  he  bore  to 
t  and  tvrants.  and  the  faith  which  he  so  atfirnlv 
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by  his  diligence  and  sobriety,  was  in  all  probability 
one  of  Oliver's  old  soldiers."  As  regards  bis  conduct 
to  the  King,  Sfacaulny  says  that  Charles  could  not 
be  trusted,  that  Cromwell  bad  to  balance  his  cause 
and  even  his  life,  with  the  attempt  'to  save  a  prince 
whom  no  engagement  could  bind.'  He  tells  us  that 
under  Cromwell's*  rule,  '  justice  was  administered 
with  an  exactness  and  purity  not  before  known,' 
'  that  never  since  the  Reformation,  had  there  been 
so  little  religious  persecution  ' — that '  all  the  reformed 
churches  acknowledged  Cromwell  as  their  guardian,1 
and  that  '  the  Pope  himself  was  forced  to  preaoh 
humanity  and  niodonitioii  to  popish,  princes.  For  a 
voice  which  seldom  threatened  in  vain  had  declared 
that  unless  favour  were  shown  to  the  people  of  God, 
the  English  guns  should  be  heard  in  the  Castle  of 
Saint  Angelo.' 

As  Carlyle  has  exhibited  the  Hero,  the  eminent 
historian  of  the  Reformation,  Merle  d'Aubigne', 
has  illustrated  the  christian.  In  hiB  work  entitled 
"  A  Vindication  of  the  Protector,"  ho  says  "It  is 
seldom  that  a  great  man  is  a  Christian,  but  Crom- 
well was  both :  the  result  has  been  that  men  of  the 
world  have  scouted  him  as  a  hypocrite."  "  It  wa» 
not  a  feather  in  his  cap  that  occupied  his  mind.  He 
was  fighting  the  great  battle  against  the  papacy  and 
royalty  of  the  middle  ageB.  The  principal  thing 
which  drew  down  the  anger  of  his  enemies  was  Pro- 
testantism in  its  boldest  not  less  than  its  clearest 


MACATJXAY   ON   CBOMWELL.  103 

and  the  false  imputation  borne  by  this 
t  man  was  essentially  the  work  of  Popery." 
he  regarded  as  the  great  secret  of  National 
rity  may  be  gathered  from  his  own  address  to 
iiament — "I  am  convinced  that  our  liberty 
>sperity  depend  on  reformation  (of  manners), 
t  a  shame  to  see  men  bold  in  sin  and  profane- 
id  God  will  bless  you.    The  mind  is  the  man. 

be  kept  pure  a  man  signifies  somewhat;  if 
would  very  fain  see  what  difference  there  is 
t  him  and  a  beast.  He  hath  only  activity 
mie  more  mischief.,,  "Those  that  are  called 
\  work,  it  will  not  depend  for  them  upon 
ties,  nor  notions,  nor  speeches.  I  do  not  look 
>rk  should  be  done  by  these.  !No !  but  by 
'  honest  hearts,  engaged  to  God,  strengthened 
ridence,  enlightened  in  His  word  to  know  his 
to  which  he  hath  set  his  seal,  sealed  with  the 
>f  his  Son :  that  is  such  a  spirit  as  will  carry 

work."  In  this  strain,  he  exhorted  them 
e  knit  together  to  promote  the  glory  of  God 
;  the  common  enemy ;  to  suppress  everything 
evil,  and  encourage  whatsoever  is  of  godli- 

has  been  a  very  long  digression,  yet  not  too 

it  help  the  reader  to  contemplate  with  ad- 

>n  the  picture  in  the  Pitti  Palace,  before  which 

*  still  standing.      But  is  there  anything  in 

ell's  history  specially  to  connect  him  with. 
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Florence  ?  Amongst  his  "  letters  of  state,"  there  are 
several  to  the  Grand  Duke,  illustrating  the  care  with 
which  he  '  Protected'  British  subjects  in  foreign  parte, 
la  a  letter,  dated  January  20,  1651,  he  acknowledges 
the  favour  shown  to  merchants  "  as  mOBt  grateful  to 
us,  and  we  make  tliis  request  to  your  Highness,  that 
your  serenity  will  persevere  in  your  accustomed  good- 
ness, and  affection  towards  the  citizens  of  our  re- 
public." In  another  of  Deccnibor  14,  1652,  he  is 
equally  anxious  to  redress  an  insult  offered  by  an 
English  captain  to  a  sentinel  at  Leghorn,  promising 
that  "  such  a  course  shall  be  takon  with  him  as  may 
sufficiently  prove  that  we  no  less  heinously  brook 
tho  violation  of  your  right  than  the  infringement  of 
our  own  authority."  He  evidently  thought,  that 
the  precept  to  do  to  others  as  we  would  that  they 
should  do  to  us,  was  to  be  acted  on  by  a  christian  aa 
much  in  foreign  politics  as  in  social  life.  Would 
that  all  who  ever  managed  our  foreign  affairs,  had 
acted  in  the  same  spirit !  Afterwards  he  has  on  his 
part  to  complain  of  certain  conduot  of  the  Tuscan 
government  towards  the  English  fleet  at  Leghorn. 
After  a  calm  statement  of  the  case,  the  letter  ends 
with  his  characteristic  coolness  and  determination — 
"  These  things,  if  they  were  not  done  byyonr  higli- 
ness's  consent  and  command,  as  we  hope  tiny  were 
not,  we  desire  that  you  would  mako  it  appear  by  the 
punishment  of  the  governor,  who  so  easily  presumed 
to  violate  his  master's  alliances ;  but  if  they  were 
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douij  ivith  your  highuess's  approbation  and  order,  we 
would  have  your  highness  understand,  that  as  we 
always  had  a  singular  value  for  your  friendship,  so 
we  have  learnt  to  distinguish  between  injuries 
and  aets  of  kindness.  Your  good  friend,  so  far 
w  we  may,  Oliver,  Protector  of  the  Commonwealth 
at  England." 

Thus  did  Oliver  make  himself  known  in  the  Pitti 
Palace,  not  by  the  mere  present  of  Ids  portrait,  but 
Courteous  indeed,  yet  so  unmistakably 
decided  that  none  durst  trifle  with  them.  And  how 
iocs  that  picture  seem  to  look  dWn.  f'rowningly  on 
the  present  polity  of  the  Grand  Duke !  Who  can 
he  would  have  protested  as  indignantly 
igahirit  the  imprisonment  of  the  Madini  and  the  pro- 
lubitum  of  the  Rible,  us  he  did  against  tho  porseeu- 
Una  of  the  W/aldenses  by  Tho  Duke  of  Savoy  ? 

Of  all  tlie  pictures  in  this  gallery  none  unpreSBed 
crt'  *o  deeply  us  an  "  Erase  Homo,"  by  Carlo  Dolce. 
I  dn  noi  say  that  this  arose  from  the  superlative  ex- 
■  ll'iiie  of  the  painting;  other  persons  might  not 
foci  an  1  did,  I  myself  in  all  probability,  should  not 
■pin  see  in  it  the  expression  of  so  much  divine  dig- 
■  ii'il  with  auoh  intense  human  agony  as 
tben  overpowered  me.  How  did  those  eyes,  drowned 
a  grief,  teem  to  follow  me  with  compassionate  expos- 
Sbtjon,  saying— "Look  and  see  if  there  is  any  sorrow 
tike  unto  my  sorrow  I "  But  might  not  that  canvas, 
the  uftcner  seen,  become  the  less  impressive  ?    What 
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is  presented  to  the  bodily  eye  has  a  limited  form ; 
whereas  the  unseen  is  capable  of  endless  enlarge- 
ment. How  I  wished,  as  I  gazed  on  that  picture, 
that  the  suffering  Saviour  himself,  were  always  as 
vividly  present  to  me  by  faith  !  How  would  such 
a  vision  disarm  temptation  of  its  power,  deprive 
worldly  vanities  of  their  atttttutiveness,  render  the 
most  distasteful  duties  pleasant,  convert  the  heaviest 
trials  unto  "light  afflictions,"  and  while  assuring  us 
that  ain  is  pardoned,  animate  us  to  such  a  struggle 
against  it  as  must  end  in  victory! 

But  tho  objects  of  Faith,  to  produce  this  effect, 
require  to  be  seen,  spiritually,  even  as  the  objects  of 
sense,  in  order  to  impress  us,  must  be  beheld,  physi- 
cally. It  is  not  enough  to  acknowledge  their  exist- 
ence. They  must  be  vividly  conceived  as  well  as 
firmly  credited.  The  imagination  must  become 
handmsiid  to  the  judgment,  and  place  before  the  eye 
of  the  soul  the  grand  truths  to  which  it  has  as- 
sented. They  who  reject,  with  the  writer,  the  aid 
of  pictures  in  worship  as  unnecessary,  frequently 
injurious,  and  always  liable  to  dangerous  abuse, 
must  guard  on  the  other  hand  against  neglecting  the 
cultivation  of  that  vivid  conception  of  spiritual 
truth  which  sacred  art  professes  to  assist.  Pictures 
may  ho  gazed  at  without  any  sanctifying  effect ;  so 
also  pictures  may  bo  repudiated  with  an  earnestness 
thnt  seems  devout,  and  yet  that  repudiation  may  be 
the  sum  total  of  such  a  person's  religion.     A  sorry 
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Bort  of  pity  is  that  which,  consists  in  negations  !  It 
is  much  easier  to  condemn  the  sensuous  than  to  cul- 
tivate the  spiritual.  "We  do  not  require  pictures, 
but  it  is  essential  that  we  resist  the  indolence  of  re- 
posing on  mere  past  conclusions  of  the  judgment. 
By  constant  effort  we  must  place  eternal  truths  before 
the  mind  £&d  realize  the  unseen.  The  spiritual 
world  must  he  beheld,  if  it  is  to  counteract  the 
undue  influence  of  the  temporal.  The  soul  also 
must  have  an  eye,  which  by  constant  use  must 
bring'  the  unseen  and  distant  near,  if  it  would 
triumph  amidst  objects  ever  appealing  to  the  bodily 
•enses.  "  This  is  the  victory  that  overcometh  the 
world,  even  our  faith;"  but  this  faith  will  only 
conquer  in  proportion  as  it  resembles  that  of  Moses, 
who  "  endured,  as  seeing  the  invisible." 

"We  must  not  leave  these  magnificent  halls,  without 
one  glance  at  the  floors  of  polished  marble,  and  at 
the  massive  Mosaic  tables,  exhibiting  the  choicest 
specimens  of  an  art  for  which  Florence  is  so  famed. 
On  a  dark  ground  the  stones,  all  having  their  own 
natural  hue,  are  inlaid  with  the  greatest  variety  of 
pattern.     Flowers  of  all  kinds  seem  thrown  in  care- 
leas  profusion  over  the  table;  in  form,  color,  shadow, 
and  perspective,  so  true  to  nature,  that  it  is  only  by 
passing  your  hand  over  the  flat  surface,  that  you  can 
be  persuaded  they  are  not  real.     Sometimes  an  ele- 
gant vase,  a  string  of  beads,  or  a  musical  instrument 
i»  expressed  with  equal  correctness,  while  the  com- 
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plicated  and  exquisite  borders  fill  you  with  wonder 
at  the  skill  and  patience  of  the  artist. 

I  have  little  space  for  the  Uffizi  palace,  which  is 
as  celebrated  for  statuary  as  is  the  Pitti  for  pic- 
tures. I  shall  attempt  no  wearisome  enumeration,  of 
its  treasures,  "We  passed  through  an  immensely  long 
gallery  representing  the  history  of  painting,  be- 
ginning with  the  quaintly  gilded  canvas  of  Oimaboe, 
and  gradually  advancing  as  successive  artists  im- 
proved on  their  predecessors,  until  perfection  was 
reached  under  the  hand  of  Raffael.  Among  Ha 
valuable  antique  statues  in  this  gallery,  the  'Bacchus 
and  Fawn'  of  M.  Angelo,  much  interested  us,  from 
the  incident  connected  with  its  history.  Buonorotti's 
envious  con  temporaries  were  ever  asserting  the  great 
inferiority  of  his  works  to  those  of  the  ancients. 
He  therefore,  having  finished  llic  Bacchus,  knocked 
off  the  hand,  and  buried  the  statue  thus  mutilated. 
After  awhile,  lie  caused  it  to  be  dug  up,  and  to  bo 
represented  as  a  groat  discovery.  The  connoisseurs 
all  flocked  to  see  it,  and  lavished  on  it  every  possible 
commendation.  Then  the  great  sculptor  produced 
the  missing  hand,  to  tho  groat  mortification  of  his 
jealous  neighbours,  who  had  with  their  own  lips, 
pronounced  his  work  to  be  perfection.  The  mark 
where  the  hand  was  joined  to  the  arm,  is  easily 
traced. 

The  celebrated  Mercury  of  John  of  Bologna,  is  at 
admirably  expressed,  that  it  seems  to  he  exerting  n 
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oil  the  pedestal ;  it  ia  on  the  point  of  Bow- 
ing; an  infant's  head  might  be  under  that  foot  and 
rtti.-ivE-  no  injury  ;  yon  vender  it  does  not  fly  away 
as  you  are  gazing  on  it.  Beautiful  is  the  Venus 
Urania,  and  deeply  interesting  that  unfinished  bust 
of  Brutns  by  M.  Angclo.  The  hall  of  Niobe  im- 
pressed us  with  its  grandeur,  and  we  long  lingered 
before  the  figure  of  the  mother,  as  she  rushes  to  her 
youngest  child,  who  seeks  protection  from  their  de- 
stroyer. "We  saw  a  mosaic  tabic  which  occupied 
twenty-two  men  during  twenty-five  years,  so  elabo- 
rate is  the  workmanship.  The  cabinet  of  gems  con- 
tains cameos,  amethysts,  turquoises,  and  jnspar,  bear- 
ing the  most  exquisite  designs.  Wo  passed  through 
many  noble  rooms  hung  with  pictures  of  great  value, 
among  which  we  shall  not  soon  forget  AlbertiueUi's 
"  Visitation  of  S.  Elisabeth,"  who  is  represented  in 
the  act  of  greeting  with  a  reverential  embrace  the 
favoured  Virgin,  whose  countenance  is  the  perfect 
embodiment  of  purity,  meekness,  and  self- possession. 
But  the  Tribune  is  the  most  sacred  shrino  of  this 
Temple  of  the  Arts.  On  entering,  you  are  conscious  of 
that  sense  of  awe  which  is  produced  by  all  works  of 
highest  genius.  Here  it  is  intensified,  for  in  this 
small  chamber  are  collected  some  of  the  greatest 
treasures  of  sculpture  the  world  contains.  No  one 
■punks  above  a  whisper,  a  loud  voice  would  he  dese- 
the  rudest  and  most  ignorant  are  hushed, 
not  why.     From  a  cupola  inlaid  with 


mother-of-pearl,  the  light  comes  down  on  the  five 
marvellous  productions  of  the  Grecian  chisel  which 
occupy  the  centre  of  the  room.  They  appear  from 
the  midst  of  life,  to  have  been  suddenly  transformed 
to  stone,  and  having  heen  the  admiration  of  the 
world,  two  thousand  years  ago,  remain  in  all  the 
freshness  of  youth,  every  muscle  eloquent  with 
nature,  for  sucoi'ssivi.'  geus-rations  to  gaze  upon.  Op- 
posite us  as  we  enter,  is  the  Venus  de  Medici,  "  fill- 
ing the  air  with  beauty."  The  slight  disappoint- 
ment arising  from  our  very  high  anticipations  Boon 
passed  away,  for  its  loveliness  grew  on  us  each  mo- 
ment. Every  body  is  familiar  with  its  general  form, 
but  no  cast  can  give  an  adequate  idea  of  the  refined 
nobility  of  the  countenance,  the  graceful  dignity  of 
the  attitude,  the  unapproachable  aristocracy  of  the 
whole  figure.  The  '  Wrestlers'  on  her  right,  now 
attract  our  notice  by  the  marvellous  energy  of  their 
muscular  limbs,  interlocked  in  fiercest  struggle. 
Then  we  turn  to  the  '  Dancing  Fawn,1  joyously 
capering,  and  then  to  the  exquisite  Apollino,  lean- 
ing with  graceful  case  on  the  trunk  of  a  tree,  with 
his  right  arm  thrown  over  his  shoulder,  in  a 
manner  perfectly  marvellous.  And  now  we  admire 
the  '  Woetter,'  inferior  to  none  of  these  great  works. 
You  forget  it  is  only  marble.  You  sue  :i  man 
suspending  for  a  moment  the  sharpening  of  his 
knife,  while  with  eager  attention  depicted  in  every 
feature,  he  looks  up  to  discover  the  cause  of  the 
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sound  which  has  disturbed  him.  'We  could  have 
looked  on  it  till  we  felt  it  breathed.  I  almost 
got  frightened,  it  seemed  so  alive.'  Not  till  we  have 
long  feasted  on  these  admirable  works,  do  we  dis- 
cover on  the  walls,  a  Holy  Family  by  M.  Angelo, 
the  Eornarina,  John  the  Baptist,  Julius  II.  &c.,  by 
Raffael,  Titian's  Venus,  and  many  other  choice  pic- 
tures of  the  great  masters.  We  are  standing  in  the 
very  focus  of  a  lens,  through  which  the  brightest 
luminaries  of  art,  are  concentrating  their  rays. 

Again  and  again  we  wandered  through  the  gal- 
leries of  the  TJffizi,  again  and  again  we  stood  en- 
tranced in  the  Tribune,  only  to  be  the  more  ravished 
with  beauty  and  majesty.    But  there  is  a  higher  les- 
son which  such  productions  teach.     As  the  best 
models,  the  purest  ideals,  were  constantly  contem- 
plated by  the  sculptor  or  the  painter,  who  laboriously 
toiled  on  through  his  whole  life,  aspiring  to  perfec- 
tion;  so  should  our  thoughts  habitually  dwell  on 
Christ,  as  our  great  example.      Ear  short  of  the 
model  will  be  our  best  achievements,  but  as  in  that 
TJffizi  gallery  which  illustrates  the  progress  of  paint- 
ing, so  in  the  christian  life  there  are  many  degrees 
of  attainment.     Our  first  attempts  may  be  rudely 
uncooth,  by-standers  may  see  little  resemblance  to 
the  pattern,  we  may  see  less  ourselves,  but  the  great 
Master  will  graciously  recognise  some  likeness  to 
Himself,  in  the  work  of  every  earnest  and  sincere 
disciple.    By  His  aid  we  shall  *  grow  in  grace'  until 
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at  last,  in  a  brighter  world,  where  : 
ceal  or  distort  our  view  of  tlie  i 
distract  from  it  our  attention,  no 
efforts,  our  work  or  rather  His  ii 


10  mists  will  oon- 
lodel,  no  trifles 
sin  paralyze  our 
as,  will  be  per- 


He  is." 


,  and  "  We  shall  bo  lite  Him,  seeing  Tlim  & 


CHAPTER     VI. 

ESVLB0S8  OF  FLOBEMCM — FIESOLE. 

Ont  mornings  were  spent  in  the  inspection  of 
churches  and  galleries  of  aft ;  our  afternoons  in 
visiting  the  environs.  In  the  Boholi  gardens,  at- 
tached to  the  Pitti  Palace,  wo  paced  the  broad 
terraces  adorned  with  statues,  enjoying  superb 
views  of  the  city  from  the  higher  grounds.  "We  also 
visited  the  Cascinc  gardens,  the  Hyde-park  of 
Florence.  Crowds  of  slylish  equipages  were  drawn 
up  in  a  large  area,  while  their  gaily  dressed  owners 
were  promenading  in  the  numerous  avenues.  We 
went  again  the  next  day,  expecting  to  hear  a  military 
band,  but  the  fete  had  been  put  off  in  consequence  of 
the  unpromising  appearance  of  the  weather,  and  w* 
were  the  only  visitors.  Yet  the  solitude,  the  silence, 
even  the  dullness  of  the  day  as  wc  strolled  siliiny  tht- 
banks  of  the  Arno,  gave  us  more  pleasure  than  sun- 
shine, music,  and  gay  crowds;  for  we  had  boon  so 
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very  busy  in  sight-seeing,  that  our  eyes  and  minds 
luxuriated  in  the  repose  of  having  nothing  more 
wonderful  to  look  at  than  green  grass,  budding  trees, 
a  few  stray  violets,  some  barge-men  toiling  to  force 
their  heavy  vessels  against  the  strong  tide,  and  the 
curtain  of  a  cloudy  sombre  sky  drawn  closely  all 
around.  These  river-banks  have  a  peculiar  charm 
as  being  associated  with  the  memory  of  Milton, 
who  refers  to  them  in  a  pleasing  and  graphic 
picture,  in  one  of  his  Latin  poems.  Here  he  loved 
to  wander,  gathering  violets,  and  listening  to  the 
murmurs  of  the  stream,  as  he  lay  stretched  on  the 
mossy  turf. 

0  ego  quantus  eram,  gelidi  cum  stratus  ad  Ami 
Murmura,  populeumque  nemus,  qua  mollior  herba, 
Carpere  nunc  violas,  nunc  summas  carpere  myrtos.* 

"We  did  so  too,  every  flower  we  plucked  talk- 
ing to  us  of  old  England,  and  home,  and  favourite 
haunts  in  grassy  lanes  where  we  had  often  breathed 
the  same  scent  of  violets,  which  now  exerted  a 
charm  on  us  like  that  of  an  old  familiar  song  of 
childhood,  or  as  the  gentle  voice  of  a  faithful  Mend. 
Lured  by  the  soothing  ripple  of  the  current,  and  by 
the  enticing  quest  of  flowers,  we  had  wandered  a  long 
distance,  when,  suddenly  warned  by  appearances, 
we  hurried  to  our  carriage  which  we  just  reached 
in  time  to  escape  such  a  deluge  of  rain  as  would 

*  Epit  Dam. 

I 
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have  instantaneously  drenched  us  had  we  been  ex- 
posed to  it. 

"What  a  halo  rests  on  the  memory  of  our  visit  to 
EieBole !  The  very  name  had  always  a  mysterious 
charm  for  me,  owing  to  its  occurrence  in  the  "  Para- 
dise Lost,"  for  what  would  not  appear  a  gem  in  such 
a  setting  ?  Half  an  hour's  ride  along  the  level  plain 
covered  with  suburban  houses,  brings  ns  to  the 
ascent  of  the  hill,  whose  aides  arc  studded  with  vil- 
las  shining  out  from  the  dark  foliage  of  the  cypress. 
Glorious  is  the  prospect  which  hursts  on  us  as  we 
turn  the  zigzags  of  the  road,  unfolding  its  beauties 
as  we  ascend.  But  its  full  enjoyment  we  must  post- 
pone till  we  reach  the  summit,  and  have  explored 
the  antiquities  of  one  of  the  most  ancient  cities  of 


Before  Rome  was  founded,  Fiesole  was  here  en- 
throned in  strength  and  beauty.  "With  deep  interest 
we  gazed  at  tho  massive  blocks  of  its  Cyclopean 
walls,  overgrown  with  ferns  and  shrubs,  yet  still 
exhibiting  that,  colossal  strength  by  which  Etruriaso 
long  withstood  the  ambition,  and  so  often  jeoparded 
the  very  existence  of  her  aspiring  rival.  In  a  farm- 
yard we  saw  tin:  remains  of  ; 111-  amphitheatre,  erected 
after  Fiesole  became  a  Roman  colony.  Amid  grass 
and  weeds,  the  scats  once  occupied  by  thousands  of 
spectators  of  bloody  sports  and  brutal  battles  are 
distinctly  traceable,  and  we  entered  some  of  the 
dens  whence  the  wild  beasts  rushed  forth   to  the 
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arena.  We  were  deeply  interested  and  could  have 
lingered  here  for  hours,  hut  the  indescribably  rich 
tints  with  which  all  surrounding  objects  began  to  be 
invested,  warned  us  to  hasten  to  another  point  of 
view,  if  we  would  enjoy  the  glorious  spectacle  which 
Nature  was  preparing. 

A  commanding  eminence,  anciently  crowned  by 
the  citadel,  is  now  occupied  by  a  Franciscan  monas- 
tery and  church.     In  front  of  the  door,  and  at  the 
top  of  the  steep  flight  of  steps  by  which  this  emi- 
nence is  reached,  a  tall  wooden  cross  is  planted,  add- 
ing greatly  to  the  interest  and  picturesqueness  of  the 
scene.    Let  us  sit  down  at  the  foot  of  it,  and  leisurely 
feast  on  the  unrivalled  prospect.     Tall  cypresses 
shoot  up  from  the  sloping  side  of  the  hill  below  us, 
and  with  their  conical  masses  of  dark  foliage,  give 
effect  and  distance  to  the  view  which  they  partially 
intercept.     Beyond,   spread  out  upon  its  verdant 
plain  through  which  the  Arno  wanders  to  the  sea, 
lies  the  fair  Florence,  silent  as  if  in  slumber,  but 
smiling  in  her  sleep.     The  atmosphere  is  clear  as 
when  we  gazed  from  S.  Miniato.    Palaces,  churches, 
turrets,  spires,  cupolas — the  buildings  with  which 
we  have  now  become  familiar — all  are  there,  the 
wonderful  dome  of  Brunelleschi  presiding  in  stately 
beauty  over  the  rest.     Sunny  hills  encompass  the 
city,  swelling  up  one  above  another  as  if  to  gaze 
upon  her  beauty.    Mountains,  helmetted  with  snow, 
keep  watch  in  the  far  distance.     The  whole  scene 
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palpitates  in  the  rosy  light  which  bathes  it  with 
beauty.  "We  sat  speechless  with  delight,  and  could 
sympathize  with  the  following  rhapsody  of  Words- 
worth : — 

"  Sound  needed  none. 
Nor  any  voice  of  joy;  his  spirit  drank 
The  spectacle  :  sensation,  soul,  and  form, 
All  melted  into  him :  they  swallowed  up 
His  animal  being.     *     *    They  were  his  life. 
In  such  access  of  mind,  in  such  high  hour 
Of  visitation  from  the  living  God 
Thought  was  not ;  in  enjoyment  it  expired. 
No  thanks  he  breath' d,  he  proffered  no  request ; 
Kapt  into  still  communion  that  transcends 
The  imperfect  offices  of  prayer  and  praise, 
His  mind  was  a  thanksgiving  to  the  power 
That  made  him :  it  was  blessedness  and  love ! " 

Memories  of  the  past  increase  the  interest  of  the 
scene.  Here,  where  Etruscan  warriors  once  kept 
guard,  Franciscan  monks  now  chant  their  vesper 
hymn.  Yonder  villa  was  built  by  Cosmo  on  a  spot 
where  Catiline  deposited  his  stolen  treasures,  and 
near  to  it  is  the  fatal  field,  where,  after  his  plots 
were  unmasked  by  Cicero,  he  was  overtaken,  de- 
feated, and  slain.  This  was  the  favourite  resort  of 
Lorenzo,  the  'Magnificent*  destroyer  of  Florentine 
freedom,  and  here,  when  a  Httle  boy,  sported  Pope 
Leo  X,  his  son,  who  at  seven  years  of  age  was  or- 
dained a  priest,  at  eight  obtained  a  rich  abbey,  was 
to  have  been  an  archbishop  at  nine,  and  was  actually 
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consecrated  a  cardinal  at  sixteen ! ! !  Here  dwelt 
successive  generations  of  the  Medici,  who  from  their 
terraced  walks  which  Art  and  Nature  vied  with  each 
other  in  adorning,  could  look  down  on  the  city  which 
they  enslaved  while  they  beautified,  depriving  it  of 
the  life  while  cunningly  preserving  the  forms  of 
liberty,  then  gilding  the  coffin,  and  strewing  flowers 
on  the  corpse.  But  greater  names  than  these  hallow 
the  spot.  Yonder  dwelt  Galileo,  who  rendered  the 
telescope  more  than  the  useless  toy  it  had  hitherto 
been,  and  first  of  human  kind,  beheld  the  satellites 
of  Jupiter,  the  rings  of  Saturn,  and  the  countless 
stare  of  the  '  Milky  Way.'  These  labours  arc  beauti- 
fully referred  to  by  Milton,  when  he  says  that 
Satan's  shield  was — 

"  Like  the  moon,  whose  orb 
Through  optic  glass,  the  Tuscan  artist  views, 
At  evening,  from  the  top  of  Fiesole, 
Or  in  Val  d* Arno,  to  descry  new  lands, 
Rivers  or  mountains  in  her  spotty  globe." 

The  council  of  the  'infallible'  church,  sitting  in 
judgment  on  the  astronomer,  declared  that  "the 
propositions  that  the  sun  is  the  centre  of  the  universe, 
and  immoveable,  and  that  the  earth  is  not  the  centre, 
but  moves,  is  absurd,  philosophically  false,  and 
formally  heretical."  But  as  when  compelled  to 
'abjure,  curse,  and  detest  the  said  heresies,'  on  rising 
from  his  knees  he  whispered  to  a  friend  E  pur  «* 
•now ;  even  so  shall  every  assault  bo  equally  im- 


potent  on  the  great  cause  of  evangelical  truth  and 
liberty,  which,  when  superstition  and  infidelity 
have  done  their  worst,  "moves  for  all  that." 

Here  it  was,  that  old,  blind,  and  neglected  he  was 
visited  by  Milton. 


"  Little  then 
Did  Galdco  think  whom  he  received; 
That  in  hi.-.  Iiiiriil  In'  In  li!  tin-  hand  of  one 
Who  could  requite  him— who  would  spread  his  nan 
O'er  lands  and  seas — great  us  himself,  nay  greater  ; 
Hilton  us  little  that  in  him  ho  saw, 
As  in  a  glass  what  he  himself  should  be, 
Destined  bo  soon  to  fall  on  evil  dayH 
And  evil  tongues— so  soon,  alas,  to  live 
In  darkness,  and  with  dangers  cijinj'iisscd  round, 
And  solitude."* 


This  visit  of  the  poet  occurred  during  his  sojourn 
at  Florence,  to  which  he  thus  alludes  in  his  .second 
defence  of  the  people  of  England.—"  In  Florence 
which  I  have  always,  and  more  particularly  esteemed 
for  the  elegance  of  its  dialect,  its  gemusaml  its  taste, 
I  stopped  about  two  months,  when  I  contracted  an 
intimacy  with  many  persons  of  rank  and  learning, 
and  was  a  constant  attendant  at  their  literary  parties, 
a  practice  which  prevails  there,  and  tends  so  much 
to  the  diffusion  of  knowledge  and  the  preservation  at 
friendship."     Though  so  young,  he  received  <1 

•  Itopn-j*  Italy. 
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guished  marks  of  respect  from  the  nobility  and 
Eterati,  one  of  whom  addressed  to  him  a  Latin  pane- 
gyric, and  another  an  Italian  ode  predicting  his 
greatness.  Such  was  his  critical  skill  in  their  lan- 
guage, that  he  was  frequently  consulted  on  its  nice- 
ties by  an  academy  instituted  for  its  preservation 
and  improvement.  On  his  way  back  he  says  he  was 
received  with  as  much  affection  as  if  he  had  returned 
to  his  native  country,  but  he  tore  himself  from  the 
fascination,  for,  says  he,  "I  thought  it  base  to  be 
travelling  for  amusement  abroad,  while  my  fellow 
citizens  were  fighting  for  liberty  at  home." 

In  that  masterly  defence  of  the  freedom  of  the 
press,  the  Areopagitica,  one  of  the  most  eloquent 
arguments  ever  penned,  he  says  that  when  in  Italy 
he  found  and  visited  the  famous  Galileo,  to  whose 
imprisonment  he  refers,  for  thinking  in  astronomy 
otherwise    than    the    Franciscan    and    Dominican 
licensers  thought.     Protesting  against  the  limiting 
of  free  discussion,  he  says — "  if  it  come  to  prohibit- 
ing, there  is  not  aught  more  likely  to  be  prohibited 
than  truth  itself;  whose  first  appearance  to  our  eyes 
bleared  and  dimmed  with  prejudice  and  custom,  is 
more  unsightly  and  implausible  than  many  errors." 
It  is  in  this  treatise  that  he  thus  grandly  replies  to 
those  who  urge  the  danger  of  multiplying  sects  and 
opinions — "  It  is  a  lively  and  cheerful  presage  of  our 
happy  victory.     Methinks  I  see  in  my  mind  a  noble 
and  puissant  nation  rousing  herself  like  a  strong  man 


after  sleep,  and  shaking  her  invincible  locks ;  me' 
thinks  I  see  her  as  an  eagle  mewing  her  inightj 
youth,  and  kindling  her  undazzled  eyes  at  the  full 
midday  beam ;  purging  and  unsealing  her  long 
abused  sight  at  tho  fountain  itself  of  heavenly  radi- 
ance ;  while  the  whole  noise  of  timorous  and  flock- 
ing birds,  with  those  also  that  lore  the  twilight, 
flutter  about,  amazed  at  what  she  means,  and  in  their 
envious  gabble  would  prognosticate  a  year  of  sects 
and  schisms." 

But  both  Galileo  and  his  illustrious  guest  were 
wise  before  their  age.  The  discoveries  of  the  former, 
and  these  noble  sentiments  of  the  latter,  could  not 
bo  forgiven  by  the  ignorance  and  intolerance  of  the 
age  in  wliich  they  lived.  Martyrs  to  science  and  to 
liberty,  both  "  fell  on  evil  days  and  evil  tongues," 
and  closed  their  lives  in  obscurity  and  neglect.  Of 
each  of  them  it  may  be  said,  in  the  wordB  of  a 
modorn  poet. 


"  The  world  was  cold 
Ami  lie  went  down  like  a  lono  ship  at  a 
And  now  tli«  iiniii:  tint  Minnrd  liim  nliile  he  lived, 

WitiiH  i.n  liini  like-  a  menial." 


While  wo  thus  sit  and  muse,  the  sun  is  gradually 
stealing  down  to  the  western  horizon  on  our  right, 
and  pours  a  flood  of  gorgeous  radiance,  over  change- 
ful in  its  hues,  along  the  valley,  and  over  the  city. 
The  buildings  which  had  hitherto  appeared  in  shadow. 
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become   bathed  in  sunshine.     Scattered  round  the 
»«ty,  especially  far  away  to  the  east,  innumerable 
i  fillas,  -which  had  been  invisible  in  the  prevailing  grey 
\ot  distance,  suddenly  start  out  as  if  into  new  exist- 
ence, their  windows  and  snow-white  walls  blazing 
in  the  radiance.    It  is  a  creation !    And  the  whole 
nfley  is  transfigured  in  unimaginable  splendour. 

Just  so,  I  thought,  is  it  with  the  truths  of  the 
Bible, — whose  beauties  are  not  seen  without  special 
ition.     The  doctrines,  the  precepts,  the  pro- 
mises, all  are  there,  but  no  glory  gilds  them  to  the 
utoral  mind.    They  have  "no  form  nor  comliness.,, 
\.  But  what  a  change  takes  place  when  they  are  beheld 
vnder  the  influence  of  the  "  Sun  of  Righteousness." 
And  to  the  christian  himself,  in  what  new  lights  and 
new  splendours  do  many  truths  often  appear,  which 
kad  hitherto  been  regarded  without  emotion.    A 
•eene  so  splendid  as  the  one  we  had  beheld,  can  sel- 
dom be  gazed  on,  but  we  might  frequently  rejoice 
with  joy  unspeakable  in  beholding  spiritual  objects, 
did  we  more  earnestly  offer  the  prayer — "  0  Thou 
that  dwellest  between  the  cherubim,    shine  forth ! 
fiend  out  thy  light  and  thy  truth ! " 


Tne  public  square,  formerly  called  the  Pizaza  d( 
Siguori,  as  being  the  seat  of  the  ancient  Signoria 
Government,  had  daily  charms  for  us  which  wer 
irresistible.  The  Loggia  with  its  sculptures,  vm 
always  an  object  of  interest,  and  the  Palazzo  Veeehic 
with  its  historical  n^oi-iations,  cast  over  us,  when 
ever  we  passed,  a  spell  which  is  indescribable.  Her 
the  ancient  magistrates  of  the  people  lived  togethe* 
taking  their  meals  at  a  common  table,  with  re 
publican  simplicity,  during  their  two  months  o 
office.  From  its  windows,  an  Archbishop  once  hung 
in  all  his  sacerdotal  robes,  for  taking  part  witl 
the  Pazzi,  in  their  conspiracy  to  assassinate  th< 
Medici.  But  the  principal  interest  of  the  spot  aros 
from,  its  being  hallowed  by  the  name  of  one  of  tin 
greatest  Reformers  who  ever  lived,  and  one  o 
the  most  magnanimous  of  Martyrs  too,  Gzbola.hi 
Satoxaeola, 

Let  ns  enter  the  stem,  massive,  fortress-lik. 
Talace.  This  grand  saloon  which  we  reach  by  a  Ict 
easy  steps,  so  imposing  by  its  dimensions,  and  by  th< 
elaborate  carving  of  its  lofty  and  ponderous  roof,  w« 
erected  by  the  influence  of  Savonarola,  for  j 
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js,  when  he  so  zealously  attempted,  but  with 
mt  success,  to  revive  the  ancient  Bepublic. 
to  the  higher  stories,  and  climb  the  steep 

of  the  lofty  tower,  which  resting  on  the 
g  battlements,  "  almost  warrants  the  local 
that  it  is  built  in  the  air."  There  are  several 
ambers  in  the  narrow  space  enclosed  by  its 
Us.  Into  one  of  these  I  looked.  It  was 
;eon  of  Savonarola !  From  the  summit,  250 
1,  I  looked  down  into  the  Piazza.  It  was 
3  of  the  martyrdom  of  Savonarola !  As  his 
may  not  be  familiar  to  some  of  my  readers, 
I  shall  be  excused  for  giving  them  the 
5  brief  narrative,  which  I  have  condensed 
dstory  of  that  remarkable  man,  "  collected 
ginal  sources.,,*  If  it  is  a  digression  from 
te,  it  is  not  so  from  my  purpose, 
larola  was  born  in  1452,  at  Eerrara. 
urly  youth  he  experienced  the  sanctifying 
s  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  The  prevailing  licen- 
§  of  the  age  deeply  grieved  him.  He  fled 
Loister  to  avoid  contamination,  and  became 
ican  Monk  at  the  age  of  twenty-two.  He 
covered,  to  his  dismay,  that  the  Convent 
purer  than  the  world,  and  that  the  wicked- 
bewailed  derived  its  chief  support  from  the 

He  devoted  himself  to  the  study  of  the 
es,  and  became  remarkable  for  the  strictness 

Ale  and  Times  of  G.  Savonarola."    Whittaker  &  Co. 


of  his  life.  He  was  appointed  to  preach  ] 
sermons  in  the  church  of  S.  Lorenzo,  in  the  t 
year  of  Luther's  hirth.  His  genius,  learning, 
enthusiasm  were  unquestioned,  hut  his  failure  a 
orator  was  complete.  Deeply  mortified,  he  1 
earnestly  to  acquire  a  power  so  essential  if  he  -9 
hecomc  useful  to  his  generation.  1 
the  Apocalypse  and  denounced  Divine  Jndj 
Italy  and  the  Popedom.  "  The  Popes  have  atfc 
through  the  most  shameful  simony  and  subtlety 
highest  priestly  dignities,  and  even  then,  when  w 
in  the  holy  chair,  surrender  themselves  to  a  e 
fully  voluptuous  life  and  an  insatiable  avarice. 
Cardinals  and  Bishops  follow  their  examp' 
believe  in  no  God.  The  chastity  of  the 
slain.  The  princes  openly  exercise 
Savouarola  was  becoming  a  dangerous  man 
of  confining  himself  to  the  condemnation  of  the  » 
of  former  days,  he  so  little  understood  his  voc 
aa  to  meddle  with  the  men  of  Ids  own  genora 
and  to  denounce  wickedness  theu  in  process  of  o 
mission !  Is  it  not  at  once  evident  that  if  he  p 
sues  this  course,  the  chief  Priests  iind  Pharisees  H 
take  counsel  together  to  put  him  to  death,  even  a 
they  did  his  Divine  Master  ? 

He  was  now  Prior  of  S.  Marco.     His  persevering 
efforts    to  improve  his  oratorical   powers    had  not 
been  in.  vain,  and  crowds  thronged  to  his  t 
Ecasonlng  from  the  past  to  the  present,  i 


had  not 
s  sermon*, 
connexion 


SAVOHABOLA  AND  LORENZO.         125 

th  the  threatenings  of  God  against  sinners,  he 
gan  to  think  himself  in  some  sort  inspired  to  pro- 
urn  approaching  judgments.  Real  religion  had  ex- 
red  beneath  a  smothering  heap  of  ceremonies. 
centiousness,  openly  sanctioned  by  the  highest 
gnitaries  of  the  church,  prevailed  throughout  all 
uses  of  society.  Savonarola  set  himself,  by  the 
ilp  of  God,  to  withstand  the  torrent.  "Except  ye 
pent  ye  shall  perish" — was  the  burden  of  his  vehe- 
ant  and  incessant  expostulations.  He  pointed  men 
nn  dead  forms  to  a  living  Saviour.  He  directed 
em  to  obtain  the  peace  of  God,  not  by  money,  but 
r  faith.  He  preached  Jesus  as  the  only  Justiner. 
&  equally  insisted  that  '  all  who  named  the  name 
'  Christ  should  depart  from  iniquity.'  With  sin, 
hether  in  princes  or  in  people,  he  made  no  com- 
romise. 

Savonarola  regarded  himself  as  the  servant  not  of 
tan  but  of  God,  and  therefore  omitted  the  homage 
anally  paid  to  Lorenzo  de  Medici.  '  Who  has  raised 
le  to  this  dignity,'  said  he' — '  Lorenzo  or  God  ?  ' 
liey  to  whom  his  conduct  had  given  offence  offered 
u>  reply.  'Let  us  then,'  resumed  the  Prior,  'render 
hanks  to  God  to  whom  they  are  due,  and  not  to 
i mortal  man.'  Lorenzo  felt  the  power  of  Savonarola, 
md  sought  to  win  to  himself  one  who  might  become 
K)  useful  or  so  dangerous.  He  therefore  sometimes 
iralked  in  tho  cloister-garden  after  service,  that  the 
Prior  might  have  an  opportunity  of  familiar  inter- 
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<Ue  it  s 


U»a  munka  inform  Savonarola  of  his  6 
'Has  lie  desired  my  presence?' 
Lot  him  tarry  and  continue 
tions!'  Gifts  are  now  resorted  to.  But  Savo 
denfiuni.'t's  wickedness  with  undiminished  I 
Baying  '  A  good  dog-  barks  always,  in  order  to  di 
his  master's  house,  and  if  a  robber  offer  him  a 
or  the  like,  ]hj  pushes  it  aside,  and  ccasi 
foro  to  bark  ! '  Lorenzo  on  his  death-bed,  Aid  h 
to  the  faithful  monk,  as  a  true  servant  of  God. 
could  not  die  in  peace  without  bis  bonedictii 
Savonarola  standing  beside  the  dying  mi 
compliance  with  three  conditions  before  he  would 
grant  absolution.  lie  must  havo  sincere  iaith  in. 
Christ.  This  he  professed.  He  must  make  restitw 
tion  of  whatever  bo  had  unjustly  obtained.  This  hi 
promised.  Ho  must  liberate  Florence  from  tht 
despotism  of  his  family,  and  re-establish  the  ancient 
republic.  Lorenzo  was  silent  Could  he  undo  tht 
labour  of  his  life  ?  The  uncompromising  monk  ii*- 
mediately   left   him,     unabsolved ! 

Savonarola  continued  his  warnings  against  that 
luxury  of  manners,  by  which  Florentine  liberty 
was  being  so  successfully  destroyed  by  the  Media. 
He  was  an  earnest  Christian.  He  was  also  fl| 
ardent  lover  of  liberty.  Ho  felt  that  his  religion 
and  his  politics  alike  demanded  purity  of  life. 
Florence  could  never  be  free  till  it  was  holy.  As  n 
means  to  this  he  urged  the  reading  of   the   BiiiL-. 


HIS  EASXBST  PEEACHING.  127 

3f  Florence !  give  yourselves  to  the  study 
3red  Scriptures :  they  have  been  locked  up 
ght  has  been  almost  extinguished  among 
Whenever  it  is  clearly  seen  that  the  com- 
1  superiors  are  contrary  to  the  command- 
God,  especially  to  the  law  of  charity,  no 
Id  obey  in  this  case.,  Dangerous  ground 
a !  good  Christianity,  sound  Protestantism, 
*opery !  Most  earnest,  pathetic,  impressive 
fcyle  of  address.  Thus  he  closes  one  of  his 
—'I  think  not  what  more  to  say.  There  is 
jffc  for  me  but  to  weep.  I  would  dissolve 
upon  this  pulpit.  I  ask  not  0  Lord,  that 
oldest  hear  us  for  our  merits,  but  for  thy 
r  the  love  of  thy  Son.  Have  compassion 
leep.  Dost  thou  not  love  them  0  my  God  ? 
u  not  crucified,  didst  thou  not  die  for  them? 
ot  prevail — if  this  work  is  too  much  for 
L  my  soul — take  me  away,  0  Lord !  release 
life.  What  have  thy  sheep  done !  I  am 
j  one ;  yet  0  Lord,  have  not  respect  to  my 
e  respect  this  once  to  thy  loving-kindness, 
is  feel  all  thy  compassion!'  He  often  de- 
rrom  the  pulpit  bathed  in  tears,  amidst 
and  groans  of  the  people.  No  wonder  that 
ne  from  far  to  hear  him,  and  that  the  shops 
;ed  till  the  conclusion  of  morning  service, 
s  who  kept  them  might  have  liberty  to  be 
In  the  cold  mornings  of  winter,  people 
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would  resort  to  the  church  some  hours  before  day 
light,  spending  the  interval  before  his  appearance,  h 
prayer. 

In  his  sermons  he  often  laments  that  "  the  pun 
simple  worship  of  God  is  lost,  and  a  crowd  of  ex- 
ternal usages  is  made  to  supply  the  void  of  the  in* 
tcrnal  life.  Therefore  such  worship  consists  in  the 
present  day  almost  exclusively  of  outward  ordi- 
nances for  delighting  the  sense,  without  men  trou- 
bling themselves  about  the  inward  worship  of  God, 
the  purity  of  the  heart.  But  if  we  ask  whence  xi 
comes,  that  the  Church  has  so  much  lost  her  original 
purity,  the  answer  is,  because  the  Holy  Scripture, 
which  demands  and  nourishes  the  christian  life, 
which  men  ought  to  have  read,  and  given  as  the 
true  nourishment  of  the  soul  to  the  faithful,  has 
fallen  into  oblivion."  With  increasing  boldness  be 
rebukes  the  sins  of  churchmen.  "The  wicked  priest* 
are  the  cause  of  this  corruption.  Some  practise 
simony,  others  gambol  in  the  evening,  keep  concu- 
bines in  the  night,  and  come  with  sin  in  the  morning 
to  mass.  0  ye  priests,  leave  your  wanton  pleasure, 
your  obscene  life,  while  it  is  yet  time  to  repent !  0 
ye  monks,  leave  your  decorations,  your  fat  abbeys 
and  benefices,  give  yourselves  up  to  simplicity,  and 
work  with  your  hands  as  the  old  monks  did ! " 

Such  preaching  exposed  Savonarola  to  the  terrible 
malice  of  those  who  felt  too  well  its  application 
Black  threatening  clouds  gathered  on  every  hand 
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portentous  muttcrings  told  of  tho  approaching 

term.     But  nothing  coulil  daunt  the  Reformer.    He 

■was  not  urged  on  fay  a  blind  impulse,  but  clearly  saw 

UB  vocation,  and  anticipated  the  result  to  himself, 

confident  that  bis  labor  could  not  be  in  vain. 

1  Do  you  ask  me  in  general,  what  will  be  tho  end  of 

ie  conflict  ?     I  answer,  Victory  !     But  if  you  ask 

e  in  particular?  then  I  answer,  Death  !    But  death 

not  extinction  !    Rather  it  serves  to  spread  abroad 

c  light." 

On  the  expulsion   of  Pietro  de    Jlcdici,    while 
Iwonarola's  influence  was  successfully  exerted  in 
restraining  the  popular  excitement,  he  earnestly  do- 
toted  himself  to  the  establishment  of  a  free  Demo- 
as  most  suited  to  the  Florentines.     But  ho 
mew  that  for  its  efficiency  and  stability,  a  high  tone 
religious  feeling  and  patriotism  was  essential.    To 
b  cultivation  of  this  he  continued  to  consecrate 
i  energies.     And  not  without  success.     Tho  re- 
lation of  manners  which  resulted  from  hia  labors 
lb  unprecedented.       Some  extravagance,  indeed, 
t,  for  in  the  new-born  zeal  of  his  disciples, 
piles  of  paintings  aud  sculptures,  which  were 
>lt-  of  surest iii^  evil  thoughts  to  impure  minds, 
collected  and  publicly  destroyed.      But  who 
would  not  prefer   the  supremacy  of  virtue,    even 
;h  attended  by  excesses,  to  the  unchecked  pro- 
of licentiousness? 
Alexander  VI.,  that  incarnation  of  all  abomina- 
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tion,  a  faithful  history  of  whose  life  written  in  plain 
language  would  be  too  hideous  and  disgusting  for 
perusal,  now  occupied  the  chair  of  Infallibility,  as 
Christ's  representative  and  vicar!  He  resolved  to 
silence  the  bold  Florentine  who  dared  to  denounce 
the  sins  ho  loved.  But  Savonarola's  courage  in- 
creased with  his  perils.  After  thanking  God  for 
using  him  as  an  arrow  he  says,  "  So  now  come  forth 
thou  Satan !  set  all  thy  tools  in  motion,  I  fear  not 
the  least — for  ho  who  does  not  fear  death,  what  shall 
he  fear  beside  ?  '  Hoar,'  says  the  devil,  '  I  will  give 
thee  good  counsel, —do  not  stir  the  sore  place, 
wouldst  thou  live  in  peace.'  I  desire  not  thy  coun- 
sels, for  thy  pence  id  no  peace,  and  thy  war  breaks 
not  my  peace  !  "  As  threats  feiled,  might  not  other 
means  be  tried  ?  The  Pope  requests  a  Dominican 
bishop  to  repair  to  Florence  and  answer  the  Abbot's 
sermons.  '  Holy  Father,  I  will  obey,  but  1  must  be 
supplied  with  arms.'— 'What  arms?' — 'This monk,' 
replied  the  bishop,  '  says  we  ought  not  to  keep  con- 
cubines, commit  simony,  or  be  guilty  of  licentiousness. 
If  in  this  he  speaks  truly,  what  shall  I  reply?' — 
'  What  then  shall  we  do? '  said  the  Pope. — 'Eeward 
him,  give  him  a  red  hat,  mako  a  Cardinal  and  u 
friend  of  him  at  once.'  Savonarola  kindly  receives 
the  Papal  messenger,  and  for  three  days  listens  to 
his  arguments,  but  is  unconvinced.  The  tempting 
bribe  is  then  offered.  '  Come  to  my  sermon  to-mor- 
row morning,  and  you  shall  hear  my  answer.'    How 
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great  was  the  emissary's  surprise  at  hearing  more 
daring  denunciations  than  ever  from  Savonarola,  who 
exclaimed  '  No  other  red  hat  will  I  have  than  that 
of  martyrdom,  coloured  with  my  own  blood.' 

"I  saw  him  beat  the  surges  under  him, 
And  ride  upon  their  backs ;  he  trod  the  water, 
Whose  enmity  he  flung  aside,  and  breasted 
The  surge  most  swoln  that  met  him ;  his  bold  head 
'Bore  the  contentious  waves  he  kept,  and  oar*d 
Himself  with  his  good  arms  in  lusty  stroke 
To  the  shore,  that  o'er  its  wave-worn  basis  boVd 
As  stooping  to  relieve  aim.    I  not  doubt 
That  he  came  safe  to  land ! "  * 

Bat  the  haven,  which,  with  every  true  soul  tossed 
in  the  tempest  of  trial,  he  struggled  to  reach,  was 
that  of  duty  rather  than  of  delight ;  of  persevering 
fidelity  rather  than  of  present  victory;  of  constancy 
in  danger  rather  than  of  deliverance  from  it ;  of  the 
salutation  "well  done  good  and  faithful  servant " 
from  his  divine  master  in  the  next  world,  rather 
than  ease,  and  honor,  and  the  flattery  of  man,  in 
this.  And  verily  in  such  a  sense,  he  did  "  come  safe 
to  land!" 

A  citation  now  came  from  Home,  forbidding  him 
to  preach.  Savonarola  disregarded  the  order,  yet  he 
professed  obedience  to  the  Papal  See !  He  argued 
thus — "  I  must  obey  the  intention  of  Christ's  vicar, 
not  the  word  of  a  mistaken  man.     We  must  do  no- 

•  Tempest  ii.  1. 
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thing  against  love.  But  to  forbicl  preaching,  ■which 
nourishes  love  to  God  and  men,  is  against  the  true 
intention  of  the  Church.  Therefore  my  duty  to 
the  Pope  requires  me  to  neglect  Lis.  citation.  I  best 
obey  him  when  I  disobey."  A  wise  decision,  a  ques- 
tionable argument ! 

The  present  occupant  of  the  Papal  chair  being  bo 
wicked  a  man,  Savonarola  felt  that  the  only  refuge 
for  the  Church  was  in  a  general  council.  He  there- 
fore wrote  letters  to  various  Princes,  urging  its  con- 
vocation. In  one  of  these  he  says — "  Know,  then, 
that  this  Alexander  the  Sixth  is  no  Pope,  and  cannot 
be  recognised  as  Pope,  not  only  becuuso  he  has 
bought  the  PupiLl  chair  with  scandalous  simony,  but 
oa  account  of  his  secret  scandalous  actions,  which  at 
fitting  time  and  place  we  will  bring  to  light.  Tea, 
I  say  to  you  that  he  is  no  Cliristian,  and  believes  in 
no  Almighty  God."  This  letter  was  treacherously 
shewn  to  the  Pope,  whose  wrathful  vengeance  burned 
for  the  destruction  of  the  writer.  He  designated 
bim  a  Son  of  Blasphemy,  and  issued  against  him 
a  Bull  of  Excommunication.  But  Savonarola  en- 
couraged his  followers,  saying,  "  the  light  will  bum 
the  brighter  the  more  its  enemies  endeavour  to  ex- 
tinguish it.  Therefore  think  nut  that  persecutions 
will  destroy  or  hinder  the  work  of  God:  no,  it  will 
mightily  grow  and  increase.  Wonder  not  that  God 
permits  so  much  misfortune  to  seize  on  the  poor  and 
oppressed,  without  rising  to  vengeance ;   for  truly 
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God's  anger  cannot  be  greater  that  when  he  lets  their 
iccusers  accumulate  iniquity,  and  gives  them  over  to 
be  tools  of  the  devil,  that  the  good  may  he  exercised 
the  more  in  true  patience." 

Anathema  follows  anathema.  All  who  attend  his 
srmons  are  denied  confession,  and  burial  in  con- 
Mcrated  ground.  Yet  the  Signory  permitted  him  to 
preach  in  the  Duomo,  which  was  densely  thronged 
by  multitudes  who  had  learned  to  despise  the  Papal 
ihnnders.  "He  who  commands  anything  against 
love"  said  the  monk,  "  is  excommunicated  by  God. 
To  me  it  is  enough  if  Christ  curses  me  not,  but 
blesses  me.  "Whether  wilt  thou  turn  thyself  to  those 
who  are  blessed  by  the  Pope  and  whose  life  is  a  dis- 
grace to  Christendom;  or  to  those  who  are  excom- 
municated by  the  Pope,  while  their  liib  brings  the 
fruits  of  truth,  and  daily  becomes  better?  Thou 
anawerest  not,  but  Christ  speaks,  "  I  ma  the  way, 
the  truth,  and  tho  life." 

He  rubuked  still  more  boldly  the  wickedness  of 
flu  clergy.  "  The  scandal  begins  at  Home.  They 
will  do  anything  for  money.  Their  bella  sound 
avarice— call  to  nothing  else  but  money  and  ease. 
The  priests  go  for  money  to  tho  choir,  the  vespers, 
.nid  th'.-iv  office.  They  sell  the  benefices — they  sell 
the  sacraments — they  traffic  with  tho  mass.  As  soon 
w  evening  comes,  one  goes  to  gaming,  another  to 
eucciibines.  If  a  priest  lives  well,  men  will  make 
game  of  him,  and  aceuse  him  of  hypocrisy.     Now 
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the  word  is  no  more,  my  nephew,  but  my  son ! 
Harlots  go  publicly  to  St.  Peter's;  each  Priest  has 
his  concubine.  It  has  become  a  saying, — If  you 
will  ruin  your  son,  make  a  priest  of  him  !  "  What 
a  fearful  exhibition  of  the  rices  of  the  clergy,  and 
the  results  of  a  compelled  celibacy ! 

But  the  seeming  and  temporary  triumph  of 
wiekednesa  was  now  approaching.  There  were  two 
political  factions  opposed  to  the  one  which  ucknow- 
ledged  Savonarola  as  leader.  The  adherents  of  the 
Medici,  who  sought  the  restoration  of  that  family, 
and  the  aristocrats  who  wished  themselves  to  possess 
the  supremacy  it  had  bo  long  usurped,  were  combined 
for  the  ovcrtlirow  of  the  Republican  government. 
By  their  exertions,  a  new  Signory  was  elected,  in 
which  there  was  a  majority  against  the  Reformer 
Letters  from  the  Pope  followed  fast  on  one  another, 
demanding  the  punishment  of  the  refractory  abbot 
He,  on  his  part  wrote  an  earnest  epistle  to  Alexander, 
in  which  he  exhorted  him  not  to  delay  seeking  tit  sal- 
vation of  kit  soul! 

At  last  it  was  decided  by  the  government  of 
Florence,  that,  in  obedionco  to  tho  Pope,  Savonarola 
must  be  silenced.  On  March  18,  1493,  he  preached 
his  last  sermon,  saying  'From  the  Pope  we  must 
turn  to  the  heavenly  Pope — that  is,  to  Christ.  I 
never  set  myself  against  the  right  true  power  of  the 
church.  But  if  the  power  of  the  church  be  destruc- 
tive, it  is  a  hellish  power  of  Satan.'     He  then  goes 
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a  to  speak  of  himself  as  only  a  hammer  in  the  hand 
of  the  Lord  to  he  thrown  aside  when  God  has  used 
his  own  wuy-  "  But  let  the  Lord  do  what 
pleases  him!  The  heavier  the  condition  here  be- 
neath, the  more  glorious  the  crown  there  above  !" 

The  Franciscans,  cherishing  their  old  rivalry  to- 
irards  the  Dominicans,  put  forth  as  their  champion, 
ie  Francesco  <h*  l'uglia,  who  attracted  large  congre- 
gations to  hear  his  denunciations  of  Savonarola,  and 
Hb  assertion  of  the  I'apal  authority.  He  demanded 
that  Savonarola  should  prove  by  some  miracle,  the 
OnUi  of  his  mission.  Dominico  da  Poscia,  who  was 
Rtlously  maintaining  the  cause  of  Savonarola,  was 
impelled  in  the  heat  of  controversy,  to  accept  his 
Opponent's  challenge  of  testing  their  cause  by  the 
fiery  ordeal.  This  was  a  cunning  plot  of  Home,  a 
ter  piece  of  strategy.  Savonarola  was  not  a 
y  to  the  imprudence  of  his  disciple;  he  main- 
tained that  his  cause  was  sufficiently  supported  by 
truth  to  bo  independent  of  miracle ;  but  the  ordeal 
lairing  been  formally  proposed  and  accepted,  he 
reluctantly  sanctioned  it,  and  thus  fell  into  the  snare. 
There  was  no  lack  of  candidates  for  martyrdom. 
Many  noble  ladies  offered  themselves.  A  beautiful 
•i rated  himself  before  the  Abbot  in  the 
Conrent  garden  entreating  permission  to  enter  the 
in.  The  Rignory  defenniued  on  the  ordeal,  having 
previously  resolved  that  if  the  Dominican  should  be 
burnt,    Savonarola  should  quit   Florence   in   three 
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hours.     The  public  square   wub  prepared   for  t 
purpose.     The  area,  the  windows,  the  roofs  of  tl 
houses,  commanding  a  view  of  the  spo 
crowded.     Two  immense  piles,  80  feet  long  a 
feet  high,  nere  constructed  of  faggots,  covered  1 
oil  and  pitch,  and  sprinkled  with  gunpowder, 
narrow  passage,  two  feet  wide  divided  them.  ' 
thia,  the  rival  monks  were  to  pass.     Li 
compartments  of  the  Loggia  di  harm,  the  Fro 
and  Dominicans  are  to  take  their  stations.     Now  tl 
former  are  seen  walking  barefoot,  following  1 
champion.     Soon  after   Savonarola  appears  at  t 
head  of  the  Dominicans,    bearing  tl 
host.     Xast  of  all  is  Domenieo,  grasping  a  c: 
They  advance  to  the  fatal  pile.     The  multi' 
anxiously  anticipate  the  horrible  spectacle, 
are  some  preliminiiry  difficulties.     The  Francis 
insist  that  Domenieo  shall  not  enter  the  tire  with  t] 
cruciiLx.     But  he  will  not  relinquish  this  Byrnbc 
his  being   Christ's   soldier.     Both  ai 
when  Savonarola  places  in  the  hands  of  his  dis' 
the  consecrated  host.     The  h'raneiscaus  denounce  tl 
impiety  of  exposing  Christ's  vrrv  body  to  such  J 
Domenieo  declares   he  will  not  enter    the  J 
without  his  God.     "While  they  dispute,  a  deluj 
rain  suddenly  falls  on  the  pile  which  cannot  n 
lighted.     The  populace  are  disappointed, 
come  from  a  distance  ;  some  had  waited  there  c 
horn's ;  they  were  indignant  at  losing  such  a.  g 
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;  was  easy  to  persuade  tliem  that 
s  to  blame.  Had  not  he  insisted  on  a 
ihcnious  condition?  Had  he  not  wished  to 
se  to  destruction  the  body  of  ChriBt  ?  His 
ical  opponents  were  busy.  His  Franciscan 
a  were  busy.  The  profligate,  who  hated  an  in- 
ice  which  had  deprived  them  of  their  vicious 
sures  were  busy.  The  emissaries  of  the  Pope 
!  busy.  The  opportunity  was  a  golden  one.  It 
turned  to  good  account.  Against  Savonarola  the 
liar  indignation  was  directed.  An  angry  tide  of 
rs  rolled  onwards  to  S.  Marco,  and  attacked  the 
rch  and  Convent.  For  sometime  the  monks 
1  on  their  defence,  when  orders  came  from  the 
ory  that  Savonarola  should  surrender  himself  to 
[  custody.  Expresses  were  sent  off  to  Konie  to 
lunce  his  capture.  A  commission  of  inquiry 
instituted  in  which  were  two  delegates  from 
Tatican,  several  Franciscans,  two  priests,  the 
r  of  the  Archbishop,  and  the  Vicar  of  the  Bishop 
lorcnte.  Before  this  tribunal,  Savonarola  and 
of  his  disciples  were  put  to  the  question, 
er  terror  of  torture  he  was  required  to  confess 
lelf  a  false  prophet.  But  threats  were  in  vain, 
re-iterated  all  he  had  said,  affirming  it  to  he 
truth  of  God.  Then  his  hands  being  bound 
lid  liim,  he  was  drawn  up  by  a  cord  which 
suddenly  loosened,  so  that  he  fell  with  a  jerk 
b  wrenched  his  limbs,  without  his  touching  the 
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ground.  TT'»  physical  constitution  was  extremely 
sensitive  to  pain.  In  tho  anguish  of  the  rack  he 
uttered  half  sentences  which  were  wrested  from 
their  connexion  and  paraded  as  confessions.  But 
when  he  recovered  his  senses,  he  uniformly  re- 
asserted what  he  was  charged  with  having  re- 
canted. On  the  second  day  of  examination,  fiercer 
torture  was  employed.  Among  other  diabolic 
devices  to  extort  some  admission  which  might  form 
a  pretext  for  condemning  him,  fire  was  applied  to  the 
soles  of  his  feet.  Still  he  protested  that  he  had  only 
preached  the  truth.  A  false  document  was  drawn 
up  purporting  to  contain  a  confession  of  having 
sought  his  own  personal  ends  throughout,  his  career. 
This  was  puhlished  in  order  to  rouse  the  populace 
still  more  against  him.  But  the  Signoria,  however 
inimical,  seemed  dissatisfied  with  the  result,  for  while 
they  thanked  the  Pope  for  permission  to  torture  the 
three  monks,  thoy  added  that  scarcely  anything  had 
been  elicited  during  several  days  of  severe  inquisition. 
Thus  did  the  Abbot  of  Florence  "endure  to  the 
end."  No  longer  applauded  by  admiring  multitudes, 
but  become  the  object  of  their  indignation,  forsaken 
by  false  friends,  in  tho  hands  of  merciless  foes, 
in  a  narrow  dungeon,  debilitated  with  torture,  and 
threatened  with  death,  lie  was  .still  a  faithful  witness 
fur  Christ.     Like  the  Seraph  Ahdiel, 

"  Unshaken,  unseiliiced,  uuterrified, 

His  loyalty  be  kept,  his  lovu,  his  zeal ; 
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Nor  number  not  example  with  him  Brought 

To  sirtm  &om  trulli  or  change  Lis  constant  mind 

Though  single." 

Care  was  taken  at  the  ensiling  election  that  the  new 
should  he  BtUl  more  opposed  to  Savonarola 
their  predecessors.  They  wero  prompt  to 
execute  the  sentence  which  soon  arrived  from  Home, 
condemning  him  to  death  as  a  heretic,  disturber  of 

church,  and  perverter  of  the  people.  After 
Jang  again  put  to  the  torture,  he  was  ordered  to  he 
and  burnt,  with  his  two  disciples,  Domenico 

Silvestro.  On  the  twenty- second  of  May,  1498, 
they  were  led  through  the  large  hall  which  had  been 
erected  by  Savonarola's  suggestion,  and  brought 
fcrth,  amidst  much  insult,  into  the  Piazza,  where 

gallows,  and  the  funeral  piles  were  prepared. 

eager  multitude  were  looking  on,  not  now  to  be 
iliappointed.     The  three  monks  were  first  disrobed 

degraded.  *  I  separate  tlieo  from  tie  Church 
Militant,'  said  the  officiating  Bishop,  '  But  thou 
not  separate  me  from  the  church  triumphant,' 
replied  Savonarola.  Being  asked  by  a  Priest  if  he 
met  death  with  composure,  ho  said,  "  Should  I  not 
willingly  dio  for  His  sake,  who  willingly  died  for 

a  sinful  man  ?  "  To  the  inquiry  if  he  had  any 
•Utcmcnt  to  make  before  ho  died,  he  answered — 
"Pray  for  me  and  tell  my  friends  that  they  take  no 
offence  at  my  death,  but  continue  in  my  doctrine 
and  in  peace."     Then  repeating  the  Apostle's  Creed 
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he  ascended  the  fatal  ladder.  Thus  with  calm 
dignity  did  this  faithful  martyr  of  Jeans  Christ 
finish  liia  course.  A  volley  of  stones  was  hurled  at 
his  hody  as  soon  as  it  hung  suspended,  and  before 
life  was  extinct  one  of  his  implacable  enemies 
hastened  to  light  the  faggots.  As  the  multitude 
■who  had  saluted  his  divine  Master  with  shouts  of 
hosannah,  being  pervorted  by  the  '  Chief  Priests" 
first  demanded  the  death  of  Jesus,  and  then  mocked 
him  saying,  "  Come  down  from  the  Cross," — so  did 
the  poor  Florentines,  deluded  by  those  who  plotted 
for  their  entliralment,  turn  against  their  true  friend 
and  champion,  crying  out  to  him  as  ho  hung  in  tie 
agonies  of  death,  'Now,  brother,  it  is  time  to  do 
miracles.'  "When  all  was  over,  his  ashes  were  col- 
lected, and  thrown'over  the  Ponte  Vecchia  into  the 
Arno!* 

Thus  perished,  or  rathor,  thus  triumphed,  this 
faithful  martyr  of  liberty  and  truth.  For  is  it  not 
victory  to  endure  to  the  end?  When  death  mceta 
the  true  soldier  of  Jesus  Christ  on  the  battle-field, 
it  cannot  injure,  it  can  only  crown  him.  From  tho 
dawn  to  the  close  of  life,  his  career  had  been  one  of 
singular  consistency,  The  reformation  of  manners, 
the  cleansing  of  the  church  from  its  shameless  pro- 
fligacy, the  elevation  of  a  peoplo  sunk  in  the  vices 
of  luxury — this  had  been  the  absorbing  aim  of  his 
bite.     He  felt  commissioned  to  summon  all   men  to 
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repent.  He  could  truly  say — "  This  one  tiling  I 
do."  Of  course  he  was  not  faultless.  In  his  zeal 
to  promote  holier  living,  ho  may  have  been  led  into 
extravagance,  and  have  prematurely  imposed  re- 
straints which  provoked  a  terrible  reaction  against 
himself.  Alas  that  the  number  of  those  who  go  to 
tin  --<•-:  in  wi'k'.'ilni'",  should  (=■.!  exceed  that  of 
those  who  go  too  far  in  endeavours  to  check  it. 

Of  course  Savonarola  was  denounced  as  a  fanatic. 
And  what  man  who  was  disinterested  in  the  midst 
of  selfishness,  and  stedfastly  set  himself  to  reprove 
the  errors  and  reform  the  corruptions  of  his  day, 
erer  escaped  this  epithet?  To  dissent  from  prevail- 
ing errors,  to  denounce  fashionablo  sins,  to  attack 
mckedness  in  high  places,  aud  in  so  doing,  not  only 
to  lose  caste,  wealth,  promotion,  but  to  run  the  risk  of 
imprisonment  and  death,  is  not  this  most  fanatical  ? 
1b  it  not  bo  totally  unlike  what  a  selfish  worldling 
woold  do,  that,  unable  to  comprehend  it,  he  gives 
it  a  name  of  odium,  and  congratulates  himself  that 
k*  is  no  fanatic!  But  as  of  old, — "  men  will  praise 
Dioe  if  thou  doest  good  to  thyself."  How  falsely 
have  high  sounding  words  of  praise  been  applied! 
"They  who  call  Lorenzo,  Magnificent,  are  welcome 
to  call  Savonarola  an  imposter."  * 

In.-  nor  Luther  wished  to  separate  theiu- 
■elvos  from  the  Roman  Church,  but  only  to  purify  it. 
But  both  discovered  that  it  was  too  essentially  cor- 


rupt  for  cure.  Fire  and  water,  light  and  darkness, 
are  not  more  antagonistic  than  the  truths  they  advo- 
cated and  the  system  to  which  so  long  they  clung, 
One  of  them,  therefore,  was  burnt,  and  the  other 
was  driven  out  of  the  fold,  and  would  as  surely  «» 
his  Florentine  forerunner,  have  been  murdered  by  his 
'  Holy  Mother,'  could  she  have  laid  hands  on  him. 
But  the  triumph  of  wickedness  cannot  last.  The 
seeds  of  truth,  however  buried,  are  indestructible. 
They  soon  sprang  up  elsewhere,  contributing  more 
than  has  been  conjectured,  to  the  golden  harvest  of 
the  Reformation,  which  Luther  and  Zwingle,  and 
Calvin,  were  permitted  to  reap.  They  soon  sprang 
up  in  Florence  itself,  when  the  citizens,  discover- 
ing too  late  their  error,  so  heroically  struggled 
against  Papal  perfidy  and  Medicean  tyranny,  during 
that  memorable  siege,  in  which  liberty  and  patriotism 
emitted  so  glorious  a  blaze  prior  to  their  final  extinc- 
tion.    Yet  not  finul !     For 


"  l'Yutilum'a  bi'iftli;  njicii  I 
Ui-i]iio;i.iliuil  lYiiiu  ityiiiL.- 
Though  baffled  oft, 


From  the  shores  of  that  river  into  which  Savonarola's 
ashes  were  thrown,  other  champions  will  ere  long 
arise  to  assert  the  liberty  he  claimed,  to  defend  the 
truths  he  taught.  Thai  ibrbiihU'ii  bunk,  which  he 
urged  the  Florentines  to  read,  shall  yet  become  tits 
charter  of  their  rights,  the  treasure  of  their  homos  and 
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their  guide  to  Heaven.  That  Saviour  to  whom  he 
painted  them,  rather  than  to  superstitious  forms  and 
lifeless  ceremonies,  will  again  be  acknowledged  as  the 
only  true  Priest,  the  Divine  Xing  of  men.  And  from 
multitudes  assembled  on  the  place  of  his  martyr- 
dom, the  shout  of  freedom,  and  the  song  of  praise 
shall  yet  be  uplifted,  for  "they  shall  know  the  truth 
and  the  truth  shall  make  them  free." 


CHAPTEK  VIII. 


THE   BIBLE   IN   FLORENCE. 

I  had  often  been  told  by  Roman  Catholics  in  Eng- 
land, that  to  say  the  Bible  was  a  forbidden  book  in 
Italy  and  could  not  be  purchased  at  the  booksellers 
was  a  slander.  I  resolved  to  test  the  question  for 
myself,  but  the  invariable  reply  to  every  application 
was,  as  I  expected — Prohibtto  ! 

After  several  days'  disappointment  in  my  wish  to 
find  some  Florentine  who  would  freely  converse  with 
me  on  public  attairs,  I  met  with  a  person  of  intelli- 
gence, who  did  not  hesitate  to  answer  my  inquiries, 
on  ascertaining  that  I  was  an  Englishman,  and  that 
ao  one  else  was  within  hearing.  "What  do  you  feel 
to  be  really  the  governing  power  of  Florence  ? " — 
"Austria!  we  have  no  constitution.  What  the 
Grand  Duke  gave  \is  he  took  away.      His  will  is 


absolute,  but  he  himself  is  under  the  Emperor's  d 
tation,  -whose  troops  compose  the  garrison,  r 
Florence  almost  in  a  state  of  siege."  I 
marked  that  no  one  Bhcwed  any  outward  t 
respect  when  the  royal  carriages  pasBed  L 
"  How  can  they?  They  dare  not  shew  the  d 
they  feel :  they  will  not  make  a  display  of  k 
they  cannot  cherish."  I  expressed  my  but 
being  charged  sixteen  Pauls  (about  si 
regaining  my  passport,  which  the  police  ti 
had  taken  from  me.  "That  is  usual.  All  fon 
have  to  pay  a  heavy  tax  per  month  for  p 
reside  hero.  Whenever  tho  police  think  prop* 
can  be  ordered  away  without  anyreas 
But  things  are  far  worse  in  Lomhardy,  wher 
passport  is  sometimes  demanded  every  five  a. 
I  lately  had  business  at  Milan,  but  I  was  n 
raitted  to  enter.  My  friend  stood  on  the  i 
the  gate  and  I  on  the  outsido,  and  thus  only, 
presence  of  a  sentry,  could  we  transact  our  a 

I  asked  if  ho  knew  any  thing  of  the  Mac 
replied — "They  were  good,  quiet  ] 
charged  with  political  disaffection,  or  even  ai 
of  it.  Their  only  crime  was  n 
with  some  of  their  domestics.  The  law  fori 
even  to  possess  it  in  the  Italian  languaj 
crime  eon  be  more  easily  committed  with  i 
If  you  want  a  murder  committed  and  give  a  si 
to  an  assassin,  you  can  get  him  off  if  you  h 
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Priest  for  your  friend.  But  if  you  read  the  Bible 
there  is  no  escape,  for  all  the  Priests  are  against  you. 
Ihey  undoubtedly  are  at  the  bottom  of  this  severe 
law." 

I  asked  how  such  multitudes  of  Priests  and  Monks 
as  I  had  met  in  the  streets,  could  be  supported  ? 
By  heavy  taxes  on  the  people.  Besides,  they  pos- 
a  third  of  the  land  and  are  themselves  exempted 
from  taxation.  The  priests  keep  up  the  government 
\j  the  influence  of  superstition  on  the  ignorant  part 
of  the  population,  and  the  bayonet  keeps  up  the 
Priest.  The  whole  system  hangs  or  falls  together. 
The  reading  of  the  Bible  would  be  the  ruin  of 
priestly  power.  It  is  therefore  so  strictly  forbidden. 
But  if  the  people  were  free,  half  the  Florentines 
would  at  once  discard  Popery.  The  present  state 
of  things  cannot  last,  and  when  a  change  does  come, 
it  will  be  dreadful.  Not  a  Priest  will  escape.  I 
eren  shudder  when  I  pass  them." 

I  told  him  of  my  fruitless  search  for  a  Bible  while 
it  the  same  time  the  Theatre  was  allowed  to  be  open 
with  a  ballet  on  Sunday.  He  replied  "  Yes — the 
people  may  take  their  pleasure  on  Sunday,  but  not 
wad  the  Bible,  or  worship  in  any  but  the  R.  Catholic 
form.  You,  as  an  Englishman,  arc  allowed  this 
privilege,  but  if  Tuscans  go  to  your  church  here  it  is 
death,  and  if  you  read  the  bible  to  your  own  Tuscan 
tovants,  the  law  sends  you  from  the  country,  and 
threatens  the  servant  with  death. 

L 


After  this  I  called  on  an  English  gentleman, 
several  years  resident  in  Florence,  from  whom  I 
obtained  the  following  confirmatory  information: 
"  The  Priests  are  the  instigators  of  all  the  severe 
laws  against  what  tliey  call  heresy,  and  their  direc- 
tions come  from  their  head  quarters,  the  Vatican. 
The  Madiai  kept  lodgings  in  the  Piazza  della  Atari* 
Novella,  and  were  mnoh  patronized  by  English 
visitors.  A  rival  lodging-house  keeper,  through  envy, 
denounced  him  to  a  Priest.  The  house  was  searched 
and  Bibles  found.  This  was  sufficient,  as  the  mere 
possession  of  the  Scriptures  by  a  Tuscan  exposes  bun 
to  the  penalty  of  the  law.  As  many  as  thirty  per- 
sons are  at  tliis  moment  in  prison  for  this  crime- 
An  old  law  recently  revived  making  the  offense 
capital,  hangs  with  an  awful  vagueness  over  the 
people.  The  public  trial  of  tlu:  ilartiai  brought  audi 
odium  on  its  promoters  that  a  more  politic  count 
is  now  pursued,  the  owner  of  a  Bible  being  kept  hi 
prison  without  any  trial  as  long  as  it  suits  the  pur- 
pose of  the  authorities,  and  then  dismissed  witltad 
punishment  .'  This  duk-iiliini  may  continue  for  ; 
The  authorities  pretend  that  only  Proselytizing  anJ 
not  Protestantism  is  punished,  and  that  Tuscans  msv 
be  of  what  religion  they  please,  if  they  do  not  pet* 
vert  others.  Yet  if  any  Florentine  were  to  attempt 
to  worship  at  the  Swiss  Protestant,  or  French  Re- 
formed church,  he  would  be  sent  to  prison,  aud  M 
Italian  Protestant  church  is  tolerated.    Thus,  a  pa- 
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■anal  act  of  Worship  is  by  a  fiction  regarded  as 

Jroselytism.    By  a  recent  decree,  any  police  officer 

<*a  commit  to  prison  on  suspicion  only,  and  every 

JJrefect  of  the  district,  may  without  trial,  sentence 

tty  one  so  apprehended  to  three  years'  imprisonment, 

>  m  nx  years'  exile.    A  young  man  I  know  well,  has 

been  in  prison  four  months  without  trial.    His 

foie  was  entered  and  searched  one  morning  at  four 

Vdock,  when  he  and  his  family  were  in  bed.    He 

so  respected  in  the  bank  where  he  was  a  clerk, 

fttthis  salary  has  been  continued  during  his  im- 

;fB«fflment.    When  his  friends  demanded  from  the 

fcthorities  on  what  pretext  he  was  detained  in  gaol, 

fte  only  answer  was — '  It  is  sufficient  that  a  Bible 

m  found  in  his  possession.'  " 

From  these  conversations  I  gathered  1.  That  foreign 
{roteetants  may,  by  special  license,  enjoy  their  own 
ftnhip,  the  time  of  service  being  fixed,  and  a 
I  government  officer  being  present.  2.  That  they  are 
txposed  to  instant  expulsion  by  any  attempt  to  make 
their  own  sentiments  known  to  Tuscans.  3.  That 
fehile  Tuscans  may  think  as  they  please,  they  are 
exposed  to  certain  imprisonment  and  threatened 
death,  by  attendance  on  any  but  Catholic  worship, 
nd  by  the  possession  of  the  Scriptures  in  the  Italian 
language.  This  pretended  liberty  is  thus  reduced  to 
i  miserable  sophism.  No  power  can  prevent  men 
kinking  as  they  please.  The  fiercest  tyrant  never 
oached  the  soul;  the  torture  chamber  only  racked 

l2 
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words  from  the  lip?,  not  principles  from  the  heart. 
To  punish  for  reading  the  Bible  and  for  acts  of  wor- 
ship, and  yet  to  pretend  that  there  is  no  persecution 
for  religion,  is  no  less  contemptible  as  a  subterfuge, 
than  outrageous  as  a  tyranny. 

We  "were  aftenvLirds  jo  fortunate  as  to  meet  with, 
some  excellent  Christians  who  were  personally  ac- 
quainted with  the  Matliai,  and  had  visited  them  in 
prison.  Iitj.su  hud  been  eighteen  years  in  an  English 
Protestant  family,  and  if  influenced  by  secular 
motives  would  have  renounced  Popery  then.  But  it 
was  Beeing  the  system  as  it  exists  in  Italy,  together 
with  reading  the  Bible,  which  had  opened  her  eyea. 
It  was  untrue  that  they  were  allowed  their  own  books 
in  prison.  The  letter  to  this  effect  which  had  gone 
the  round  of  the  English  papers  was  written  by  & 
Romanist  lady,  and  was  utterly  false.  When  appli- 
cation was  made  for  Deodati's  New  Testament,  the 
reply  of  the  authorities  was,  "  Certainly  not."  Ths 
English  Common  Prayer  Book  was  then  requested, 
and  when  after  a  long  delay,  the  application  wa» 
repeated,  the  answer  was — "You  had  better  not  ask 
any  more  about  it."  This  was  a  proof  of  the 
absurdity  of  the  excuse  that  only  Proselytism  was 
punished,  lor  if  so,  why  refuse  the  use  of  the  Bible 
in  their  cells  where  they  had  no  access  to  the  other 
prisoners  ?  If,  as  tho  Dublin  Review  reports  Capt. 
Trotter  to  have  stated,  they  were  allowed  their  own 
books,  this  could  only  have  been  in  consequence  of 
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breign  remonstrance,  and  not  until   the   British 
ieputation  visited  them. 

It  bo  happened  that  our  last  day  at  Florence,  was 

Eheir  last  day  of  bondage.     Francesco  was  taken 

bom  a  sick-bed,  and  with  very  insufficient  clothing, 

harried  through  the  cold  and  darkness  to  the  sea- 

•hore.     Rosa,   knowing  nothing  of  her  husband's 

fcte,  was  also  secretly  conveyed  to  Leghorn,  and  put 

board  the  steamer.     Their  passports  had  been 

out  in  another  name,  and  every  precaution 

successfully  taken,  that  no  one  should  be  aware 

tf  their  liberation.     A  gentleman,  long  resident  at 

Ikrence,  assured  me  that  owing  to  the  state  of  public 

lading  it  was  perilous  to  keep  them  longer  in  prison ; 

titat  if  they  had  died  there,  the  popular  indignation 

wold  not  have  been  restrained;    and  that  unless 

their  journey  to  the  coast  had  been  so  sudden  and  so 

aacret,  the  people  in  their  enthusiasm,  would  have 

drawn  their  carriage  triumphantly  into  Leghorn. 

Thus  were  they  "  thrust  out  privily.,,     A  remark 

Bade  by  Francesco  to  a  christian  friend  who  visited 

Urn  in  prison,  much  interested  me.     "  If  we  want 

anything  from  the  Grand  Duke,  we  seek  the  help  of 

tome  dignitary  near  his  person,  but  if  the  Grand 

Duke  himself  first  invites  us  to  his  Palace  to  receive 

a  favour,  we  go  at  once  without  needing  any  one's 

aervices.     Just  so  our  King  and  Saviour  has  himself 

brought  to  us  eternal  life,  and  we  do  not  require 

Saints  and  Priests  to  obtain  it  for  us."     Speaking  of 


reading  the  Scriptures  he  Baid  "  If  water  was  scarce 
in  Florence,  and  the  Duke  were  to  throw  open  some 
beautiful  fountain  to  the  people,  we  should  all  go 
straight  to  the  water  and  drink  freely  of  it.  So  God 
has  opened  the  living  waters  of  Salvation  that  each 
may  drink  for  himself.  Why  then  should  we  not 
read  his  holy  word  which  contains  this  Gospel :" 

Why  not  indeed  ?  Why  are  the  Holy  Scriptures 
which  the  Apostle  Paul  declared  "  able  to  make  men 
wise  into  salvation"  so  sternly  withheld  ?  If  the 
priests  considered  that  the  New  Testament  would 
establish  the  people  in  the  belief  of  the  Papal  sys- 
tem, and  enable  them  to  see  how  primitive,  how 
Apostolic,  how  Divine,  are  their  ceremonies  and 
pretensions,  would  they  he  so  very  resolute  in  pre- 
venting its  circulation  ? 

I  have  before  me  an  article  on  the  Modiai,  in  the 
Dublin  (R.  Catholic)  Review,  of  April  1,  1853; 
written  at  the  very  time  I  was  at  Florence.  It* 
object  is  to  disprove  the  iiict  that  they  were  the  vic- 
tims of  religious  persecution.  Its  argument  may  be 
thus  stated.  "The  law  of  Florence  forbids  the 
circulation  of  the  Bible  in  the  vulgar  tongue,  and  the 
profession  by  Tuscans  of  any  religion  but  that  of 
R.  Catholicism.  In  the  revolutionary  got 
there  are  two  branches,  the  political,  and  the  reli- 
gious. Conventicles  and  bibles  being  disallowed  by 
law,  are  an  open  assault  upon  the  efltablM 
of  things.    The  very  first  offence  must  be  v 


led  order 


BIDLE    iS»    TUB    TSICOLOUs!  151 

-t,    and   tke  Madiai,   though  innocent  dupes  of 

•,  must  be  punished  for  the  sake  of  example." 

But  mfiy  are  Bibles  and  conventicles  disallowed  ? 

Why  is  the  human  mind  refused  its  prerogative,  to 

udge  of  truth,  and  worship  God  according  to  its  own 

ivietiens  ?     Every  one  knows   that  the   Eomish 

lurch,  if  not  professedly,  yet  actually  is  the  dictator 

these  laws.     What  she  does  herself  at  Home, 

at  she  not  approve  and  counsel  at  Florence  ?    The 

i..|f-  referred  to  itself  maintains  the  wisdom  of  the 

i.  This  writer  admits  that  the  secular  and  religious 

item  ef  Florence  must  stand  or  fall  together,  and 

it  liberty  to  read  the  Bible  would  endanger  both  ! 

hat  then  must  such  a  system  be,  which  cannot 

ir  the  light  ef  God's  "Word  ?     Our  reviewer  says, 

is  »o  wonder  that  Continental  Princes  are  sus- 

licioM  of  Protestantism,  when  they  know  '  as  sure 

i  the  Jackal  attends  Hie  bolder  beast  of  prey  that 

may  share  the  spaiL  so  sure  did  the  preacher  of 

mjsy  follow  the  rebel,  and  open  his  Bible  beneath 

b  shelter  of  his  flag — tri  colon  red,  if  blood  had  not 

Ided  a  fourth  tint  to  its  stains.'     Of  course  he  did ! 

ut  why?     Because  he  could!     Protestants  believe 

is  their  duty  to    "preach  the  Gospel  to  every 

they  surround  the  door  which  Princes 

against  tliem,  and  whenever  it  is  opened  they 

ht  to  be  ready  to  rush  in.     If  those  Princes  will 

d  it  thttmselves,  these  ■  preachers  of  heresy  '  will 

•ot  wait  for  revolution.     They  wuuld  as  gladly  sell 
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their  Bibles  under  an  Imperial  or  Ducal  as  under  a 
Republican  banner.  But  if  Princes  declare  that 
God'B  Word  shall  not  approach  their  thrones,  is  it 
fanatical  to  expect  that  God  will  seine  day  cast  down 
their  thrones,  to  make  way  for  His  own  Truth  ? 

Our  reviewer  states  that  '  in  Tuscany,  a  Catholic 
and  a  Christian  are  synonymous ;  that  to  attack  the 
Catholic  religion  is  to  attempt  the  subversion  of  the 
whole  Christian  system,  with  its  moral  influence ; 
that  in  Tuscany,  though  there  has  been  full  tolera- 
tion for  strangers,  there  has  been  no  separation  of 
the  natives  into  sects.  Thus  Catholicity  has  been 
the  only  Christianity  known  in  the  country,  tie 
only  form  of  it  recognised  by  the  laws.  "Whatever 
crime  therefore  it  m:iy  be  considered  in  other  coun- 
tries, to  endeavour  to  sap  and  destroy  religion  anil 
morality,  that  in  its  full  extent  would  be  there  held 
the  estimate  of  an  attempt  to  deal  similarly  with 
Catholicity.' 

If  then  to  distribute  the  Bible  is  to  sap  Catho- 
licity, and  if  Catholicity  is  identical  in  Tuscany 
with  Christianity,  to  distribute  the  Bible  is  to  com- 
mit "  a  crime  against  religion  and  morality!"  So 
that  Bhonld  a  man  by  reading  that  book,  become  a 
Bible -ehristi  Mi  instead  of  a  Roman  Catholic,  his 
religion  and  morality  would  be  destroyed !  What 
then,  by  their  own  admission,  must  such  religion 
and  morality  be  worth  ? 

The  reviewer  referring  to  the  current  opinion  that 
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the  Madiai  were  punished  for  reading  the  Bible  as 
well  as  for  teaching  Protestantism,  says,  with  charac- 
teristic charity, — '  As  the  sentence  is  for  the  last 
only,  we  must  put  the  rest  to  the  score  of  that  moral 
impossibility  under  which  Protestantism  seems  to 
labour,  of  ever  speaking  the  truth  about  Catholics.' 
Does  then  the  writer  pretend  to  deny  the  fact  that 
reading  the  Bible  is  itself  a  crime  in  the  eyes  of 
Eomanists  ?    At  this  very  moment  many  poor  Tus- 
cans are  in  wretched  dungeons  for  no  other  offence 
than  the  possession  of  God's  "Word.    We  will  not 
allow  Eomanists  in  this  land  of  freedom,  to  shuffle 
out  of  the  charge  of  upholding  a  persecuting  and 
tyrannical  church.    If  they  profess  toleration,  their 
own  authorities   condemn   them.      If  the  Tuscan 
Government,  the  secret  springs  of  which  are  worked 
by  the  Priests,  punishes  for  reading  the  Scriptures, 
it  only  does  its  duty  in  the  eyes  of  all  consistent 
Papists.      That  there  may  be  no  doubt  on  this 
subject,    I    transcribe  the  following  authoritative 
lawB,  which  all  Eoman  Catholics  must  acknowledge 
to  be  binding.* 

In  the  Fourth  Session  of  the  Council  of  Trent, 
held  April  8,  1546—  "It  decrees,  that  in  order  to 
^strain  petulant  spirits,  no  one,  relying  on  his  own 
81011,  shall  dare  to  interpret  the  sacred  Scripture 
contrary  to  that  sense  which  holy  mother  Church, 

*  Literal  translation  of  the  canons  and  decrees  of  the  Council  of 
Treat,  4c.,  by  Theodore  Buckley,  of  Christ  Church,  Oxford.  London : 
**Uedfe*Oo. 
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■whose  it  is  to  judge  of  the  true  Bense  and  interpre- 
tation of  the  Holy  Scriptures,  hath  hold  and  dotl 
bold;  even  though  such  like  interpretations  von 
never  to  he  at  any  time  published.  They  who  shitl! 
■contravene  shall  be  punished  tcith  the  penalties  if 
law  establinhed."  It  is  further  decreed  that  nont 
ehall  print  or  eel],  or  "even  keep  by  them  any  book 
•which  has  not  boon  approved  of  by  the  ordinary: 
under  pain  of  the  anathema  and  fine-  imposed  in  ( 
canon  of  the  last  Council  of  Lateran,"  and  flat  thorn 
who  "  circulate  them  in  manuscript  without  havinj 
been  first  approved,  shall  be  subjected  to  the  sanw 
penalties  as  the  printers."  In  the  rales  "coneernin$ 
prohibited  bonks,"  it  is  decreed  that  whosoever  shal 
presume  to  rind  the  swral  Scriptures,  though  trans 
latcd  by  Catholic  author-,  without  authority  of  tbt 
Bishop  or  Inquisitor,  "let  him  not  he  able  to  ohlaii 
absolution  unless  he  has  first  given  back  the  hooka 
and  the  booksellers  who  shall  sell  the  BibJe  to  a  pel 
son  not  having  the  aforesaid  power,  arc  to  loss  1 
price  of the  lonh,am\  shall  he  subject  to  <■'/'  I 

at  the  discretion  of  the  Bishop."  Rule  IV.  (P.  :>1 
"Whosoever  shall  read  or  keep  books  interdicH 
let  him  he  twenty  pvnisfod  at  the  discretion  <>fl 
Bishops."  RuleX.  (P.  289.)  "Any  one  who  H 
read  or  keep  the  books  of  heretics,  shall  by  tlirflH 
fact,  full  under  the  penalty  of  eNmmuiiiiii<.:oti"i^M 
for  that  reason  it  may  be  lawful  to  enquire  >n^H 
proceed  against  him  as  one   suspected   of  i^H 


letidts  the  other  penalties  appointed  for  this  by  the 
Apostolic  See,  and  the  sacred  canons.  Bull  of  our 
holy  Lord  Pius  IV.  Given  at  Rome,  at  St.  Peter's, 
under  the  seal  of  the  Fisherman,  on  the  24th  day 
rfttarch,  1564.     (P.  291.) 

In  a  Bull  of  Clement  XI,  condemning  Quesnel's 
Jmsenist  New  Testament,  Louis  XIV. — the  fierce 
persecutor  of  the  Huguenots,  the  revoker  of  the 
Edict  of  Santos,  hy  whom  three  hundred  thousand 
■if  !be  best  citizens  of  France  were  driven  from  their 
homes,  while  multitudes  perished  in  prison, — this 
persecutor  is  styled  "  our  particularly  dear  Son  in 
Christ,  Louis  the  most  Christian  King  of  the  French, 
liose  extraordinary  zeal  in  defending  the  purity  of 
Ihe  Catholic  faith,  and  in  extirpating  errors — we 
mnmt  sufficiently  commend."  Then  follow  the 
;'t  one  condemned  propositions.  Among 
Uitm  are  these :  "  The  Grace  of  Jems  Christ  is 
Hceaary  for  eccrij  good  work" — "Neither  God,  nor 
"lifiori,  t»  there  tchera  charity  it  not.  The  Reading  of 
tivrti  Scriptures  t't  for  all.  To  snatch  the  A'mp 
Tatnment  out  of  the  httith  of  Christ  ant*,  is  I"  ?hut 
Ike  mouth  of  Christ  against  them."  Those,  amongst 
oilier  propositions,  arc  denounced  "  all  and  each  as 
ive  to  pious  ears,  scandalous,  pernicious, 
fcdilious,  impious,  and  blasphemous ;  and  we  com- 
BTOd  all  the  faithful  in  Christ  not  to  think  of  the 
!■  positions;  and  whosoever  shall  teach, 
pttbHsh  them  or  any  of  them,  let  him  by 
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the  very  fact,  without  other  declaration,  lie  under 
ecclesiastical  censures,  and  other  penalties  enacted 
by  law  against  those  perpetrating  such  acts." — "We 
command,  moreover,  our  venerable  brethren  the 
Bishops  and  Inquisitors  of  heretical  depravity,  that 
they  by  all  means  coerce  and  keep  in  cheek  all  con- 
tradictory and  vdrai-tory  persons  whatsoever  by  the 
above-mentioned  censures  and  penalties,  and  by  the 
other  remedies  of  law  and  fact,  the  aid  of  the  secular 
arm  being  appealed  to,  if  it  should  be  necessary." 

These  decrees  of  an  infallible  authority  place  the 
question  beyond  controversy.  The  terras  employed 
may  sound  harmless,  but  '  appealing  to  the  aid  of  tie 
secular  arm '  to  punish  heresy,  involves  all  that  we 
mean  by  persecution.  I  cannot  express  the  indigna- 
tion I  feel  at  the  sophistry  by  which  English 
Bomanista  often  endeavour  to  evade  our  charge. 
Their  church  has  never  persecuted,  it  has  only  deli- 
vered  over  offenders  to  the  magistrate !  A  judge 
might  as  well  say  he  had  not  hanged  a  thief,  but 
only  entrusted  him  to  the  tender  mercies  of  the 
executioner!  But  would  those  who  in  England 
pretead  to  be  such  lovers  of  civil  and  religious 
liberty,  use  the  same  language  in  Italy  ?  Have  they 
ever  used  it  except  when  in  a  minority?  Some 
however  have  tho  honesty  to  apeak  out.  If  any 
reader  is  offended  with  ray  thus  charging  llomauisra 
with  being  essentially  a  persecuting  system,  I  i 
him  to  the  following  quotation  from  a  Roman  Cat 


,  1    rrl, 
CVIh-.: 
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periodical,  of  high  authority.  The  "  Rambler,"  for 
September,  1851,  Part  XLV,  published  by  Burns 
and  Lambert,  in  an  article  on  Civil  and  Religious 
Liberty,  says — 

"When  you  hear  a  Catholic  orator  at  some  public 
assemblage  declaring  solemnly  that  this  is  the  most 
liumiliatiug  day  in  his  life,  when  he  ia  called  on  to 
Mend  once  more  the  glorious  principle  of  religious 
freedom— be  not  too  simple  in  your  credulity. 
These  are  bravo  ■words  but  they  meau  nothing.  lie 
U  not  talking  Catholicism,  but  nonsense  and  Pro- 
testantism. Tou  ask  if  he  were  lord  of  the  land, 
wd  you  in  a  minority,  what  would  he  do  to  you  ? 
That  would  depend  on  circumstances.  If  it  would 
lament  the  cause  of  Catholicism  he  would  tolerate 
you;  if  expedient  he  would  imprison  you,  banish  you, 
fine  you,  possibly  he  might  even  hnng  you.  But  be 
MTOred  of  one  thing,  he  would  never  tolerate  you  for 
the  sake  of  the  '  glorious  principles  of  civil  and  re- 
ligigua  liberty.'  *  *  *  Religious  liberty,  in  the 
wiee  of  a  liberty  possessed  by  every  man  to  choose 
lib  own  religion,  is  one  of  the  most  wicked  delu- 
rions  ever  foisted  on  this  age  by  the  lather  of  all 
deceit.  *  *  *  *  Shall  I  fall  in  with  this 
trainable  delusion,  and  foster  the  notion  of  my 
Winw  countrymen,  that  they  have  a  right  to  deny 
lb  troth  of  God  in  the  hope  that  I  may  throw  dust 
I,  and  get  them  to  tolerate  my  creed  ae 
*B*  of  the  many  forms  of  theological   opinion  preva- 
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lent  in  these  latter  days?  Shall  I  foster  (hat 
damnable  doi-triiic  that  Kijciiiiunisiu,  and  Calvinism, 
and  Anglicanism,  and  Judaism,  are  not  every  one 
of  them  mortal  sins  like  murder  and  adultery  ?  Shall 
I  lend  my  countenanco  to  this  unhappy  persuasion 
of  my  brother,  that  he  is  not  flying  in  the  face  of 
Almighty  God  every  day  that  he  remains  a  Pro- 
testant ?  Shall  I  hold  out  to  him  hopes  that  I  will 
not  meddle  with  his  creed,  if  he  will  not  meddle 
with  mine  ?  Shall  I  lead  him  to  think  that  religion 
is  a  matter  for  private  opinion,  and  tempt  him  to 
forget  that  he  has  no  more  right  to  his  religious 
views  than  he  has  to  my  purse,  or  my  house,  or  my 
life-blood?  No!  Catholicism  is  the  most  intolerant 
of  weeds.  It  is  intolerance  itself  for  it  is  truth 
itself.  We  might  us  rationally  believe  that  a  sane 
man  has  a  right  to  believe  that  two  and  two  do  not 
jnake  four,  as  this  theory  of  Beligious  Liberty.  Its 
impiety  is  only  equalled  by  its  absurdity."  English- 
men !  beware  of  the  system  which  Papists  arc  sparing 
no  pains  to  render  triumphant  in  our  land  !  Imitate 
not  their  intolerance  :  let  no  mrm  suffer  aa  a  citizen 
for  his  religious  opinious :  remember  that  whatever 
bears  the  aspect  of  harshness  towards  Romanism 
will  only  aid  its  spread  :  but  spare  no  pains  to  ex- 
pose its  errors,  and  let  those  who  cannot  appreciate 
your  religious  arguments,  know  assuredly  that  the 
pvedominiinco  of  Popery  must  universally 
death  of  liberty. 
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tscan  government  continues  to  act  on  sound 
principles.  As  I  write,  the  Tvmes  of 
(September  2d)  informs  me  that  a  young 
ady,  of  gentle  birth,  travelling  with  her 
id  sister  has  just  been  seized  at  Lucca  and 
ffison  for  giving  away  a  copy  of  the  Bible 
the  Pilgrim's  Progress  in  Italian!  The 
I' Affaires,  both  of  England  and  America*, 
onstrated  in  vain !  The  law  she  is-  accused 
ng,  enacts  that  whoever  circulcates  works 
the  Boman  Catholic  faith,  shall  be  con- 
to  hard  labor  in  gaol  for  not  less  than  five 
3  then  the  Bible  and  the  Pilgrim's  Progress, 
e  to  the  Boman  Catholic  faith  I  What  an 
i !  And  a  delicate  young  lady,  for  obeying 
felt  to  be  a  Divine  instinct  and  a  Divine 
,  to  spread  the  truth  of  God,  may  spend 
s  in  the  hard  labour  of  a  common  prison ! 
japes,  it  will  be  owing,  not  to  any  remission 
w,  but  merely  to  the  fact  of  her  possessing 
friends.  But  the  poor  Florentines ! 
is  forbiddal  of  the  Bible  is  in  a  worldly 
>st  wise.  Would  it  not  be  suicidal  in  a 
)  sanction  a  book  which  in  every  page  con- 
s  arrogant  pretensions,  and  its  complicated 
es — which  teaches  in  terms  a  little  child 
erstand,  that  a  sinner  may  be  saved  without 
f  any  other  Priest,  than  Jesus;  and  needing 
glc  mass  to  escape  from  purgatory,  may  die 
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c  of  at  once  being  "  present  with 
Lord,"  by  virtue  of  "the  blood  which  clean 
from  ALL  sin!?"  And  would  it  not  be  suic 
also  for  any  tyrant  government  to  allow  the  circ 
tion  of  a  book,  than  which  no  volume  was  over  wri 
more  adapted  to  nurture  a  spirit  of  freedom  sue! 
must  eventually  snap  asunder  every  chain  ?  Ecai 
fully  lias  a  Hard  of  the  working  classes  whom  Si 
land  need  not  blush,  to  place  side  by  side  with  Bui 
(though  if  purity  be  an  element  in  real  poetry, 
occupies  a  far  higher  rank} — beautifully  has 
illustrated  this  sentiment  in  his  Ode,  entitled  "1 
Ha'  Bible."* 

"  0  !  I  could  worship  thee  ? 

Thou  sirl  [i  j' it!  :i  (J ml  of  love  miL-lit  give; 
For  love,  and  hope,  and  joy, 

In  thy  AlmiErhty-wrttti'H  [ages  liva: — 

The  Slave  ivlu>  ri'UiL-  -hull  ueicr  crunch  sixain  ; 

For,  mind-inspired  by  Ihce,  he  bursts  his  feeble  chi 

And,  Father,  Thou  hast  spread 
Before  men's  eyes  this  Charter  of  the  Free, 

That  AS  Thy  Book  might  rend, 
And  Justice  love,  and  Truth,  and  Liberty  : 

The  Gift  was  unto  men— the  giver  God, 
Thou  Slave  !  it.  stamps  line  Slim — go  spurn  thy  m 

Thou  doubly- precious  Book! 
Unto  Thy  light  what  doth  not  Scotland  owe!- 
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Thou  teachest  Age  to  die, 

And  Youth  in  truth  unsullied  up  to  grow ! 
In  lowly  homes  a  Comforter  art  thou — 
A  Sunbeam  sent  from  God — an  everlasting  bow ! " 


will  not  join  in  the  prayer  of  the  last  line  of 
ie  poem,  extending  it  to  every  part  of  the  Empire ; 
'May  Britain  reverence  aye — The  BIBLE  of  the 


M» 


CHAPTER  IX. 

FLORENCE   TO   ROME.* 

u  Wednesday,  March  16. — Our  last  day  in  Florence ! 
^e  visited  the  Uflizi  for  a  parting  glance  at  some  of 
fr  favourite  pictures  and  statues.  On  my  way  I 
Ught  a  beautiful  bunch  of  lilies  of  the  valley. 
ie  flowers  were  a  daily  charm.  The  country  peo- 
*  stand  in  the  streets  with  baskets  full  of  mignio- 
tte,  violets,  roses,  &c,  which,  though  so  early  in 
fc  year,  are  sold  for  a  mere  trifle.  I  was  seldom 
thout  a  nosegay.  One  morning  as  we  drove  past 
flower  girl  with  her  large  Leghorn  hat  on  her 
*ad,  and  her  fragrant  basket  on  her  arm,  she  dex.- 
tously  threw  a  bunch  of  violets  into  the  carriage, 
suppose  she  had  seen  my  admiring  glance  at  her 
tares.    I  was  so  pleased  with  her  kindness  that  I 

*  For  this  entire  chapter  I  am  indebted  to  the  *  journal.' 


a  people  who  hate  him. 

""We  were  very  sorry  to  leave  beautiful  Floi 
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stopped  the  carriage  to  pay  her  some  trifling  coin,  oft 
which  she  insisted  on  my  taking  two  other  bunches, 
and  then,  with  such  a  smile,  bid  us  farewell. 

"  I  was  very  much  struck  with  the  ominous  silemos 
as  the  Grand  Duke  drove  along  the  streets.  Not  I J 
hat  was  taken  oif,  nor  any  mark  of  respect  paid.  One  i 
would  think  he  must  be  very  miserable  to  rule  oreM 

)reoMsl 
and  our  comfortable  'Hotel  de  York.'    But  Boofll 
was  before  us  !    In  two  hours  we  were  in  Leghorn.  1 
After  dinner  at  the  Hotel  de  Nord,  we  got  out  onr:; 
glees,  and  being  alone  in  the  Salle-a-manger  wew| 
enjoying  a  pleasant  sing,  when  a  gentleman  and  twi^ 
ladies  entered.    We  at  once  stopped,  but  they  beg- 
ged us  to  proceed,  saying  they  were  English,  residing 
in  Italy,  and  had  been  charmed  by  hearing  theoH 
familiar  airs  of  home.  We  found  that  they  personaflf 
knew  the  Madiai,  of  whose  liberation  they  were  tb# 
first  to  inform  us.      They  had  come  in  haste  fc> 
Leghorn,  hoping  to  see  them  before  sailing,  but  taa> 
ship  had  gone,  taking  them  to  Marseilles  pennile* 

and  friendless.     Mr.  ,  however,  determine! 

to  follow  them  by  the  next  steamer.  The  evening 
was  spent  talking  of  those  and  other  unfortunate 
ones  whom  the  E.  Catholics  are  persecuting  9C 
cruelly.  It  is  really  difficult  to  be  charitatibfe 
towards  those  who  manifest  such  intense  bigotrf  • 
When  I  hear  of  that  church  rebuking  those  who  thnJ 
act,  I  shall  alter  my  o^imo^X^x^^c^^^ 
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'Thursday,  March  17.  There  was  a  strong  wind 
i  morning,  and  poor  N.,  who  is  such  a  bad  sailor, 
with  dismay  the  ships  in  the  harbour,  tossing 
it  in  good  earnest.  After  breakfast  we  went  to 
•okseller's,  where,  having  made  a  few  purchases, 
asked  the  good  man  if  he  had  a  Nuovo  Testa- 
to.  He  handed  us  a  little  pamphlet  containing  a 
Scripture  stories.  On  repeating  our  demand,  ho 
k  his  head,  and  told  us  it  was  prohibited.  Thus 
igain  proved  that  it  is  a  book  which  the  Priests 
id  to  be  sold. 

At  five  o'clock  we  were  on  board.  The  packet 
ng  come  from  Marseilles  full  of  passengers,  all  the 
is  and  the  sofas  were  engaged  in  the  ladies* 
1,  in  which,  besides  adults,  there  were  a  number 
ildren.  So  I  was  glad  to  secure  a  resting-place 
e  second  cabin,  in  which  happily,  there  were 

two  other  persons.  Many  tourists  like  our- 
s  were  on  board.  Two  Franciscan  monks  and 
priests  were  also  on  their  way  to  Eome.  The 
shone  splendidly,  and  we  resolved  to  take  a 
on  deck,  and  enjoy  a  little  toss.  But  the 
lent  we  rounded  the  pier,  such  a  tremendous  sea 
us  !  "We  were  so  engulphed,  that  for  a  moment 
mght  we  should  never  rise.  The  next  instant 
ve  swept  over  the  deck,  and  drenched  everybody, 
xmnct,  dress,  everything  was  soaked.  I  tried 
ko  refuge  in  the  cabin,  but  this  was  no  easy 

as  the  deck  was  covered  with  water,  and  the 
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ship  rolled  very  much.     However  with  the  help  of 
N.  and  C.  I  accomplished  it,  with  the  greatest  diffi- 
culty.    You  eati  imagine  what  a  doleful,  dripping 
state  I  was  in  when  I  got  into  the  cabin  !    One  of  tho 
passengers  soon  hecamc  very  ill,  so  I  sat  as  far  off  as 
I  could,  upon  the  small  sofa,  which  I  shared  with 
a  little  French  maid,  for  I  durst  not  enter  a  berth. 
There  we  sat  as  the  vessel  rolled  about,  a  wave  now 
and  then  thumping  it  so  violently,  that  we  fcS  ■ 
if  striking  on  a  rock,  aud  the  planks  groaned  and 
squeaked  as  if  they  were  going  to  pieces.     N.  had 
disappeared,   ill.      I  began  to  feel  poorly  myself,  and 
with  a  pillow  and  cloak  had   contrived  a  resting- 
place  for  my  head,  when  it  was  suddenly  drenchetl 
hy  a  wave  which  entered  the  sky-light,   and  mnd** 
the  floor  half  an  inch  deep  in  water.     So  I  had  to 
sit  with  my  toes  only  resting  on  it.    This  inundatic**3 
was  repeated    several    times.      I  never  passed  ^^ 
terrible  a  night. 

"Friday,  March  18.  At  eight  o'clock  I  was  ovc*"' 
joyed  to  find  we  were  in  the  harbour  of  Civi.** 
Veechia.  I  was  a  perfect  object :  as  pale  as  a  ver*"T 
yellow  ghost ;  my  hair  in  an  awful  state  of  dishevt^^" 
menf; ;  my  bonnet  the  most  ludicrous  affair,  havU3!! 
been  drenched  several  times,  and  bent  in  all  dir^** 
tions.  I  could  attempt  no  tidying  in  that  cab»iB' 
so  I  crept  on  deck,  feeling  as  miserable  as  I  m"*15' 
have  looked.  It  was  no  satisfaction  to  find  tli*' 
the  ladies  of  the  other  cabin  had  fared  still  wor**' 
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Three  whole  hours  we  had  to  wait,  while  passports 
and  bills  of  health  were  examined.  What  a 
tedious  three  hours  it  was;  and  how  we  longed 
for  a  clean  room,  soap,  hot  water,  a  comb  and 
brush,  and  a  cup  of  tea!  Though  we  were  in 
the  ancient  port  of  Trajan,  and  felt  almost  within 
sight  of  Rome,  such  was  my  exhaustion,  that  I 
looked  about  with  the  most  profound  indifference, 
and  could  not  make  myself  feel  enthusiastic.  When 
permission  was  given  to  land,  there  was  such  a 
demand  for  boats,  and  the  luggage  was  so  difficult  to 
get  at,  that  we  were  delayed  a  considerable  time 
longer.  At  last  the  happy  moment  arrived,  and  I 
felt  thankful  to  get  to  the  wretched  inn,  and  have 
the  opportunity  of  refreshing  myself. 

"Everything  was  in  most  intense  confusion;  such 
»  multitude  of  travellers — such  a  fuss  in  passing  the 
custom  house — such  a  number  of  diligences  pre- 
paring for  Rome,  that  I  felt  grateful  indeed  when 
*e  were  all  three  seated  together  in  a  comfortable 
toupee.  We  were  considerably  refreshed,  and  began 
to  enjoy  ourselves.  This  mode  of  travelling  was 
juito  luxurious  after  our  voyage.  We  were  much 
totertainei  by  our  postilion,  who  cracked  his  whip 
tod  made  his  horses  gallop  in  fine  style,  continually 
turning  round  with  an  air  of  triumph,  and  laughing 
boisterously  when  he  saw  we  were  pleased.  The 
harness  was  of  a  most  barbarous  description,  rope 
applying  the  place  of  leather.     The  horses  were  a 
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great  distance  apart,  and  we  were  highly  amuse*-*/  * 
see  them  going  one  in  this  direction,  and  on.^  *** 
unother.  Still  we  got  on  very  quickly,  preceded  a****  j 
followed  hy  other  vehicles. 

"We  were  now  traversing  the  Campagna.    Itwi* 
desolation,  varied  only  hy  a  few  miserable  tiitif 
dwellings  where    we    changed  horses.     We  so**'' 
began  to  be  in  the  greatest  excitement  as  to  ivfaft 
we  should  get  the  first  glimpse  of  the  great  cftf 
which  had  been  our  chief  thought  for  the  last  flX"<jj 
months.      Every  stone  seemed  fraught  with  the 
history  of   the  past,   and    so    many    recollection! 
crowded  on  my  mind  that  I  could  think  of  no  one 
thing  distinctly.    At  last  we  all  caught  sight  of  the  j 
Dome  of  S.  Peter's  towering  majestically  through 
the  dim  twilight. 

"  Our  fatigue  now  seemed  entirely  gone.    I  made 
my  eyes  ache  with  staring  through  the  dusk  to  see 
some  other  part  of  '  the  Mobe  of  Nations,'  as  Byroo 
beautifully  and  appropriately  calls  Eome.    We  en- 
tered the  city  by  the  Janiculum,  and  passed  close  to     j 
S.  Peters  under  the  shadow  of  its  superb  colonnade. 
Then  we  came  in  sight  of  the  Castle  of  S.  Angelo, 
whose  great  round  form  was  so  familiar  to  us  by 
pictures,  that  we  knew  it  at  once.    Then  we  crossed 
the  old  Tiber,  and  threading  some  narrow  streets, 
stopped  at  the  diligence  office,  expecting  as  a  matter 
of  course,  that  carriages  would  be  in  attendance  to 
convey  passengers  to  their  lodgings.    But  alas,  none 
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were  to  be  had !     So  we  engaged  a  porter  to  wheel 
our  luggage,  and  tired  as  we  were,  between  nine  and 
ten  o'clock,   we  went  through  strange  and  dark 
streets  in  quest  of  an  hotel.     We  called  at  several 
in  Tain.     All  were  quite  full.     When  fairly  wearied 
out,  we  luckily  found  a  coach  and  drove  to  some 
lodgings  of  which  we  had  heard.     They  were  most 
filthy,  and  the  owner  demanded  fifteen  scudi,  more 
than  three  jtounds  for  one  night !     At  length,  in 
despair,  we  drove  to  a  gentleman's  to  whom  we  had 
letters  of  introduction,  thinking  he  might  recommend 
Q8  what  to  do.      Alas,  after  considerable  difficulty 
With  the  sleepy  man  who  answered  the  bell,  we 
learnt  he  had  gone  to  bed.     "We  drove  to  another 
letter-of-introduction  friend,  but  could  make  no  one 
tear  though  we  knocked  and  rang  vehemently.     At 
length,  nearly  at  midnight,  we  were  so  fortunate  as 
to  find  rooms  in  the  hotel  Serny.    It  was  so  late  that 
y?e  could  only  get  a  little  coffee  with  a  limited  sup- 
ply of  bread  and  butter,  but  for  this  I  was  thankful, 
as  it  had  the  good  quality  of  being  very  clean.     Our 
rooms  were  as  comfortable  as  could  be,   and  the 
linen  snowy  white.     I  never  before  felt  so  grateful 
for  a  roof  to  shelter  me. 

u  Saturday y  March  19.  As  soon  as  I  awoke,  I 
pulled  from  under  my  pillow  and  read  aloud,  those 
beautiful  lines  of  Rogers  in  which  he  describes  his 
feelings  when  he  first  visited  this  city.  They  quite 
expressed  our  own. 
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44 1  am  in  Borne !    Oft  as  the  morning  ray 
Visits  these  eyes,  waking  at  once  I  cry, 
Whence  this  excess  of  joy  ?    What  has  befallen  me 
And  from  within  a  thrilling  voice  replies, 
Thou  art  in  Rome !    A  thousand  busy  thoughts 
Rush  on  my  mind,  a  thousand  images ; 
And  I  spring  up,  as  girt  to  run  a  race ! 

Thou  art  in  Rome !  the  city  that  so  long 
Reigned  absolute,  the  mistress  of  the  world ; 
The  mighty  vision  that  the  prophets  saw 
And  trembled ;  that  from  nothing,  from  the  least 
The  lowliest  village  (what  but  here  and  there 
A  reed- roofed  cabin  by  a  river  side  ?) 
Grew  into  every  thing :  and,  year  by  year, 
Patiently,  fearlessly,  working  her  way 
O'er  brook  and  field,  o'er  continent  and  sea, 
Not  like  the  merchant  with  his  merchandize, 
Or  traveller  with  staff  and  scrip  exploring, 
But  hand  to  hand,  and  foot  to  foot,  thro'  hosts, 
Through  nations  numberless  in  battle-array, 
Each  behind  each,  each,  when  the  other  fell, 
Up  and  in  arms,  at  length  subdued  them  all. 

Thou  art  at  Rome !  the  city  where  the  Gauls, 
Entering  at  sun-rise  through  her  open  gates, 
And,  thro'  her  streets  silent  and  desolate, 
Marching  to  slay,  thought  they  saw  Gods,  not  men 
The  city  that  by  temperance,  fortitude, 
And  love  of  glory,  towered  above  the  clouds, 
Then  fell — but,  falling  kept  the  highest  seat, 
And  in  her  loneliness,  her  pomp  of  woe, 
Where  now  she  dwells,  withdrawn  into  the  wild, 
Still  o'er  the  mind  maintains,  from  age  to  age, 
Her  empire  undiminished ! 

And  I  am  there !  " 
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a  hurry  to  be  dressed.  It  was  such  a  treat 
d  my  worn  out  travelling  gear,  and  dip  into 
)f  fresh  things,  and  to  feel  that  we  were  not 
i  directly,  but  were  to  stay  to  drink  in  the 
which  hangs  over  every  inch  of  ground,  and 
y  my  clothes  in  drawers  to  feel  settled 
!  N.  went  to  the  post  and  brought  three 
rhich  we  greedily  read.  They  were  indeed 
it  prelude  to  the  day. 

is  very  late  when  we  breakfasted,  for  fatigued 
d  been,  our  night  was  a  very  long  one.  "We 
»ve  through  the  modern  city,  and  left  our 
s  letters  of  introduction  at  their  various 
ons.  "We  dined  at  a  Trattoria  in  the  Piazza 
la,  where  we  met  an  American  artist  with 
e  got  into  pleasant  conversation.  He  kindly 
o  guide  us  to  the  Capitol.  I  shall  never 
e  solemn  feeling  I  had,  on  coming  suddenly 
of  the  arch  of  Septimius  Severus.  It  was 
of  the  ruins  of  old  Rome  I  had  seen;  it 
)  eloquent  in  its  desolation,  and  the  twilight, 
ing  on,  added  to  the  effect.  "We  now  caught 
the  three  famous  columns,  and  the  Temple 
ine,  and  the  pillar  of  Phocas,  and  the 
of  Constantine.  "We  walked  on  the  Via 
Every  step  was  classic  ground.  "We  passed 
c  Arch  of  Titus  and  gazed  with  wonder  and 
it  the  bass-reliefs  representing  the  golden 
ck  carried  in  the  triumphal  procession  of 
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the  Roman  Emperor.  We  still  wandered  on  at  the 
base  of  the  Palatine,  beneath  the  ruins  of  the  Pslsiu 
of  the  C'msars,  to  the  Coliseum.  "We  entered  !!■ 
T  was  quite  overpowered  by  seeing  so  much  nil  at 
once.  I  felt  I  could  not  feel  enough.  It  was  over- 
whelming. There  was  more  than  could  be  grasped- 
As  it  was  now  almost  dark,  we  returned  through 
some  narrow  streets  to  our  Inn,  where  our  Tery 
kind  friend,  Mr.  M.,  to  whom  we  had  a  letter  of 
introduction,  called  on  us  with  tickets  for  S.  Peter's 
the  next  day,  and  with  oli'ers  of  assistance  in  obtain- 
ing lodgings.     I  shall  not  soon  forget  his  kindness". 

[In  the  following  chapters  on  Home,  I  have 
arranged  together  similar  subjects,  instead  of  giving 
a  history  of  each  day's  obseivations.  It  was  only 
owing  to  the  accident  of  our  arriving  on  the  eve  of 
Iloly  Week,  that  our  first  attention  was  chiefly  paid 
to  religious  ceremonies.  But  as  ancient  and  Pugan 
Rome,  naturally  precedes  modern  and  eccleslaatiw 
Home,  the  narrative  of  our  second  day.  Palm  Smithy, 
must  be  looked  for  after  the  next  Hook,  which  «ill 
he  devoted  entirely  to  classical  antiquities.] 
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ANCIENT    ROME 


CHAPTEE    I. 


VIEW   FROM   THE   CAPITOL. 


t  pilgrim  to  Borne  is  not  impatient  to  climb  the 
tol?  Not  only  as  the  central  point  of  classic 
est,  but  as  commanding  the  most  comprehensive 

of  the  city,  this  is  deservedly  the  first  object  of 
ction.  Our  lodgings  were  within  a  few  yards 
te  Piazza  del  Popolo.  Standing  in  the  centre, 
ith  the  old  obelisk,  just  within  the  Flaminian 

we  look  along  the  straight  line  of  the  old 
linian  way,  which  stretches  across  the  ancient 
)us  Martius.  It  is  now  called  the  Corso,  and  is 
principal  street  in  the  modern  city.  "We  look 
igh  a  vista  of  palaces,  churches,  and  variously 
d  houses,  the  view  being  closed  at  the  distance 
jarly  a  mile,  by  a  mass  of  lofty  buildings  sur- 
ited  by  a  tall  slender  tower,  bearing  on  its 
lit  an  image  of  Roma  Christiana.  This  is  the 
ol! 
e  are  soon  at  the  spot — climb  its  hundred  steps 
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— cross  its  open  square  flanked  by  the  modern  struc- 
tures of  M.  Angelo — and  enter  a  large  building,  the  . 
lower  part  of  which,  with  its  massive  Etruscan 
masonry,  invites  us  as  we  pass,  to  stop  and  hear  it 
talk  to  us  of  the  old  republic.  But  we  cannot  now 
examine  the  separate  objects  of  interest  around  na>  < 
nor  can  we  confine  our  thoughts  to  the  thrilling 
memories  which  the  very  name  '  THE  CAPITOL* 
recalls, — for  we  are  eager  to  feast  on  the  unrivalled 
panorama,  which  every  steep  stair  we  ascend  is  var 
rolling  more  widely  for  our  inspection.  Now  it 
bursts  on  us  in  all  its  marvellous  extent  and  beantji 
as  we  step  out  on  the  roof  of  the  lofty  tower. 

Rome  lies  round  about  us — the  shattered  rmflr 
which  have  survived  the  rude  assaults  of  twenty 
centuries — churches  and  convents  which  elsewhett 
would    be  ancient,   reared  on  the  foundations  of 
demolished  temples — gloomy  towers  of  the  middle 
ages — and  the  domes,  palaces,  and  hovels  of  modtf* 
times !     Of  all  spots  on  the  globe,  Jerusalem  e** 
excepted,  the  one  we  look  upon  is  more  intimately 
bound  up  than  any  other,  with  the  history  of  A* 
past — has  been  trodden  by  a  larger  number  of  iflttt*  j 
trious  men — and  has  had  a  greater  influence  onfl* 
character  and  condition  of  the  world.    The  city  wtfk 
whose  name  such  thrilling  associations  had  been  eoH" 
nected  from  our  childhood— the  city  of  Bomulus  att<* 
the  kings,  of  Brutus  and  the  consuls,  of  Caesar  an<* 
the  emperors — the  city  of  Scipio,  and  Gracchus,  an** 
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jito— of  Cicero,  and  Virgil,  and  Horace — the  city  of 
Paul  iind  the  early  Christian  martyrs — -the  city  of 
:  Popes — the  heart  of  that  vast  system  of  eccle- 
•stical  sovereignty  as  extensive  as  was  ever  Rome's 
nporal  dominion — whence  decrees  go  forth  which 
:  obeyed  beyond  the  Indus  and  on  the  banks  of 
!  Missiaippi,  in  regions  more  remote  than  ever 
anbled  beneath  the  trump  of  imperial  legions — 
is  mighty  city  of  the  seven  hills,  lay  spread  out 
tore  ns. 

having  for  some  time  gazed  vacantly  at  the  whole 
me,  with  emotions  two  deep  for  expression,  let  us 
i¥  examine  in  detail  the  objects  of  principal  in- 
rest.  And  first  of  all,  we  of  course  look  for  the 
DRUM  !  It  is  immediately  below  us  as  we  stand 
the  S.E.  Modern  structures  shunning  intru- 
i  its  sacredness,  have  reverently  left  it  in  its 
tojestie  desolation.  Triumphal  arches,  whose  mar- 
t\  no  longer  white,  is  eloquent  with  the  stains  of 
arly  two  thousand  years — broken  columns  which 
CB  formed  the  porticoes  of  majestic  temples— vast 
asses  of  brickwork,  substructions  of  edifices  which 
its  long  disappeared — shattered  pavements  trodden 
'  renowned  heroes  and  orators  in  the  days  of  old — 
we  are  the  objects  which  mark  the  spot  which 
U  the  heart  of  Rome,  as  Rome  itself  was  the  heart 
the  world.  From  the  temple  of  Jupiter  Tonans 
our  feel,  we  trace  the  Sac-Ted  Way,  the  path  of 
■  •;■-)'  the  arch  of  R.  Sevems,  through  the 
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Forum,  anil  beneath  the  arch  of  Titus,  which  carries 
us  back  in  thought  to  iSnlomon,  to  Moses,  and  to  the 
very  infancy  of  our  race.  Beyond  is  the  mighty 
mass  of  the  Colosseum,  that  mountain  memorial  of 
Itoman  power  and  Roman  cruelty.  Still  looking 
forward  we  see  the  Papal  palace  and  church  of  the 
Latcran,  beyond  which  spreads  the  vast  verdant  ex- 
panse of  the  Campagna,  dotted  with  ruins,  and 
traversed  by  long  lines  of  ruined  aqueducts.  The 
beautiful  Alhan  mount,  once  crowned  with  tlie 
stately  temple  of  tiie  Latian  Jove,  the  massive  foun- 
dations of  which  may  yet  be  distinguished,  obflsi 
the  view.  All  this,  and  much  more,  is  em 
one  glance,  within  a  very  small  angle,  without  tin- 
least  inclination  of  the  eyes  from  the  straight  line 
along  which  we  are  supposed  to  look  ! 

Let  us  now  endeavour  to  make  out  the  seven  hills. 
From   the   disappointment   expressed   by  other  ttt- 
vellers,  I  had  expected  to  be  unable,  without  great 
difficulty,  to  discover  any  hills  at  all.     I  ra  agree- 
ably surprised  to  find  them  so  elenrly  defined.     J7". nir 
of  them  enclose  the  valley  of  the  Forum.   The  Capitdj 
on  which  we  stand,  bounds  it  to  the  N.  W.  ami  is.  still » 
steep  and  lofty  rock  in  spite  of  the  aceiimn 
soil  and  ruins  below.     To  our  right,  bounding  iV 
Forum  on  the  S.W,  is  the  Palatine,  scarped 
with  ancient  walls  of  solid  brickwork,  ai  ■ 
with  the  ruined  palaces  of  the  CiEsara.     AI  iti  \t»  •■, 
according  to  the  tradition,  the  twin  brot 
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tckled  by  the  Wolf  and  discovered  by  Faustulus  in 
le  deep  cave  Lupercal,  consecrated  by  Evander  to 
'In,  whose  shameless  festival,  the  Lupercalia,  was 
M.  there  every  spring.  "We  recall  the  words  which 
Bhakspere  puts  into  the  mouth  of  M.  Anthony,  who 
n  Consul  and  High  Priest  of  Pan,  naked  save  a 
narrow  girdle  of  goat  skin,  entered  the  Forum  and 
Wing  harangued  the  people,  presented  a  crown  to 


"You  all  did  sec  that  on  the  Lupercal 
I  thrice  presented  him  a  kingly  crown, 
Which  he  did  thrice  refuse.     Was  this  ambition  ? " 

On  that  hill  Romulus  watched  for  the  augury — 
toffle  he  founded  his  infant  state — there  in  after 
times  was  the  house  of  Cicero,  burnt  in  the  popular 
commotion  excited  against  him  by  Clodius, — there 
the  Emperors  built  their  stately  palaces,  and  there 
Sero,  surpassing  all  in  despotic  splendour,  erected 
lis  •  golden  house.'  Now,  with  the  exception  of  a 
modern  dwelling,  built  by  an  Englishman  with 
cgregiously  bad  taste,  resembling  a  Chinese  Pagoda, 
to  the  midst  of  solemn  ruins,  and  rejoicing  in  tho 
classical  designation  The  Villa  Milk — with  this 
exception,  the  Palatine  is  "waste,  without  in- 
habitant." Vineyards  and  cabbage  gardens  are 
cultivated  in  the  spaces  between  the  ruins  whoso 
Mattered  arches  and  massive  walls,  which  once  echoed 
to  the  tread  of  the  Masters  of  the  world,  are  now 


overgrown  with  weeds  and  briars.  Enclosing  £lie 
Forum  in  the  distance,  towards  the  S.E.  is  the 
Ccelian,  conspicuous  hy  tho  magnificent  church  of 
St.  John  Lateran;  while  on  our  left,  and  of  course 
bounding  the  Forum  on  the  N.E.  is  the  Esquiline,  on 
the  edge  of  which,  just  above  the  Colosseum,  are  the 
'Baths  of  Titus,'  while  its  more  distant  extremity  is 
crowned  hy  the  Chureh  of  S.  Maria  Muggiore. 

If  now  we  turn  a  little  to  the  right,  and  look  down 
the  valley  between  ourselves  and  tho  Palatine,  ire 
see  the  Arch  of  Janus,  the  beautiful  Temple  of 
Vesta,  and  the  windings  of  the  Tiber,  up  which 
JEneas  and  his  companions  sailed  when  they  were 
beheld  by  Evandor  from  his  Arcadian  Village.  Rising; 
abruptly  from  the  river-banks  is  the  rocky  A  venting 
the  legendary  station  of  Remus,  the  allotted  resi- 
dence of  tho  Plebs,  consecrated  by  the  memory  *f 
Gracchus,  now  covered  wi'-h  Convents  and  Cypresses 
The  valley  between  it  and  the  Palatine  witnessed  the 
"  Itape  of  the  Sabiues,"  being  the  site  of  the  ancient 
gameB  of  Romulus,  and  subsequently  of  the  Circus 
Haximus.  Within  this  vast  intramural  space,  stood 
the  chief  part  nf  the  ancient  city.  What  once  teenwil 
with  life,  would  for  the  most  part  be  now  a  solitude, 
but  for  a  convent  planted  here  and  there  amidst  the 
desolation. 

Turning  to  the  northern  sido  of  the  tower,  wc  «e 
the  habitations  of  the  modern  Romans,  crowding  the 
Campus  Martins.     Just   below   us,    the  Colons)  |( 
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all  its  beauty,  rises  from  his  ruined  Forum, 
is  the  Quirinal,  crowned  by  the  summer 
be  Popes,  between  which  and  the  Esquiline, 
e  the  Viminal,  the  only  one  of  the  seven 
were  unable  to  recognise.  Among  the 
ous  roofs  of  private  dwellings,  we  dis- 
ie  Column  of  Antoninus,  the  vast  Dome 
intheon,  and  the  towers  and  cupolas  of 
ed  churches.  The  city  is  bounded  in  this 
jy  the  Pincian-hill,  the  scene  of  Nero's 
j  the  fashionable  drive  of  the  citizens, 
little  more  to  the  west,  and  standing  with 

to  the  Roman  Forum,  we  see  the  great 
er  of  Hadrian's  Mausoleum  on  the  opposite 
te  Tiber.  A  little  beyond  is  the  huge 
e  Vatican,  whose  thunders  have  so  often 
ones,  and  whose  authority  still  binds  the 
3  of  millions.  Adjoining  it,  is  '  the  most 
t  temple  ever  reared  to  the  worship  of  the 
lilt  on  the  site  of  Nero's  gardens  and 
tre,  where  so  many  christian  martyrs  ex- 
ony,  burning  within  their  shirt  of  pitch 
ite  the  night,  or  torn  by  wild  beasts  amidst 
ttions   of  a  frenzied  populace.     Here,  ac- 

tradition,  is  the  last  resting  place  of  the 
Int  Peter,  above  which,  the  Dome  of  M# 
lat  grandest    of   sepulchral    monuments, 

reposeful  statelincss.  Beyond  it  is  the 
ticano  which  according  to  Horace,  echoed 
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back  the  plaudits  accorded  in  Poinpey's  theatre  to  bis 
patron  Maecenas.  In  front  of  ns  is  the  Janiculum, 
whence  Porsenna  threatened  the  existence  of  the 
infant  republic,  and  as  we  look  first  on  it,  then  at  the 
Yellow  Tiber  flowing  beneath,  we  call  to  mind  the 
heroism  of  Horatius, — 

'How  valiantly  lie  ktpt  the  Dridge 
In  the  brave  dap  of  old' — 

and  the  stern  self-devotion  of  Mucins,  and  the  hardy- 
daring  of  Ckelia  ;iml  her  fellow  hustugi's,  when,  eacap  — 
ing  from  the  Etruscan  camp,  they  swam  the  swollen*, 
tide.  But  this  hill  has  more  thrilling  memories,  for 
tradition  says  that  on  yonder  spot,  occupied  in  cona.- 
memoration  of  the  event  by  the  church  of  S.  Pietx"«i 
in  Montorio,  the  Apostle  was  crucified  with  his  beai  <l 
downwards.  Bear  to  this  is  the  gate  by  which  itit 
French  entered  the  city  at  its  last  siege,  when  ttie 
feeble  republic  was  crushed  by  the  mighty  one  who» 
example  it  had  presumed  to  emulate. 

Extending  now  our  view  beyond  the  city,  to  t"ic 
vast  plain  and  mountains,  we  see  the  hills  of  Etrmrin 
closing  the  prospect  on  the  JS.W.  Just  outside  tic 
walls  on  the  north,  is  the  picturesque  Monte  Max-i°. 
crowned  with  villas,  pines,  and  cypresses;  while  "i 
the  far  distance,  rising  in  isolated  grandeur  from  the 
plain,  is  the  classical  Monte  di  S.  Silvestro,  the  fffl» 
mvc  candidum  Soracto  of  Horace.  To  tho  K.E. 
the  beautiful  range  of  the  Sabine  hills,  with  tl 
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wooded  glens,  and  their  purple  summits  varie- 
ded  with  patches  of  snow.  There,  perched  on  a 
■iy  slope  above  its  ravine,  is  heautiful  Tivoli,  the 
Meat  Tibur,  where  (he  grandees  of  old  Rome  had 
heir  til m ni pr  palaces,  and  in  whose  shady  groves, 

I  by  the  cool  hanks  of  whose  plunging  cataract  the 

■I  so  loved  to  linger  and  to  muse. 

Circa  nomua  utiuique 
Tiburis  ripas  operosa  parvus 
Cir/mina  fliigo.  [Gar.  If.  2. 

croud  Tivoli  we  catch  the  summit  of  ST.  Genaro, 

i«  Lticrotilis  of  Horace.     Along  the  plain  flows  the 

[u  juiu  the  Tiber,  diviiliiiir  in  its  course  the  ter- 

ary  of  Latiuiu,  from  that  of  the  Sabines.  Through 

pip  in  the  hills  we  look  to  an  immense  distance, 

the  site  of  the  ancient  cities  of  Gtibii  and  Collatia 

Pulestrina,  the  Frigidum  /Vrrwcsfi;  which  competed 

tli  Tibur  and  Baiio  for  the  Poet's  visits,  and  to  the 

■ppused  locality  of  the  Lake  Eegillus,  where  the 

Divinities  aided  new-born  liberty,  in  resisting 

tin  the  Proud.  In  this  direction  we  see  Mount 

gidus,    sacred   to    Diana,  another  locality    made 

iliar  to  ns  by  Horace,  and  we  think  how  often 

old  Romans  looked   defiantly  from   this   very 

it'll  to  that  very    hill,    whereon    as   a  favorite 

lag-hold,  so  frequently  lay  encamped  thoir  sturdy 

i  foes.     Farther  to  the  south  is  the  Alban 

on  which  we  were  uever  weary  of  gazing, 
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bo  picturesque  is  its  form,  so  etherial  its  hue,  so 
thrilling  its  historical  interest.     On  one  of  its  em- 
inences are  the  ruins  of  ancient  Tusculum,  so  long 
Home's  formidable  rival,  consecrated  by  having  been 
the  favourite  residence  of  Cicero,  and  the  scene  d 
his  '  Tusculan  disputations.'  On  the  highest  summit, 
called  Monte  Cavi,  is  a  Convent  which  occupies  the  j 
site  of  the  Temple  of  the  Latian  Jupiter,  to  which  i 
conquerors  led  their  armies  in  triumphant  procession.  ! 
Romantic  little  towns  whose  white  houses  gleam  oak 
from  the  dark  purple  hue  of  the  mountain,  are 
perched  on  its  steep  slopes,  and  though  at  a  distance 
of  twelve  miles  we  can  distinguish  every  individual 
dwelling.    Poetry  and  music  are  in  their  very  names. 
There  we  see  Frascati,  and  Castel  Gondolpho,  and 
Marino,  and  Grotto  Ferrata,  and  Albano.    Higbtt 
up  is  Rocca  di  Papa,  the  Arx  Albana  of  Livy,  cling- 
ing to  the  perpendicular  rock,  beneath  the  very  apex 
of  the  Alban  Mount.     Close  to  it  is  the  elevated 
plain  where  it  is  said  the  great  Carthaginian  pitched 
his  tents,  and  which  is  still  called  "  the  Camp  <& 
Hannibal."     We  see  the  crest  of  the  hill  above 
Alba  Longa,  and  the  edge  of  the  volcanic  basin  in 
which  repose  the  waters  of  the  Alban  Lake.  Beyond 
all,  the  Apennines  lift  their  snowy  crests  into  the  deep 
blue  of  an  unclouded  sky.     Towards  the  S.E.  the 
Appian  way  stretches  in  an  undeviating  line  aero* 
the  Campagna  towards  Aricia,  Lanuvium,  Coriok 
and  Velitrae.   Along  that  very  road  the  Apostle  Pafl* 
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■oached  the  city,  accompanied  by  the  brethren 
had  gone  out  to  meet  him  "as  far  as  Appii 
mi,  and  the  Three  Taverns."  To  the  south 
nd  the  vast  plains  of  Latlum,  bounded  by  the 
sciaa  mountains.  To  the  S.'W.  the  Campagna 
outspread,  in  eloquent  desolation,  as  far  ua  Ostia 
the  sea,  intersected  by  the  windings  of  the 
er,  the  aueient  boundary  between  Latinm  and 
uriu.  It  is  impossible  to  over- estimate  the 
itions  produced  by  such  a  scene.  Apart  from 
historical  interest,  it  is  a  panorama  which  has 
rivals  in  beauty.  But  when  we  contemplate 
most  important  elements,  which,  as  always,  are 
sible,  wo  must  acknowledge  that  it  immeasurably 
imsos  any  other  view  the  world  con  furnish. 
at  events  of  stirring  interest  during  nearly  thirty 
.aries,  have  here  transpired  !  What  sanguinary 
lea  have  boen  fought  on  that  vast  plain !  "What 
jly  triumphs  have  entered  those  gates  and  climbed 
Capitol !  How  does  the  mere  enumeration  of  so 
y  charmed  names,  thrill  the  spectator  aa  he 
n:il!y  awakes  from  what  at  first  seems  a  dream, 
becomes  convinced  that  he  is  looking  on  those 
■  spots  themselves !  There  might  be  no  end  of 
ilizing — but  the  scene  is  in  itself  too  suggestive 
ttt  an  interpreter. 

-  will,  I  am  conviueed,  prefer  to  any 
meets  of  my  own,  the  thoughts  with  which  the 
lied  Poggio,  in  1430,  and  Milton,  two  ccntraifffi 
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later,  contemplated  the  same  prospect.  "'When 
Evander  entertained  the  stranger  at  Troy,  as  de- 
lineated by  Virgil,  this  Tarpcian  rock  was  a  savage 
and  solitary  thicket.  In  the  time  of  the  poet  it  wbb 
crowned  with  the  golden  roof's  of  a  temple.  The 
temple  has  been  overthrown,  the  gold  has  been 
pillaged,  the  wheel  of  fortune  has  accomplished  hei 
revolution,  and  the  sacred  ground  is  again  disfigured 
with  brambles.  The  hill  of  the  Capitol  on  whicb 
we  sit  was  formerly  the  head  of  the  ltoman  Empire 
the  Citadel  of  the  Earth,  the  terror  of  kings,  illae 
trious  by  the  footsteps  of  how  many  triumphs 
enriched  with  the  spoils  and  tributes  of  how  macrj 
nations !  This  spectacle  of  the  world,  how  is 
fallen  !  how  changed !  how  defaced !  The  path  ■ 
victory  is  obliterated  by  vines  and  the  benches  « 
senators  are  concealed  by  a  dunghill.  Cast  you 
eyes  on  the  Palatine  hill,  and  seek  among  the  shape- 
less and  enormous  fragments  the  marble  theatre,  the 
obelisks,  columns,  statues,  and  porticoes  of  Nero's 
palace  !  Surrey  the  other  hills  of  the  city — the 
vacant  space  is  interrupted  only  by  ruins  and  gar- 
dens; the  Forum  of  the  Roman  People  where  they 
assembled  to  enact  their  laws  and  elect  their  magis- 
trates, is  now  enclosed  for  the  cultivation  of  pot 
herbs,  or  thrown  open  for  the  reception  of  swine 
and  oxen.  The  public  and  private  edifices  that 
were  founded  for  eternity  lie  prostrate,  naked  and 
broken,  like    the  limbs    of   a  mighty   giant;    and 
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the  ruin  is  the  more  visible  from  the  stupendous 
relics  that  have  survived  the  injuries  of  time  and 
ibrtane."* 

Milton,  when  a  youth,  looked  forth  from  this 
Capitol,  and  stored  up  in  his  capacious  memory  the 
mighty  picture,   which  when   old  and   blind  was 
again  spread  out  before  him,  and  which  was  un- 
doubtedly in  his  thoughts  when,  in   those  magni- 
ficent lines  of  the  Paradise  Regained,  he  builds  up 
from  its  ruins  the  Imperial  City,  and  beholds  it  as 
it  was  in  the  days  of  all  its  pride  and  power. 

44  The  city,  which  thou  seest,  no  other  deem 
Than  great  and  glorious  Rome,  queen  of  the  earth, 
So  far  renown' d,  and  with  the  spoils  enrich' d 
Of  nations :  there  the  Capitol  thou  seest, 
Above  the  rest  lifting  his  stately  head 
On  the  Tarpeian  rock,  her  citadel 
Impregnable ;  and  there  Mount  Palatine, 
The  imperial  palace,  compass  huge,  and  high 
The  structure,  skill  of  noblest  architects, 
"With  gilded  battlements  conspicuous  far, 
Turrets  and  terraces,  and  glittering  spires : 
Many  a  fair  edifice  besides,  more  like 
Houses  of  gods :        •        •        pillars  and  roofs, 
Carved  work  the  hand  of  famed  artificers, 
In  cedar,  marble,  ivory,  or  gold. 
Thence  to  the  gates  cast  round  thine  eye,  and  see 
What  conflux  issuing  forth,  or  entering  in ; 
Praetors,  proconsuls  to  their  provinces 
Hasting  or  on  return,  in  robes  of  state, 

•  Gibbon. — Chap.  lxxi. 
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Licfors  iind  ivi,  the  ensigns  of  their  power, 
Legion-  ...id  u ■  ■  .1  m - l- r.-= ,  farms  of  harse  and  wings  ; 
Or  embassies  from  regions  fur  remote. 
In  mitral  habits,  on  the  Appian  road. 
Or  on  the  Emilian  :  some  from  farthest  south, 
From  India  and  the  golden.  Chersonese, 
From  Gallia,  Gad.*,  ami  ill'.-  llntistntestf 
Germans  and  Scythian.. ;  and  Saiuiatians,  north 
Beyond  Danublus  to  the  Tanrict  pool. 
All  nations  now  to  Rome  obedience  pay !  " 


CHAPTER     II. 


BIBABILIA   OF  THE  CAPI10JU 

This  narrow  spot  might  alone  occupy  the  & 
many  days,  in  examining  the  numerous  c 
interest  which  crowd  it.  Yet  were  there  not 
but  itself  to  see,  we  should  have  enough  on 
to  feast,  in  knowing  with  a  certainty  secure  fi 
cavils  of  the  most  sceptical  antiquaries,  that  we  are 
standing  on  the  very  rock  whore  Romulus  planted 
his  citadel,  which  T.trpeia  betrayed  to  the  Sabines, 
where  king  Tatius  reigned,  which  Slanlius  de  tended 
from  the  Gauls,  and  to  which  he  pointed  on  his  trial 
with  such  success,  that  his  envious  foes  the  Fairi- 
ci&na  postponed  their   accusation,    despairing    of  a 
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verdict  from  the  judges.    Hither  Scipio  Africamis 
led  the  way  when  he  answered  the  charge  of  a  frau- 
dulent appropriation  of  the  spoils  by  saying  *  this 
clay  I  defeated  Hannibal,  let  us  go  to  the  Capitol 
and  offer  thanks  to  the  Gods/    Here  Brutus,  Cassius, 
and  the  other  confederates  fortified  themselves  after 
the  death  of  Caesar,   vainly  hoping  to  enlist  the 
sympathies  of  a  populace  too  degraded  to  care  for 
liberty ;  or  too  much  attached  to  the  memory  of  one 
"whose  valour,  wisdom,   and  munificence  they  had 
eiperienced,  to  fight  for  his  murderers,  in  a  quarrel 
"which  was  to  them  but  a  choice  of  tyrants.     On 
this  very  spot,  all  the  great  men  of  Rome  through- 
out its  marvellous  history  have  often  stood,  surveying 
if  not  the  same  buildings,  yet  the  identical  river, 
plain,  and  mountains  on  which  we  now  are  gazing* 
Here  too  in  more  recent  times  Petrarch  was  crowned, 
«nd  here  the  "  Last  of  the  Tribunes"  dwelt,  when 
ke  strove  to  restore  to  the  still  beautiful  corpse,  the 
tool  which  had  so  long  deserted  it. 

"And  who  that  walks  where  men  of  ancient  days 

Have  wrought  with  godlike  arm  the  deeds  of  praise, 

Feels  not  the  spirit  of  the  place  control 

Or  rouse  and  agitate  his  labouring  soul  ?  " 

Wwrdsworth. 

The  Capitol  is  about  three  quarters  of  a  mile  in 
circumference,  and  somewhat  resembles,  though  on 
t  very  reduced  scale  as  to  height,  the  castle-rock  of 
Dunbarton.     The  level  space  on  its  summit  "was 
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overlooked  by  the  citadel  on  the  southern  craft  and 
bv  the  temple  of  Jupiter  Capitolinus  on  the  northern. 
This  area  is  bounded  on  three  sides!  by  edifices  erected 
by  M.  Angelo,  in  a  style,  as  we  preemni  ■ 
Little  in  harmony  with  the  inspiration  of  the  spot 
At  the  bottom  of  the  long  flight  of  broad  mnSj 
steps  by  which  you  ascend  to  this  piazzTi,  are  t  paii 
of  lionesses  in  black  granite,  the  n: 
pieces  of  eeolpturt  in  Rome.  At  the  top  are  coloa- 
eal  figures  of  Castor  and  Pollux,  holding  their 
horseB  as  the  legend  represents  them,  in  the  RomM 
Forum,  after  the  battle  by  the  lake  Eegillus.  Th«» 
groups  were  dug  up  in  1580,  on  the  supposed  M 
of  the  temple  dedicated  to  the  twin  gods.  Han 
also  exhibited  the  sculptured  representations  of 
armour  grouped  round  the  trunk  of  a  tree,  and  called 
"trophies  of  Marius."  The  statues  of  Consttfl- 
tine  and  his  son,  next  attracted  our  attention,  and 
then  a  relic  of  peculiar  interest,  the  very  column 
which  marked  the  first  mile  from  the  Capitol  on  tin 
Appian  way.  It  was  discovered  in  1584,  is  eight 
feet  high,  and  is  in  perfect  preservation,  Itbeffl*r 
between  two  inscriptions  of  Yespnsion  aud  Nervs. 
the  numeral  I.  How  many  a  traveller,  in  the  dnyl 
of  Rome's  greatness,  has  been  told  by  that  very 
figure,  that  he  had  accomplished  tin?  first  auk  d 
some  long  journey,  or  returning,  has  saluted  it  with 
delight,  that  so  short  a  distance  alone  intervened 
between  him  and  the  Forum  !     In  the  centre  of  t^6 
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square  is  the  celebrated  colossal  equestrian  statue  of 
if.  Aurelius,  still  bearing  traces  of  its  original 
gilding. 

The  structure  in  front,  surmounted  by  the  tower 
from  which  we  enjoyed  so  glorious  a  panorama,  is 
the  palace  of  the  Senator:    We  cared  not  to  examine 
the  building  itself,  but    its  massive   substructions 
from  the  Forum  below,  up  to  the  level  of  the  Capito- 
line  bill,  perfectly  absorbed  us.     We  were  looking 
on  in  indisputable  monument  of  the  Republic.     Its 
immense  blocks  of  stone  are  laid  together  in  Etrus- 
can style,  one  layer  presenting  the  sides,  and  the 
mat  the  end*,  and  though  without  cement,  the  edges 
•re  so  accurately  squared,    that  there   is  no  per- 
ceptible intervening  space.      It  was  anciently  the 
Tubularium,    so  called  from  the  bronze  tablets  on 
tiucb  the  decrees  of  the  Senate  were  inscribed. 

On  our  left  is  the  Museum,  containing  a  multitude 
<f  relics  of  great  interest  to  the  spectator  but  whose 
would  be  most  tedious  to  the  reader, 
sly  specify,  as  peculiarly  attractive, — the 
of  the  map  of  Home,  engraved  in  marble, 
faring  as  the  ground  plan  of  the  temples  traced 
JJFBM  wlio  beheld  them  iu  itll  their  grundeur — the 
clumber  of  inscriptions  from  Tiberius  toTheodosius — 
I  busts  of  the  Emperors  and  the  Philosophers  in 
feci  preservation — the  beautiful  mosaic  from 
's  villa,  representing  four  doves  on  the  edge 
cf  a  vase,  seen  and  described  by  Pliny,  and  known 
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to  the  moderns  by  lii-  ]  ■_■ 

:; — tlie  Venus  of  the  Capital,  which  some  I 
rivals  In!-  of  Elorence — and  th 
pgting  bronze  inscription   of  the    di 
late    conferring    imperial    power   on    ( 
winted  to  by  Itienzi  when  he  urged  Lb< 

e  that  dignity  to  which  the  Emperors  tt 
selves  had  done  homage,  as  the  source  of  their  o' 

e  I  simply  hint  at,  in  my  haate  to  r 
'  Dying  Gladiator,'  that  most  eloquent  of  all  * 
hires.     I  should  pity  any  one  who  eould  1c 
unmoved.     "We  sat  long  in  silent  admiration 

c  walked  slowly  round,  examining  it  o 
Each  time  we  visited,  it  the  more  interest  v 
ivas  struck  with  its  effect  on  others.  For  8 
elderly  lady  was  so  perfectly  absorbed  « 
tuke  no  unfile  of  the  impudence  of  Sttff  ftJeBOl 
at  last  left,  her  leaning  musingly  over 
returned  hi  bulf  an  hour  from  the  inspection  0 
chambers,  we  found  her  still  there,  alone,  her 
full  of  tears,  seeing  nothing  but  the  marble,  • 
bound  by  its  pathetic  fascination.  That  a 
head,  which  you  wonder  does  not  actually  fi 
that  robust  yet  drooping  form — those  powerfl 
relaxing  muscles — that  manly  but  agonized  o 
tenance — those  features,  barbarian  indeed,  but  rt 
ing  the  deep  and  tender  sympathies  c 
humanity— so   deeply  are  they  imprinted  i 

™*.  ■■[  nqniira  umbra  coiiilis  in 
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ory,  that '  the  Dying  Gladiator '  seems  before  me 
e  I  write.  It  is  seldom  that  the  representation 
painful  subject  gives  permanent  pleasure.  But 
is  perfectly  fascinating,  irresistible.  The  longer 
gaze  the  more  you  feel  its  pathos  and  power 
e  inexhaustible.  ETo  description  and  no  copy 
s  an  adequate  idea  of  the  original.  But  if  words 
d  utter  what  this  marble  breathes,  they  would 
hose  exquisite  lines  of  Byron — 

"  I  see  before  me  the  Gladiator  lie: 
He  leans  upon  his  hand — his  manly  brow 
Consents  to  death,  but  conquers  agony, 
And  his  droop' d  head  sinks  gradually  low — 
And  through  his  side  the  last  drops,  ebbing  slow 
From  the  red  gash,  fell  heavy,  one  by  one, 
Like  the  first  of  a  thunder-shower ;  and  now 
The  arena  swims  around  him — he  is  gone, 
Ere  ceased  the  inhuman  shout  which  hail'd  the  wretch 

[who  won. 

He  heard  it,  but  he  heeded  not — his  eyes 
"Were  with  his  heart,  and  that  was  far  away ; 
He  reck'd  not  of  the  life  he  lost  nor  prize, 
But  where  his  rude  hut  by  the  Danube  lay 
There  were  his  young  barbarians  all  at  play, 
There  was  their  Dacian  mother — he,  their  sire, 
Butcher* d  to  make  a  Roman  holiday — 
All  this  rush'd  with  his  blood — Shall  he  expire 
And  unaveng'd? — Arise !  ye  Goths,  and  glut  your  ire !" 

intiquaries  say  that  this  is  a  statue  not  of  a 
liator  but  of  a  Gaul  dying  in  battle;  the  rope 
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round  the  neck  being  the  torques  worn  by  Hat  na- 
tion as  an  ornament.  Tet  why  should  not  a  Gaulish 
captive,  fighting  in  the  amphitheatre,  wear  it 
But  whether  soldier  or  gladiator,  this  eloquent 
ble  teaches  the  same  great  lesson  of  hiniirmiiv— 
declaims  equally  against  battle  and  bloodshed— «id 
to  all  who  gaze  on  it  denounces  that  ornel  ambition, 
whioh  reckless  of  human  suffering  so  long  as  Boma 
was  victorious,  carried  slaughter  through  the  world, 
and  even  made  that  very  suffering  minister  to  the 
depraved  tastes  of  a  civilized -savage  people. 

Opposite  the  Museum  is  the  Palace  of  the  Con- 
Bervaturi.  Of  all  its  numerous  treasures  I  ^liul! 
refer  to  two  alone.  On  the  wall  of  one  of  the 
chambers  are  arranged  the  Fasti  Con-: 
vated  from  the  Forum  on  the  site  of  the  L'tiiia 
Hostilia  and  Comitium.  They  consist  of  a  large 
number  of  marble  slabs,  beaiing  the  names  of  con- 
suls and  other  officers  of  state,  from  the  time  of  fim 
kings  to  Augustus.  With  what  interest  wc  made 
out  the  nameB  of  camiixtts — VTKonnr/s — cato— 
soipio — ofiACCHUs— cjiSAH— jinuTcs,  and  manyothers! 
For  we  were  reading  them  not  in  some  modern  his- 
tory, not  in  the  pages  of  Livy  himself,  hnt  in  the 
very  tablets  over  which  the  old  Romans  cast  their 
eyes  when  they  lounged  in  the  Comitium,  descanting 
on  the  achievements  of  their  ancestors  ! 

Another  object  of  great  interest  in  this  building 
is  the  bronze  group  of  the  'wolf  suckling  Itomulu' 


THE    SHB-WOLF.  191 

^id  Hamas.'  It  is  the  most  ancient  specimen  of 
-"Oman  art  in  existence,  being  regarded  as  the 
$*me  which  was  dedicated  by  Ogolnius,  about 
«0t)  b.c.,  and  of  which  Cicero  speaks  in  one  of  his 
orations  as  having  been  struck  by  lightning.  He 
reminded  his  auditors  that  they  had  seen  in  the 
Capitol  this  image  of  Romulus,  as  a  little  hoy  suck- 
ing ihe  teats  of  the  wolf.  "We  observed  what  appears 
to  to  be  the  identical  scar  occasioned  by  the  stroke  of 
lightning  referred  to  by  the  orator.  Virgil  also 
teems  to  have  had  this  group  in  his  eye  when  he  so 
graphically  pictured  the  twin  brothers  as  fearlessly 
porting  round  the  udder  of  their  fierce  foster-mother 
while  she,  with  reverted  neck,  caressed  them  alter- 
nately, and  moulded  their  bodies  witli  her  tongue. \ 
it  interesting  was  it  to  look  on  the  very  object 
which  the  writers  of  ancient  Rome  had  thus  de- 
•cribed,  and  on  which  her  citizens  had,  during  so 
many  centuries,  looked  with  proud  delight.  "Here 
"exhibited  the  must  extraordinary  contrast  in  nature 
"naginable,  between  the  gaunt  figure  of  the  ferocious 
final  and  the  tender  limbs  of  the  infants,  yet  re- 
ed by  the  maternal  solicitude  that  inclines  the 
er's  lean  pliant  neck  towards  its  adopted  oif- 
•fring;  while  the  children,  as  if  endowed  with 
Hipmmturul  strength  owing  to  their  divine  origin, 
•Wat  stand  upon  their  feet,  in  their  efforts  to  reach 
&  mother's  teat."* 

*  -£n.  rlli.  IIS1.    •  Sir  George  Head. 


"  And  thou,  the  thunder-stricken  it 
She-wolf!  wli.i^r:  hrii/^n-ima^il  duga  impart 

The  milk  of  conquest dost  thou  yet 

Guard  tUine  immmortal  cuba,  northy  fond  charge  forget?  "* 

How  true  an  emblem  of  Borne  is  tliia  ancient  bronze.' 
Imbibing  the  wolfish  instinct  for  blood  and  rnpiw, 
instead  of  the  milk  of  human  kindness,  she  beconw 
a  huge  beast  of  prey,  the  terror  and  scourge  of  tie 
world,  until  her  own  bloated  carcase  was  in  its  turn 
trampled  on  and  devoured  by  the  revengeful  hordes 
her  aggressions  had  provoked. 

Between  the  palaces  of  the  Senator  and  the  Con- 
servatori,  a  flight  of  broad  steps  leads  to  the  site  | 
the  ancient  citadel  and  the  Tarpcian  rock.  ^'' 
shall  not  soon  forget  our  emotionB  on  looking  orer 
that  memorable  precipice  down  which  had  been 
hurled  so  many  victims  of  crime,  ambition  and  re- 
venge. The  fate  of  that  'father  of  the  people,' 
whose  brave  defence  of  the  Capitol  proved  no  atone- 
ment for  the  crime  of  aiding  the  plebs  in  tieO 
struggle  with  the  crafty  and  tyrannical  Patricians* 
would  bo  alone  enough  to  consecrate  the  spot.  Aft*1, 
the  depreciating  comments  of  others,  wo  were  sur- 
prised to  find  a  sheer  precipice  of  about  fifty  W- 
Originally  the  height  must  have  been  much  greater, 
there  being  a  large  accumulation  of  soil  below.  K 
moreover,  the  condemned  were  thrown  from  t!u-  WJ 
of  the  citadel,  we  need  not  wonder  if  death  was  to 
most  cases  instantaneous,     Entering  a  garden  &*> 


the  Palace,  we  saw  the  foundutions  of  the  ancient 
t*ss,  composed  of  masses  of  pepcrino  laid  even 
!h  the  perpendicular  face  of  the  rcd-tuia  rock. 
Let  us  now  visit  tho  northern  knoll  of  the  Capitol, 
npied  by  the  church  of  Ara  Cceli,  which  stands 
the  site  of  tho  temple  of  Jupiter.  A  flight  of  1 24 
rble  steps  lead  up  to  it  in  an  oblique  direction, 
m  the  bottom  of  the  ascent  hy  which  we  at  first 
ulied  the  Piazza.  The  exterior,  of  unfinished 
ck-work,  resembles  a  warehouse  more  than  a 
tfch;  but  within, you  wander  through  a  forest  of 

irnt  marble  riilinnrL-.  tin:  spoils  of  heathen  edifices, 
ny  of  them,  most  probably,  relics  of  the  very  tem- 
!  which  preceded  the  present.  A  few  barefooted 
nks  were  walking  about,  and  one  or  two  per- 
is were  kneeling  at  an  altar.  Approaching  one  of 
:  numerous  side-chapels,  I  saw,  stretched  on  a 
r,  clothed  in  the  usual  monastic  dress  of  cloak  and 
i,  and  surrounded  with  burning  tapers,  the  dead 
y  of  one  of  the  fraternity,  some  of  whom  were 
ping  watch  over  it.  I  thought  how  changed  was 
icene  since  Pontiffs,  Augurs,  and  Vestal  Virgins 
•4  this  very  platform  ;  and  1  did  not  wonder  that 
bon  while  walking  here,  under  the  influence  of 
e  objects,  and  while  listening  to  the  monks  at 
(era,  should  have  designed  his  history  of  the  de- 
e  and  fall  of  the  empire. 

ho  ancient  temple  was  originally  built  by  Tar- 
oius  Superbus.      A  human  iiead   discovered   in 
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digging  the  foundations,  was  the  well-known  origM* 
of  the  name  of  the  hill.    "  Now  Publius  and  Marct.^ 
east  lots  which  should  dedicate  the  temple,  and  tfc»( 
let  fell  to  Marcus.     So  wheu  Marcus  was  going  to 
begin  the  dedication,  and  had  his  hand  on  the  duor- 
post  of  the  temple,  and  was  speaking  the  set  words 
of  prayer,  there  came  a  man  running  to  tell  hioj 
that  his  son  was  dead.     But  he  said,  "  Then  let 
them  carry  him  out,  and  bury  him."     So  Marcus 
honoured  the  gods  above  his  son,  and  dedicated  the 
temple  on  the  bill  of  the  Capitol;  and  his  name  wis 
recorded  on  the  front  of  the  temple."*      Having 
been  frequently  destroyed  by  fire,  it  was  rebuilt  first 
by  Sylla,  then  by  Vespasian, and  finally  by  Domitian. 
It  was  divided  into  three  parts  containing  statues  of 
Juno,  Jupiter,   and  Minerva.      Below  it  v 
served  the  books  of  the   Sybil.     "We  can   «;iivily 
■  great  must  have  been  its  splendoW, 
it   was  by  the  spoils  of   a  conqucitd 
world;  and  how  gloriously  from  its  lofty  elevation, 
must  have  glanced  in  the  sunshine,  its  poitivoc?  fjl 
three  rows  of  white  marble  pillars ;  its  double  row* 
of  columns  at  the  sides ;  its  brazen  gates,  and  gilded 
tiles ;  its  statues  of  bronze,  silver,  and  gold  ii 
pediments,  and  the  resplendent  image   of  Jupittt 
surmounting  all,  of  such  proportions  as  to  be  visibls 
from  the  Alban  Mount. 

The  Capitol  has  yet  another  object  of  great  ii 
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est,  the  Mamertine  prison.  It  is  at  the  base  of 
;  rock  on  which  this  temple  stood.  The  path  by 
tich  we  descend  must  be  nearly  coincident  with 
3  hundred  steps  which  anciently  led  from  the 
ngeon  to  the  Tarpeian  rock,  and  we  thought  of 
3  Ambassador  of  the  Latins  who  came  to  demand 
rfect  incorporation  with  the  Roman  people — a 
Idness,  says  Iivy,  "  so  insulting  to  Jupiter,  that 
e  God  taught  him  repentance  by  hurling  his 
under  bolts,  so  that  as  he  left  to  go  down  by  the 
ondred  steps  his  foot  slipped,  and  falling  to  the 
ottom,  he  died."  What  an  illustration  of  the 
aughty  pride  of  Rome,  that  when  a  great  and 
aliant  nation,  instead  of  prostrating  themselves  as 
ributaries,  asked  alliance  on  equal  terms,  Jove  him- 
df  should  be  represented  as  interposing  to  punish 
beir  pride  by  smiting  their  Ambassador  with 
^htning !  At  the  bottom,  a  few  steps  to  the  left 
fought  us  to  the  church  of  S.  Giuseppe.  Over  the 
oor  is  inscribed  "Entrance  to  the  prisons  of  the 
rty  Apostles  Peter  and  Paul."  At  a  shrine  dedi- 
tted  to  their  memory,  a  number  of  devotees  were 
leeling  in  prayer.  With  an  attendant  bearing  a 
jhted  candle,  we  descended  about  thirty  steps  into 
e  Mamertine  dungeon,  constructed  by  Ancus 
artius,  six  hundred  years  before  Christ.  The 
>nes  with  which  it  is  built  are  of  an  immense  size, 
le  roof  is  a  very  flattened  arch.  In  the  centre  of 
e  floor  is  a  hole  down  which  the  wretched  victims 

o2 
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of  Roman  cruelty  were  thrust  into  the  lower  or 
Tullian  prison,  built  by  S.  Tullius.  "We  descended 
to  it  by  some  modern  steps.  It  measures  about 
twenty  feet  by  ten.  It  is  cold,  damp  and  totally 
dark.  "We  shuddered  to  think  of  the  agonies  it  hid 
witnessed,  for  there  can  he  no  doubt  of  this  being 
the  identical  prison  of  the  Roman  Republic;  the 
very  den  into  which,  after  being  led  in  triumph, 
Jugurtha  was  thrust,  facetiously  remarking  to  lis 
executioners,  how  cold  their  bath  was- — where  the 
confederates  of  Catiline  suffered  death,  and  which 
Sullust  thus  graphically  describes  in  his  narrative  of 
that  conspiracy ;  — "  In  the  prison  called  the  Tallinn, 
lis  you  ascend  a  little  to  the  left,  there  is  a  place 
sunk  about  twelve  feet  below  the  surface.  Walls 
guard  it  all  round,  and  the  roof  above  is  bound 
together  by  stone  arches  :  but  owing  to  filth,  dark- 
ness, stench,  its  aspect  is  foul  and  terrible." 

Tradition  states  that  S.  Peter  and  S.  Faul  were 
confined  here  nine  months,  during  which  period 
their  keepers  and  forty-seven  others  were  converted — 
that  S.  Peter  having  escaped,  returned  in  conse- 
quence of  his  interview  with  Christ  on  the  Appion 
way — and  that  both  Apostles  where  taken  hence 
to  be  executed  on  the  twenty-ninth  June,  67  a.d. 
Our  conductor  shewed  us  in  the  lower  dungeon,  a. 
pillar  to  which  he  said  S.  Peter  was  bound ! — a  well 
of  very  clear  water  in  the  floor  which  sprang  Up  '<<> 
enable  the  Apostle  to  baptise  his  jailor  ! ! — and  on 
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indentation  resembling  a  face  in  one  of  the  massive 
3tones  of  the  wall,  caused  by  the  keeper  violently 
striking  the  Apostle's  head  against  it ! ! !  An  iron 
grating  protects  the  miraculous  likeness  from  being 
injured  by  the  venerating  fingers  of  the  faithful ! 

We  are  in  no  mood  for  cavil.     Disregarding  all 
that  savours  of  superstitious  credulity,  it  is  enough 
to  know  the  bare  possibility  of  at  least  one  of  tho 
Apostles  having  been  an  occupant  of  this  dismal 
dungeon.     How  does  such  a  thought  nil  it  with 
radiance  and  transform  it  to  a  palace  !  For  whatever 
other  names  invest  the  Capitol  with  interest,  that  of 
the  Apostle  Paul  alone  eclipses  all.    What  was  their 
heroism — selfish,  proud,  vain-glorious,  cruel,  as  for 
the  most  part  it  was— compared  with  his,  who  ani- 
mated only  by  zeal  for  the  glory  of  God  and  the 
eternal  good  of  man,  '  suffered  the  loss  of  all  things/ 
and  'counted  not  his  life  dear  to  himself/  in  prose- 
cuting his  high  enterprise  of  publishing  the  gospel 
of  universal  love.     The  mighty  structures  on  which 
he  looked  have  for  centuries  lain  prostrate,  but  the 
Kingdom  of  Truth  he  proclaimed  has  triumphed 
alike  over  the  philosophic  pride  of  Athens,  and  over 
the  imperial  power  of  Rome.     The  sceptre  of  the 
Caesars  has  long  been  broken,  but  the  dominion  of 
the  crucified  One  shall  still  extend  until  "all  nations 
ihflll  serve  him.      His  kingdom  is  an  everlasting 
kingdom !  and  He  shall  reign  for  ever  and  ever ! " 


CHAPTER    III. 


THK    FOltTTK   i 


Just  underneath  ?  in  many  a  heap  the  g! 
Heaves,  as  tho'  Euin  in  a  frantic  mood 
Had  il on«  his  utmost.  Here  and  there  appear?, 
As  loft  to  shew  his  handy  work  not  ours, 
An  idle  column,  a  half-buried  arch, 
A  wall  of  some  groat  temple. — It  was  once, 
And  long  the  centre  of  their  universe, 
The  Forum — whence  a  mandate,  eagle-win; 
Went  to  the  ends  of  the  earth.  Let  us  desi 
Slowly.  At  every  step  much  may  be  lost. 
Tho  *cry  dust  we  tread,  stirs  as  with  life, 
And  not  a  br™li,  but  (Yfini  lis''  ground  sends  uj 
Something  of  human  grandeur." 


Enclosed  between  the  massive  substructions,  of 
the  Tabularium,  and  the  two  roads  by  which  we 
may  descend  from  tho  Capitol  to  the  Fornm  is  8 
deep  excavation,  rich  in  antiquities.  "We  can  enter 
it  through  a  stone-mason's  shop,  and  undisturbed  by 
noisy  ciceroni  and  clamourous  beggars,  may  wander 
amid  the  solemn  ruins.  Immediately  n1  i : 
the  Tabularium,  ait  three  Corinthian  columns  mp. 
porting  a  richly  sculptured  fragment  of  entablature, 
being  all  that  remains  of  the  magnificent  temple  ol 
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Jupiter  Tonans,  erected  by  Augustus  in  commemora- 
tion of  his  escape  in  a  thunder  storm,  when  an  at- 
tendant was  struck  dead  at  his  side.    This  is  admitted 
to  be  the  most  beautiful  fragment  of  Grecian  archi- 
tecture in  existence.  On  our  right,  resting  on  massive 
xasonry,  is  the  greater  part  of  the  portico  of  the 
temple  of  Fortune,  consisting  of  six  front  and  two 
lateral  Ionic  columns,  supporting  the  entire  entabla- 
ture and  portions  of  the  pediment.    It  was  interest- 
ing to  read  the  inscription,  still  perfectly  legible 
»  the  architrave — senatus.  *  popttlusqtje.  bohantts. 

DTCE5DIO.    CONSUMPTTJM.   BESTircm. 

But  what  is  this  elevated  marble  platform  on 
which  we  stand,  a  little  to  the  left  of  the  thre 
columns  of  Jupiter?  It  is  the  basement  of  the 
temple  of  Concord.  There  had  been  a  protracted 
contest  between  the  Plebeians  and  the  Patricians. 
Titus  Manlius  the  champion  of  the  former,  had 
Men  a  victim  to  the  malice  of  the  latter.  Then, 
fcr  ten  long  years  the  Tribunes  Licinius  Stolo  and  L. 
Berlins,  peacefully  persevered  against  the  strongest 
opposition,  in  urging  their  laws  for  the  relief  of 
poor  debtors,  and  for  throwing  open  to  the  people 
ftose  offices  of  public  trust  which  had  hitherto  been 
'  fe  selfish  monopoly  of  the  few.  Success  finally 
•owned  their  efforts,  and  this  temple  was  built  by 
fomillus  about  370  B.C.,  to  commemorate  the  recon- 
ciliation between  the  two  estates.  It  was  here,  as 
&  a  place  of  peculiar  safety,  that  the  Senate  was 
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specially  convened  when  danger  was  apprehended 
from  the  plots  of  Catiline.  We  were  standing  on 
the  very  spot  where  Cicero  denounced  the  con- 
spirator !  If  us  a  schoolboy  I  was  fond  of  spouting 
parts  of  that  magnificent  oration,  I  leave  to  be 
conjectured  what  were  my  feelings  in  reciting,  on 
the  very  pavement  which  heard  it  uttered  by  the 
magnanimous  consul,  the  opening  sentence — "Quona- 
que  tendem  abuterc,  Catilina,  paticntia  nostra  ?  .  . 
Nihilne  te  nocturnum  presidium  palatii  .... 
nihil  hie  munilissimm  habendi  n'enatim  hem,  nihil 
horum  ora,  vultusque  moverunt?"  How  often  wb 
re-visited  this  spot !  and  how  many  a  half  hour 
delightfully  stole  away,  while,  lost  in  reflection,  I 
endeavoured  to  secure  a  memorial  of  a  view  which 
has  few  equals  in  comprehensiveness  and  interest. 
The  throe  columns  stand  out  boldly  in  the  fore- 
ground, the  arch  of  S.  Severus  is  on  the  left,  the 
temple  of  Portuno  on  the  right,  between  whose 
columns  are  seen  the  ruins  of  the  Caesars  on  the 
Palatine,  while  the  arch  of  Titus  and  the  Colosseum 
in  tho  distance,  close  the  view  of  the  other  ruins 
which  mark  the  site  of  tho  Roman  Forum. 

The  arch  of  S.  Severus  is  peculiarly  interesting 
to  Britons,  as  it  recalls  the  name  of  the  Emperor 
who  died  at  York.  It  was  erected  to  commemo- 
rate victories  over  the  I'urthiuns  and  the  Persians. 
It  is  built  of  Pentelic  marble,  and  covered  with 
sculptures  which  include  figures  of  Tame,  soldiers. 
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captives,  and  engines  of  war.     On  its  level  summit, 
bow  waving  with  grass  and  weeds,  originally  stood 
a  group  representing  Severus  with  his  sons  Caracalla 
and  Geta,  seated  in  a  triumphal  chariot  drawn  by 
bix  horses.    The  inscription  in  front  is  still  perfectly 
legible.       How  solemnly  beautiful    it   is,    deeply 
marked  by  the  variegated  stains  of  centuries,,  which 
tell  a  tale  as  eloquent  as  the  defaced  sculptures 
which  it  bears !    Beneath  it,  recently  exposed  after 
a  sepulture  of  ages,  is  a  part  of  the  Clivus  Sacer,  by 
I     which  victorious  generals  ascended  to  the  Capitol. 
[     We  walked  on  the  identical  pavement  which  they 
trod,  composed  of  immense  polygonal  blocks  of  dark 
coloured  stone.     The  path  of  triumph  was  verily  a 
rough  one !     These  are  the  more  prominent  objects 
of  an  enclosure  covered  in  every  part  with  the  sub- 
structions of  vanished  edifices,    and  strewn  with 
broken  columns,  and  fragments  of  "  Cornice  or  frieze 
with  bossy  sculptures  graven." 

Let  us  now  walk  slowly  from  the  arch  of  Severus 
along  the  northern  boundary  of  the  Forum.  Half  a 
dozen  steps  bring  us  to  the  isolated  Corinthian  pillar, 
described  by  Byron  as  'The  nameless  column  with 
the  buried  base/  The  pedestal,  bearing  an  inscrip- 
tion which  proves  it  to  have  been  erected  to  the 
Emperor  Phocas,  a.d.  60S,  has  been  cleared  from 
the  thirty -feet  depth  of  rubbish  in  which  for  cen- 
turies the  column  had  been  buried.  The  church  of 
of  S.  Martina,  on  our  left,  occupies  the  site  of  the 


temple  of  Mara  Ulter,  built  by  Augustus  in  reference 
to  his  vow  to  avenge  tlie  death  of  Caesar,  when 

"  Domestic  fury,  and  fierce  civil  strife 
[Did]  cumber  nil  tho  parts  of  Italy; 
And  Ctcsar's  spirit,  ranging  for  revenge. 
With  Ate  by  Lis  side,  come  tot  from  ljeU, 
[Did]  in  these  confines,  with  a  Monarch's  toice, 
Cry  Havotk,  and  let  slip  the  doge  of  war." 

To  this  neighbourhood  antiquaries  assign  the-  posi- 
tion of  the  shops  from  one  of  which,  Virginias, 
despairing  of  justioe  in  the  adjoining  court,  snatched 
the  knife  to  slay  Ids  daughter,  saying  as  he  planted 
the  steel  in  her  heart—  'This  is  the  only  way  my  child 
to  keep  thee  free ! '  Then,  flourishing  his  bloody 
blade,  he  summoned  the  people  to  throw  off  the  joke 
•of  their  tyrants. 

Advancing  a  few  paces  we  eome  to  a  sUtely 
Corinthian  portico,  hoary  with  age.  Behind  it  » 
the  church  of  S.  Lorenzo  in  Miranda,  the  walls  of 
which,  composed  of  immense  blocks  of  peperino,  be- 
longed to  the  temple  erected  by  the  Senate  to  Anto- 
ninus Piue  and  his  wife  Faustina.  The  original 
inscription  is  clearly  legible  on  the  frieze— divo. 
aktomtno.  mta  FiUSTitf  JB.  ex.  b.c.  The  seven  re- 
maining columns,  each  formed  of  a  single  block  of 
marble,  arc  forty-five  feet  high  and  fifteen  feet  in 
circumference.  Their  bases  are  about  fifteen  feet 
below  the  present  level,  yet  they  originally  stood 
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ligh  above  tie  ancient  road,  from  which  the  tem- 
►ie  was  approached  by  twenty-one  marble  stops. 

We  nest  pass  what  remains  of  the  temple  of 
lomulus,  at  present  the  vestibule  of  a  church.     In 
iront  of  it  are  two  ancient  poryhyry  columns.     "We 
arrive  at  the  Basilica  of  Constantine,  till  re- 
cently designated  the  Temple  of  Peace.     It  consists 
of  three  immense  arches  of  ornamental  brick-work, 
baring  a  span  of  about  eighty  feet.     Massive  frag- 
ments of  walla,   broken  columns,   and  sculptured 
irniees  lie  stuttered  about  in  all  directions.     A  few 
ure  steps  bring  us  to  the  ruins  of  the  Temple  of 
'enus  and  Borne,  consisting  of  two  gigantic  semi- 
circular domes  or  niches,  back  to  back,  in  which  the 
*»tues  of  those  Deities  were  placed  for  worship. 
This  temple  was  erected  by  the  Emperor  Hadrian, 
from  a  plan  of  his  own,  in  a  style  of  great  mag- 
It  stood  on  on  elevated  platform  ap- 
touched  by  marble  stops,  and  was  surrounded  by 
peristyle  af  sixty  Corinthian  columns  in  Parian 
Barbie,  eighteen  feet  in  circumference,  which  sup- 
jiorted  a  roof  of  dazzling  bronze.      But  memories 
cruelty  cling  to  all  the  ruins  of  Home's  ancient 
The  architect  Apollodorus,  to  whom  the 
iperor  submitted  his  design,  having  ventured  to 
•oggest  an  improvement,  was  first  exiled,  and  then 
it  to  death  by  the  mortified  tyrant. 
We  have  now  arrived  at  the  Areli  of  Til  us.    Look- 
g  through  it  we  see  the  Arch  of  Constantine  to 
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the  right,  rich  with  sculptured  spoils  from  the  va- 
nished Arch  of  Trajan ;  while  on  the  left  towen  the 
massive  Colosseum.    Just  before  us-  is  the  Meti  8u- 
dans,  a  ruinous  mass  of  brickwork.     It  was  a  foim- 
tain,  erected  by  Nero.  Here  it  is  said,  the  gladiato 
washed  after  fighting  in  the  adjoining  amphitheatre; 
The  perpendicular  channel  for  the  jet  of  water, 
nearly  three  feet  in  diameter,  with  the  original  ce- 
ment adhering  to  it,  may  still  be  seen.     Very  ne* 
this  is  the  massive  substruction  on  which  stood  ft 
colossal  statue  of  Nero,  in  bronze,  115  feet  high. 
The  head  of  the  Emperor  was  afterwards  removed 
to  make  way  for  the  disc  of  the  Sun,  which  was 
placed  on  the  shoulders  of  the  colossus.     Turning 
round,  we  look  back  on  the  space  we  have  just  tra- 
versed, an  easy  walk  of  five  minutes.     The  view  in 
this  direction  is  of  course  closed  by  the  CapitoL 
The  arch  itself  is  one  of  the  most  interesting  of 
Borne' s  antiquities.     It  is  built  of  white  marble, 
and  is  in  excellent  preservation,  the  crumbling  rain 
having  been  recently  restored  with  great  judgment 
On  the  front,  facing  the  Colosseum,  the  original  in- 
scription, as  distinct  as  if  cut  yesterday,  is  as  follows- 

SENATVS. 
POPVLVSQVE.    BOMAITVF. 

nrvo.  tito.  Drvi.  VESPAsiAirr.. 

VESPASIANO.     AVGVSTO* 

The  inside  of  the  arch   is   elaborately  decorate" 
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with  sunk  square  pannellings.  On  one  of  tho 
interior  walls  is  a  bass-relief  representing  Titus 
celebrating  his  triumph,  over  the  Jews.  He  is  in 
a  chariot  drawn  by  four  horses  abreast,  attended  by 
groups  of  senators,  and  is  accompanied  by  a  figure 
of  Victory,  who  holds  a  -wreath  over  his  head.  On 
the  opposite  sido  is  the  famous  Sculpture  repre- 
senting the  sacred  spoils  from  Jerusalem,  carried 
in  procession  by  the  victorious  Eomans.  First  is  a 
itandard  bearer,  leading  the  way  under  a  triumphal 
irch.  Eight  others  follow,  bearing  on  poles  the 
table  of  show-bread,  on  the  top  of  which  is  a  cup, 
»nd  on  the  side,  crossing  each  other,  are  two  of  the 
long  silver  trumpets  used  to  proclaim  the  year  of 
Jubilee.  Another  standard-bearer  follows,  and  after 
Ian  eight  other  soldiers  with  laurel  ehaplets,  bear- 
ing the  seven-branched  candlestick.  It  is  very 
richly  embossed,  and  judging  from  the  size  of  the 
nen,  was  about  five  feet  high.  The  lower  parts  of 
the  figures  are  much  mutilated,  but  the  upper  parts, 
wpecially  the  heads,  are  very  perfect,  and  the  can- 
dlestick is  in  wonderful  preservation.  The  vessels 
liave  long  since  disappeared.  Some  say  they  were 
carried  by  Genseric  into  Africa ;  others  that  they  ore 
in  the  bed  of  the  Tiber. — .The  sons  of  Aaron  minister 
no  longer  before  the  Lord.  The  sacred  Temple  is 
OTcrthrown,  and  trodden  under  foot  of  the  Gentiles, 
nation  have  during  eighteen  centuries 
lereiB  on  the  face  of  the  Earth,  yet  we 


are  still  permitted  to  contemplate  copies  of  these 
very  objects,  executed  by  some  one  who  had  tie 
originals  before  him  as  he  wrought  1 

"What  a  new  train  of  associations  is  now  opened 
up !  That  candlestick,  that  table,  those  trumpets, 
were  in  the  temple  when  Peter  and  John  went  up 
into  it  to  pray,  and  when  our  Saviour  drove  out  the 
traffickers  and  taught  the  people  who  gathered 
together  at  the  feast.  These  vessels  or  their  proto- 
types were  treasured  up  amongst  the  spoils  of  Nebu- 
chadnezzar in  Babylon — were  deposited  by  Solomon 
in  his  sumptuous  Sanctuary — were  led  up  to  Mount 
Zion  by  David — were  employed  in  their  ministries 
by  Eli  and  Samuel — were  carried  over  Jordan  whose 
tide  rolled  backward  at  their  approach — accompanied 
the  Israelites  in  their  wanderings  through  the 
desert — were  made  according  to  the  pattern  shewed 
to  Hoses  in  the  Mount !  Among  the  collateral  and 
historical  evidences  of  our  religion,  none  surpass  this 
bass-relief,  which  has  been  so  marvellously  pre- 
served amidst  the  ravages  of  barbarians,  and  has  so 
remarkably  escaped  the  still  more  destructive  rage 
of  curiosity  collectors,  as  to  make  one  almost  feel 
that  some  special  superintending  Providence  had 
secured  it  as  a  visible  testimony  to  the  historic  truth, 
of  the  Bible.  Here  also  we  behold  the  verification 
iur  Saviour's  prediction  when  ho  said  of  tho 
temple — "  There  shall  not  be  one  atone  on  another 
which  shall  not  be  thrown  down ;"  and  also  of  ta« 
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still  earlier  prophecy — "  Behold  the  days  come  saith 
the  Lord,  when  I  will  make  a  new  covenant  with 
the  house  of  Israel,  and  with  the  house  of  Judah." 
True  was  the  Apostle's  inference — "  Now  that  which 
decayeth  and  waxeth  old  is  ready  to  vanish  away." 
Of  that  entire  abolition  which  so  soon  followed  the 
penning  of  these  words  by  S.  Paul,   the   eloquent 
monument  stands  before  us.     May  we  become  per- 
sonally participants  in  that  New  Covenant,  which 
▼as  to  supplant  the  old — "  I  will  put  my  laws  into 
their  mind,  and  write  them  in  their  hearts;  and  I 
will  be  to  them  a  God,  and  they  shall  be  to  me  a 
people." 

Observe  now  the  rough  paving  of  the  road  which 
passes  under  the  arch,  and  along  which  we  will 
dowly  return  towards  the  Capitol.  It  is  the  iden- 
tical Via  Sacra  of  ancient  days,  another  portion 
of  which  we  noticed  under  the  arch  of  Severus. 
On  these  huge  blocks  so  roughly  fitted  together, 
what  men  of  renown  have  trodden !  What  gorgeous 
processions  have  passed  over  them  to  the  temple  of 
Jupiter,  which  once  shone  refulgent  on  yonder  rock ! 

"  Along  the  Sacred  way 
Hither  the  triumph  came,  and  winding  round 
With  acclamation,  and  the  martial  clang 
Of  instruments,  and  cars  laden  with  spoil, 
Stopt  at  the  sacred  stair  that  then  appeared, 
Then  thro'  the  darkness  broke,  ample,  star-bright, 
As  tho*  it  led  to  hearen.    'Twas  night ;  but  now 
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A  thousand  torches,  turning  night  to  day, 
Blazed,  and  the  victor,  springing  from  his  seat, 
Went  up,  and,  kneeling-  as  in  fervent  prayer, 
Entered  the  Capitol.     But  what  are  they 
Who  at  the  foot  withdraw,  a  mournful  train 
In  fetters  ?    And  who  jet  incredulous, 
Now  gazing  wildly  round,  now  on  his  sons. 
On  thoBe  so  yfiimjr,  well  ploa-cd  with  all  they  set, 
Staggers  along,  the  last  ?    They  are  the  fallen, 
Those  who  were  spared  to  grace  the  chariot  whwU  ■ 
And  there  they  parted,  where  the  road  divides, 
The  victor  and  the  vanquished— there  withdrew; 
Ho  to  his  fostol  board,  and  they  to  die." 

Here  Cincinnatus  celebrated  his  victory  over  the 
iEqui;  tb.cu  returned  to  plough  his  field  on  the  other 
bank  of  the  Tiber.  Camillus,  after  the  ten  years 
seige  of  Veil,  -was  here  drawn  in  triumph  by  foil 
•white  horses,  with  a  splendour  to  which  the  simple 
republic  was  so  unaccustomed,  that  wise  men  said— 
"  Marcus  makes  himself  equal  to  the  blessed  Gods ! 
See  if  vengeance  come  not  on  him,  and  lie  bo  mado 
lower  than  other  men!"  Here  Tapiriup,  on  the  conclu- 
sion of  the  second  Samnite  war,  displayed  the  cap1 
tured  silver  shields  of  the  devoted  band  of  patriots, 
who  had  entered  the  battle  withwhite  dresses  and  lofty 
plumes,  having  sworn  by  the  Immortal  Gods,  that 
they  would  conquer  or  die.  Here  too,- — when  that  he- 
roic Samnite  nation  which  had  so  long  struggled 
against  the  encroachments  of  Eoman  ambition,  had 
been  finally  subdued, — Q,  F.  Gorges  (his  father,  Q.  !''■ 
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[«iimus,  by  whose  counsel  and  aid  in  the  battle  the 
ittoryhad  he<-n  secured,  following  him  as  his  lieuten- 
iat) — led  in  chains  the  brave  old  hero  C.  Pontius,  who 
lirly  years  before  had  spared  the  lives  of  the  entire 
oman  army  when  fallen  into  his  power.  Sow, 
'I'lui'd  in  the  final  battle,  from  which  his  great 

Bwith-hold  him  when  his  country's  ex- 
at  stake,  after  being  exhibited  as  a 
his  exulting  foes,  he  was  inhumanly 
bo  butchered  in  the  Mamertino  prison, 
conquerors  paid  their  worship  in  the 
tuple  of  Jupiter  above.— An  eternal  stigma  on  Rome 
■d  an  everlasting  dishonour  to  the  name  of  Fabius. 
«e  after  bis  victory  at  Panormus,  Metullus  caused 
I  captured  elephants  to  be  driven,  up  and  down 
Ui  blunt  spears,  in  order  to  remove  from  the 
ads  of  the  Romans  the  dread,  which  the  fame  of 
*  animals  had  inspired.  Here  Marcellus  dis- 
jyed  the  armour  of  the  vanquished  Gaul  Virido- 
iiros,  and  here  again  he  triumphed  after  his  con- 
test of  Syracuse,  liniriii^  in  protes^on  (lie  captured 
illrry  of  Archimedes.  Here  Scipio  Africanus 
rbruted  his  victory  over  Hannibal,  and  here 
mens,  king  of  ilaeedon,  was  led  in  chains  with 
family,  by  jEmilius  Paulus.  Passing  by  nume- 
b  intervening  scenes  we  thought  of  Aurelian, 
read  on  the  *jn>t  the  (Villou-ing  graphic  descrip- 
by  Gibbon,  of  the  triumph  he  celebrated  on  the 
of  the  destruction  of  the  Roman  empire. 


filO 

"  Tho  pomp  was  opened  by  twenty  elephants,  four 
royal  tigers,  and  above  two  hundred  of  the  most 
curious  animals  from  every  climate  of  the  north, 
the  cast,  and  the  south.  They  were  followed  hj 
sixteen  hundred  gladiators,  devoted  to  the  cruel 
amusement  of  the  amphitheatre.  Tho  wealtli  of 
Asia,  the  arms  and  designs  of  so  many  conquered 
nations,  and  the  magnificent  plate  and  wardrobe  of 
the  Syrian  Queen  were  disposed  in  exact  symmetry 
or  artful  disorder.  The  ambassadors  of  the  moil 
remote  parts  of  the  earth — of  Ethiopia,  Arabia, 
Persia,  Bactriana,  India,  and  China — all  remwkabie 
by  their  rich  or  singular  drcssos,  displayed  the  fimtf 
and  power  of  the  Roman  Emperor;  who  also  el- 
posed  to  view  the  presents  he  had  received,  wd 
particularly  a  great  number  of  crowns  of  gold,  the 
offerings  of  grateful  cities.  The  victories  of  AureliM 
were  attested  by  a  long  train  of  captives  who  reluc- 
tantly attended  his  triumph; — Goths,  Vandals. 
Sarmatians,  Alemanni,  Franks,  Gauls,  Syrians  and 
Egyptians.  Each  people  was  distinguished  by  its 
peculiar  inscription,  and  the  title  of  Amazons  was 
bestowed  on  ten  martial  heroines  of  the  Gothic 
nation  who  had  been  taken  in  arms.  But  every  ejs, 
disregarding  the  crowd  of  captives,  was  fixed  on  tl( 
Emperor  Tetricus  and  the  Queen  of  the  East.  The 
former  was  dressed  in  Gallic  trowsers,  a  saffron 
tunic,  and  a  robe  of  purple.  The  beauteous  figure 
of  Zenobia  was  confined  by  fetters  of  gold ;  a  slave 
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wpported  the  gold  chain  which  encircled  her  neck, 
ted  she  almost  fainted  under  the  intolerable  weight 
of  jewels.  She  preceded  on  foot  the  magnificent 
Aariot  in  which  she  once  hoped  to  enter  the  gates  of 
lome.  It  was  followed  by  two  other  chariots  still 
fcore  sumptuous,  of  Odenathus  and  of  the  Persian 
ttonarch.  The  triumphal  car  of  Aurelian,  formerly 
ped  by  a  Gothic  king,  was  drawn  either  by  four 
•tags  or  four  elephants.  The  most  illustrious  of  the 
Senate,  the  people,  and  the  army,  closed  the  solemn 
pooession." 

Oar  path  from  the  arch  of  Titus  has  been  bounded 
ft  the  right  by  the  ruins  already  described,  and  on 
the  left,  at  the  base  of  the  Palatine,  by  a  long  wall, 
above  which  appear  the  ruins  of  the  Palace  of  the 
Caesars.  Opposite  the  portico  of  Antoninus  and 
Faustina,  we  come  to  the  three  famous  Corinthian 
pillars  of  the  Forum,  about  which  the  conjectures  of 
totiquaries  have  so  differed,  that  they  have  obtained 
the  name  of  "  the  disputed  columns."  "  The  pre- 
vailing opinion,  however,"  (says  Sir  G.  Head) 
*  principally  supported  by  a  portion  of  the  ancient 
tiagram  of  the  building  with  the  letters  '  Grecost,' 
•graved  upon  it,  found  among  the  fragments  of 
the  Pianta  Capitolina,  identifies  the  ruin  with  the 
OpBoostasis,  an  ancient  edifice  of  the  Republic, 
holt  about  two  hundred  and  eighty  years  before 
the  Christian  era,  for  the  express  purpose  of  the  re- 
flation of  the  ambassadors  from  foreign  countries, 

p  2 
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a  celled  in  consequence  of  the  ambai 
'yrrhus,  king  of  Epirus,  being  the  first  who  were 
Fid  there.  It  was  rebuilt  by  Antoninus  Kns." 
j  white  marble  pillars  are  nearly  fifteen  feet  in 
circumference,  and  support  a  fragment  of  entabktan 
ion  is  richly  sculptured.  They  form  a  most 
ieture.sque  object,  standing  alone  in  a  large  area  o( 
desolation.  Just  beyond  this  ruin,  is  ibe  aitc  of 
the  Curia  Hostilia  or  Senate  House,  so  called  l'iom 
Tullus  Hostilius,  its  founder.  It  was  lure  that "  the 
i  king  Servius  Tullius"  tho  friend  of  the  people, 
1  a  victim  to  the  conspiracy  of  the  Patricians; 
e  wrath  ho  had  incurred  by  depriving  them  of 
tat  portion  of  the  public  land  they  had  unjusirj 

:|>|i:-"pri:iiri].    UIlll   1  'V   1 1 10  <]  i  visKttl   of    till!     pCl>pli'   lUtO 

centuries,  whereby  those  whose  plebeian  birth  in- 
cluded them  from  the  Curia?,  obtained  some  slum1  of 
municipal  rights.  Here  his  son-in-law,  Turqiiin  lk 
Proud,  acting  for  these  angry  nobles,  whose  cause  1* 
1  abetted  for  his  own  ambitious  ends,  hu  rled  tbe 
n  down  tho  steps  of  the  Curia  to  the  ground 
rose  up  to  cross  over  to  the  Esquiline,  be  *as 
1  by  the  conspirators.  "Tien  the  wiWI 
,  mounted  her  chariot  and  finy? 
,  and  called  Lucius  out  from  the  Bo***] 
,  aud  said  to  him — '  Hail  to  thee,  kiug  I* 
is.'  But  Lucius  hade  her  to  go  hometj  ami  f 
;  was  going  home,  the  body  of  her  father  «'L1- 
c  way.    The  driver  of  the  chariot  stopp0* 
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•rfc,  and  shewed  to  Tullia  where  her  father  lay  in 
blood.  But  she  bade  him  drive  on,  for  the  furies 
her  wickedness  were  upon  her,  and  the  chariot 
Led  over  the  body ;  and  she  went  to  her  home 
bh  her  father's  blood  upon  the  wheels  of  her 
uriot !  Thus  Lucius  Tarquinius  and  the  wicked 
illia,  reigned  in  the  place  of  the  good  king 
mu8.',# 

Adjoining  the  Curia  was  the  Comitium,  where 
a  decrees  of  the  Senate  were  promulgated,  and  in 
out  was  the  Rostra,  so  called  from  the  beaks  of 
iptured  vessels  with  which  it  was  ornamented. 

"  Whence  spoke 


They  who  harangued  the  people ;  turning  now 
To  the  twelve  tables,  now  with  lifted  hands 
To  the  Capitoline  Jove,  whose  fulgent  shape 
In  the  unclouded  azure  shone  far  off, 
And  to  the  shepherd  on  the  Alban  mount 
Seemed  like  a  star  new-risen ! " 

that  rostrum,  from  which  Cicero  had  denounced 
thony,  the  Triumvir's  vengeance  barbarously 
xed  the  head  of  the  orator  after  he  had  been 
acherously  sacrificed  by  the  heartless  Augustus, 
a  fiendish  compact  of  blood. 
We  were  perfectly  spell-bound  by  the  overwhelm - 
;  historical  associations  of  the  spot.  Although  the 
ice  between  the  ruins  I  have  described,  is  a  mere 
lderness,  defiled  with  filth,  and  haunted  by  thieves 

•  Dr.  Arnold's  History  of  Borne. 
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t  had  a  cliarm  for  us  which  day  after  day  was 
increasingly  irresistible.  "Whenever  it  was  practica- 
ble, wc  embraced  it  within  our  drives  to  othur  swims 
— we  sat  on  broken  -columns,  sketching,  musing, 
talking  of  the  past — we  wandered  there  at  noon,  at 
sun-sot,  and  when  the  moon  bathed  every  rained 
portico  and  shattered  pillar  with  her  soft  and  pensive 
light,  How  often  did  we  pace  up  and  down 
of  thought  for  utterance,  except  in  the  continual 
re-iteration  of  the  words — "This  was  the  Eonisi 
?orum ! " 

"  We  are  come, 
Are  now  where  once  the  mightiest  spirits  met 
In  terrible  conflict ;  this,  while  Rome  »u  free 
Tin'  noblest  theatre  011  this  side  llearon  ! 
Itere  the  first.  Brutus  stood,  when  o'er  the  corse 
Of  her  so  chaste  all  mourned,  and  from  his  cloud 
Burst  like  a  God. 

Nuw  all  ia  changed  ;  and  here,  as  in  the  «ild, 
The  day  is  silent,  dreary  as  the  night ; 
None  stirring,  save  the  herdsman  and  his  herd, 
Savig*  alike  ;  or  th*y  that  would  explore, 
Discuss  mid  learnedly  ;  or  they  that  come, 
(And  fliers  are  many  who  have  crossed  the  esrtli) 
That  they  may  give  the  hours  to  meditation, 
And  wander,  often  saying  to  themselves, 
'  This  was  the  Homan  Fobum  ! '  " 

"We  are  treading  the  spot  where  the  Romans  «i 

Sabinos  fought  till  separated  by  the  Sabine  wot** 

ahing  from  the  Palatine  to  prevent  tho  BUB* 
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laughter  of  their  husbands  and  their  fathers.  And 
en  through  long  years  took  place  the  more  peaceful 

struggles,  by  which  the  people  who  did  the  work 

and  fought  the  battles,  at  last  succeeded  in  effecting 
heir  enfranchisement,  and  the  United  Republic  ex- 
tibited  an  iron  strength  to  which  the  history  of  the 
Torld  affords  no  parallel.  Here,  according  to  the 
legend,  jnst  as  Brennus  cast  his  naked  sword  into 
the  stales  where  the  gold  for  the  ransom  of  the  city 
¥03  being  weighed,  Camillas  rushed  in  with  hia 
patriot  band,  put  the  Gauls  to  flight  and  pursued 
ftem  till  not  one  remained  to  boast  of  sharing  in  the 
■act  of  Elmo.    Here,  when  the  question  was  debated 

°'  transferring  the  seat  of  the  commonwealth  from 
*»e  ruined  city  to  Veil,  the  centurion's  word  of  com- 

**Uod  to  his  soldiers  iis  they  marched  across   the 

*  onim,  was  taken  as  a  divine  augury — "  Standard- 

*  carer  I  plant  the  ensign — it  is  best  that  we  halt 
tan!"  To  this  spot  old  Appius  Claudius  the  Blind, 
D  the  manner  of  our  own  Chatham,  was  carried  in 
ais  litter  to  dissnado  the  Senate  from  granting  peace 
to  I'yrrhus.  Then  Cineas,  the  king's  friend  and 
iinbassador,  returned  to  the  magnanimous  invader, 
»ying.  "  The  city  is  like  a  temple,  and  tho  Senate 
m  assembly  of  kings  !  "  Here  Itegulus  tore  himself 
rom  the  embraces  of  his  family,  to  return  as  & 
:aptire  to  Carthage — and  here,  when  the  people 
crowded  together  in  intense  excitement  on  the  newa 
•f  tbe  fatal  fight   of  Canute,    public  thanks  were 


voted  to  Yarro,  because,  tbougli  defeated,  he  bad 
not  despaired  of  tbe  Republic !  How  often  bave, 
perhaps,  these  very  fragments  of  marble  pavement 
echoed  the  voice  of  the  orator  and  the  applauses  of 
his  audience,  when  he  pleaded  for  Iloscius  in  spite 
of  Sulla' a  tyranny — or  advocated  the  cause  of  the 
plundered  Sicilians — or  exposed  the  villainy  of 
Clodius — or  narrated  daily  to  the  people  what  was 
done  in  the  Senate,  to  counteract  the  machinations 
of  Catiline  !  Through  the  Forum  he  was  led  back 
from  exile  nmid  the  plaudits  of  the  multitude,  and 
after  Anthony  had  here  inflamed  the  populace  in 
his  funeral  oration  over  Csssar's  corpse,  Cicero  here 
strove  to  unmask  his  ambition,  and  urged  the  people 
to  make  a  last  struggle  for  freedom.  Teg  1  in  this 
field,— 

"  A  thousand  years  of  silenced  factions  sleep— 
The  Forum,  where  [Le  immortal  accents  glow, 
An  J  still  the  eloqnent  air  breathes — burns  with  Cicero ! " 

And  this  scene  of  Home's  former  greatness  is  a 
cattle  market !  Excavations  have  long  been  in  pro- 
gress for  the  purpose  of  discovering  the  foundation! 
of  the  ancient  buildings.  The  men  thus  employed 
strive  to  make  tbe  contrast  as  striking  as  possible 
between  tbe  feebleness  of  tlie  present  and  the  energy 
of  the  past.  Nothing  can  exceed  their  indolence.  It 
is  the  very  caricature  oiiabour  !  I  am  within  bounds 
when  I  say  that  twelve  men  were  doing  the  work  of  u 
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conpleof  children.  "WithliU.h  shi>veb,lilo:  playthings, 
fhty  paaeed  a  handful  of  dust  from  one  to  another  with 
such  deliberate  anil  solemn  ceremony  that  we  could 
not  refrain  from  laughter.  I  afterwards  ascertained 
that  they  were  sustained  by  charity,  and  put  on 
these  public  works.  They  certainly  appeared  to  be 
contending  for  a  prize  to  be  awarded  to  him,  who, 
keeping  up  the  pretence  of  labour,  should  produce 
the  very  least  possible  result.  Yet  slow  as  is  the 
process,  it  is  one  very  interesting  to  wateh,  for  as 
now  and  then,  amidst  the  rubbish,  a  piece  of  sculp- 
tured marble  or  the  fragment  of  a  column  is  turned 
up,  the  period  intervening  since  they  were  buried 
teems  annihilated.  We  sat  upon  a  colossal  statue 
which  had  just  been  brought  to  light,  disinterred 
from  its  tomb  of  centuries ! 

One  day  us  I  was  sketching  among  the  ruins,,  a 
ihout  startled  me  from  my  reverie.  Looking  up  I 
law  a  little  boy  in  rapid  flight,  throwing  away  the 
travelling  map  which  he  had  skilfully  abstracted  from 
my  pocket.  The  Roman  artist  who  had  witnessed 
the  feat  and  warned  me  of  my  lees,  told  me  that 
several  of  these  gently  bad  long  been  skulking  round 
me  watching  their  opportunity.  He  advised  me  to 
be  always  on  my  guard  in  the  Forum,  as  its  neigh- 
bourhood was  a  noted  nest  of  thieves!  1  thought 
how  much,  iu  a  moral  point  of  view,  this  incident 
harmonized  with  the  physical  desolation  around  '. 

To  complete  the  picture,  the  French  soldiers  were 
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daily  drilled  amidst  the  rains!  What  a  ehtnge! 
The  Basilica  of  Constantine  glittering  with  bay- 
onets—  the  temple  of  Jupiter  and  the  arch  of 
Titus,  echoing  back  the  roll  of  musketry— the 
Capitol  and  the  Palatine  reverberating  with  the 
drums  and  trumpets  of  the  barbarian — the  path  of 
triumphs  and  the  Roman  Forum  again  n 
with  the  tramp  of  the  exulting  Gaul ! 

u  Alasl  the  lofty  eity]  and  alas] 
The  trebly  hundred  triumphs]  and  the  day 
When  Brutus  made  the  dagger's  edge  surpass 
The  conqueror's  sword  in  hearing  fame  away ! 
Alas,  for  Tolly's  voiee  and  Virgil's  lay, 
And  Livy's  pictured  page  ] — hut  these  shall  he 

Her  resurrection ;  all  beside — decay ! "  \ 

i 

Again  I  remembered  the  dictum  of  the  Prince  of 
Peace — "They  that  use  the  sword  shall  perish  by 

■ 

the  sword  \ " 

■1 


CHAPTER.  IV. 


IHE    COLOSSEUM. 

"  Arches  on  arches !  ns  it  were  that  Rome, 
Oilk'rtinir,  tlic  chief  trophic?  of  her  lino, 
Would  build  up  ill  kra  triumphs  in  one  dome, 
Her  Coliseum  stands  1 " 

Iw  commencing  this  chapter  I  feel  guilty  of  the  pre- 

lumptioa  of  attempting  to  describe  the  indescribable. 

The  height  of  its  ^olls,  the  span  of  its  arches,  the 

thickness  of  its  piers,  the  extent  of  its  area — all  this 

y  he  detailed;  and   yet  that  solemn,  venerable, 

«oloesal  ruin,  which  awes,  delights  and  overwhelms 

beholder,  must  itself  remain  imponrtrayed.     All 

t  we  had  read  left  us  totally  unprepared  for  the 

eflect  it  produced  as  wo  stood  within  its  arena,  or 

looked  down  from  its  lofty  galleries.     Ho  one  need 

that  the  reality  will  disappoint  his  expectations. 

You  behold  the  Colosseum  and  something  more,  which 

something  more '  must  be  seen,  or  rather  felt,  upon 

tie  spot,  by  every  one  for  himself — it  can  never  be 

described  to  another. 

Chief  among  those  features  wliich  can  be  de- 
lineated, is  its  immense  magnitude.  It  covers  an 
»rea  whoso  circumference  is  no  less  than  1 780  feet 
■  I  upwards  of  a  third  of  a  mile.     The  wall  encom- 
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passing  this  ellipse,  towers  to  the  astonishing  height 
of  164  feet,  and  exhibits  on  the  exterior,  three  tc-wb 
of  arches  narked  with  half  columns,  the  lower  being 
Doric,  the  next  funic,  the  third  Corinthian.  Above 
this  is  a  row  of  composite  pilasters  without  arches, 
surmounted  by  a  parapet.  On  this  wo  distinguished 
the  original  brackets  for  supporting  the  wooden  bars 
to  which  the  awning  was  suspended.  The  lower 
row  of  arches  aro  open,  and  through  them  all  access 
was  obtained  to  the  interior.  Forty-four  of  these 
remain  out  of  the  original  eighty.  Over  the  key- 
stone, we  read  in  Eomon  numerals,  deep  and  well- 
defined,  the  number  of  each  arch,  for  enabling  the 
ticket-holder  to  know  tho  preciso  entrance  by  which 
he  was  to  cain  his  appropriated  scat.  "Within  this 
wall  are  two  others,  each  lower  than  the  one  nest 
outside.  They  sustained  the  many  tiers  of  Beat* 
which  ascended  one  above  anothor,from  the  arena 
to  the  parapet.  These  walls  are-  constructed  of  large 
Wonka  of  travertine,  some  of  which  are  sis  feet 
long,  five  and  a  half  broad,  and  two  and  a  half 
thick  I 

On  entering  by  any  one  of  the  arches,  we  are  im- 
pressed by  the  massive  character  of  the  doable  cor- 
ridor which  runs  round  the  amphitheatre,  between 
its  encompassing  walls.  How  gigantic  are  these 
three  rows  of  (square  pillars  which  boar  up  the  pon- 
derous arches  whereon  once  rested  the  marble 
benches  of  a  hundred  thousand  spectators  !     Verily 
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they  tell  a  talc  of  "weight  supported."  How  in 
harmony  with  the  stem,  unrelenting,  invincible 
character  of  ancient  Home  itself!  And  how  in 
keeping  with,  the  stone-hearted  erucltj  of  the  sports 
exhibited  within,  are  these  massive  gloomy  passages, 
through  which  the  people  thronged  to  witness  them. 
Truth  is  a  "lamp  of  architecture,"  which  here  is 
hung  on  every  pillar  and  under  every  arch.  Leading 
to  the  upper  stories,  arc  numerous  ruined  staircases, 
the  eteps  of  which  shew  the  wear  of  the  multitudes 
who  passed  up  and  down  them,  in  the  days  of  old, 
When 

.  .  .  .  "Biming  nations  choked  Iho  ways, 
And  roui'd  or  muiuur'i!  like  a  mountain  stream 
Dabbing  or  winding  as  its  torrent  strays." 

The  arena  on  which  wild  beasts  and  gladiators 
contended  in  deadly  strife  is  overgrown  with  grass. 
Tt  is  4315  square  yards,  or  nearly  an  acre,  in  extent. 
It  is  encircled  by  the  Podium,  a  wall  of  about  ten 
feet  high,  a  short  distance  within  the  three  walls 
already  mentioned.  Above  this  was  a  gallt 
for  the  exclusive  use  of  the  Emperor  and  other 
persons  of  distinction.  In  the  centre  of  the 
Tast  area  a  large  wooden  cross  has  been  erected 
u  if  in  triumph  over  the  Pagan  barbarities  by  which 
this  spot  was  once  desecrated.  An.  indulgence  of 
two  hundred  days  is  promised  to  all  who  kiss  it.^ 
Whenever  we  were  in  the  Colosseum,  we  saw  several . 
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devotees  performing  the  ceremony  with  an  a 

f  great   earnestness.       There   t 
other   crosses,   or    "stations"   placed 
against  the  podium.     As  we  walked  round,  I 
served  sever.il  dark  openings  leading  to  ihe  i 
ronean  passages  and  dungeons,  now  closed  u 

Immense  as  are  the  remaining  ruins, 
equal  quantity  of  stor.c  must  have  hew 
the  Colosseum,  having  been  for  many  years  r 

a  quarry.  Much  of  ihc  h 
has  entirely  disappeared,  and  in  that  portion  i 
remains,  a  wide  rent  from  the  top  to  the  bottom, 
where  it  gapes  no  less  than  two  feet,  hears  testi- 
mony to  the  violent  and  reckless  measures  resortefl 
to  for  obtaining  building  materials.  It  is  not 
secured  by  an  immense  brick  buttress,  nearlyt* 
feet  thick,  and  sloping  upwards  from  a  base  oi 
feet  to  a  height  of  one  hundred  and  fifty. 

"  A  ruin— jot  what  ruin !  from  its  m 
Walk,  pnlacos,  half-cities,  have  Loon  renr'd, 
Yet  oft  the  enormous  skeleton  ye  pass 
And  marvel  where  the  spoil  could  have  a\ 
Hath  it  indeed  been  plundered,  or  but  clear'd  ■ 


In  order  to 
beasts  and 


j  tho  Vivarium,  where  i 
i  destined  for  the  service  o 
confined,  we  ascended  the  aid 
of  the  Cceliau  which  overlooks  the  rain.  Close  I 
the  church  of  S.  John  and  S.  Paul,  is  a  Pa* 
Convent,  built  on  the  massive  substructions  o 


ancient  edifices  of  great  magnitude.      One  of  the 

inks   conducted  us  down   some   steps   under  art 

;cavaletl  archway  into  the  dismal  recesBes  below. 

bving  lighted  a  torch,  he  led  the  way  through  pas- 

;w,  cut  in  the  solid  rock,  of  great  height,  and  in 

ue  places  of  considerable  width.     On  either  side 

we  walked  along,  other  openings  gaped  upon  us 

irish  their  huge,  black,  jagged  mouths.     Our  guide 

uld  us  that  these  dens  communicated  wifh  others 

elow  the  arena,  though  the  way  was  now  blocked 

Op.      He  directed  our  attention  to  some   singular 

himney-like  openings,  by  which  he  told  us,  the 

rs  of  the  wild  beasts  passed  in  and  out.     He 

■hewed  us  other  gloomy  caverns,  which  he  said  were 

prisons  of  gladiators,  and  of  the  Christians  and 

other  captives  reserved  for  slaughter.     The  intense 

■kness,  solitude,  and  silence  of  these  recesses — the 

rugged  forms  of  the  dark  rock  partially  illuminated 

ry  the  glare  of  our  monk's  torch — the  remembrance 

the  purpose  for   which    these   excavations    were 

made — the  roar  of  lions,  and  the  sigh  of  captives, 

tad   the    savage   shout   of    gladiators,    with   which 

nation  made   them  still  vocal  as  we  groped 

along — all  combined   to    render  the    morning    we 

ieited  the  Vivarium,   not  the  least  memorable  of 

it  Roman  sojourn. 

The  Colosseum  waa  commenced  in  72  a.d.  by 
lavius  Vcspasianus,  whence  its  title,  "  The  Flavian 
Amphitheatre. "      Eight  years   afterwards  it  waa 


completed  by  Titus,  who  employed  thousands  of 
captive  Jewa  on  the  works.  The  occasion  of  its 
opening  was  celebrated  by  a  festival  which  lasted 
a  hundred  day?,  during  which  nine  thousand  lious, 
tigers,  elephants  and  other  animals  were  killed  in 
cruel  conflict  with  gladiators  and  with  one  another. 
The  arena  flowed  also  with  the  blood  of  men  com- 
pelled to  mutual  slaughter,  and  even  women  fought 
with  women,  to  gratify  the  brutal  taste  of  [lie 
Boman  people.  Moreover,  the  arena  was  suddcrlj 
converted  into  a  lake,  and  made  the  scene  of  * 
naval  engagement.  Thus  inaugurated,  it  became 
for  many  a  long  year  the  favourite  resort  of  a  popu- 
lace so  maddened  with  the  thirst  of  blood,  that 
nothing  but  deadly  strife  was  sufficiently  exciting 
for  their  amusement.  Pompey  once  exhibited  sue 
hundred  lions,  and  Augustus  four  hundred  panthers, 
in  cruel  combat  with  men!  But  with  what  astonish- 
ment must  the  Boinans  have  here  beheld  persons  of 
all  ranks,  so  resolute  in  their  attachment  to  the  neff 
religion  of  the  crucified  Nazarene,  as  cheerfully  to 
be  exposed  to  the  fury  of  wild  beasts  rather  than 
renounce  it !  How  marvellous,  how  unaccountable 
to  that  Epicurean  population  must  have  been  the 
phenomenon  of  timid  women,  and  tottering  old  men, 
and  little  children,  equally  with  bold  warriors,  calmly 
unresistingly,  joytully  submitting  to  torture  and  to 
death,  rather  than  sprinkle  a  little  salt  on  the  altar 
of  Jupiter !     The  appearance  of  this  "  sect  which 
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as  everywhere  spoken  against/9  was  hailed  .as  an 

pportunity  of  furnishing  victims  for  the  amphi- 

heatre.      On  the  most  absurd  pretexts  they  were 

hurried  away  to  make  sport  for  the  people.     Tertul- 

lian  says — "  If  the  Tiber  overflowed^  if  there  were 

famine  or  plague,  if  the  season  were  cold,  or  dry,  or 

scorching — whatever  public  calamity  happened,  the 

iniversai  cry  of  the  populace  was — '  The  Christians 

to  the  lions.'  "     Here  the  crown  of  martyrdom  was 

▼on  by  the  venerable  Ignatius,  who,  prior  to  the 

destruction  of  Jerusalem,    became  Bishop  of   the 

church  at  Antioch,  where  he  laboured  during  forty 

years.    What  a  stigma  on  the  name  of  Trajan,  that 

▼hen  visiting  that  city,  he  should  have  condemned 

to  so  cruel  a  death,  the  venerable  man  whose  life 

had  been  spent  in  works  of  charity !     But  Ignatius 

"rejoiced  to  be  counted  worthy  to  suffer  for  the 

tome  of  Jesus,"  and  astonished  his  guards  by  his 

• 

u&patience  to  reach  the  place  where,  he  was  to  have 
the  privilege  of  testifying  by  death,  his  love  to  Him 
▼ho  had  given  him  life — a  life  which  neither  wild- 
Wsts,  nor  men  more  fierce  than  they,  could  touch. 
On  this  spot,  more  eager  for  the  lions  than  the  most 
ravenous  of  them  for  him,  did  the  grey-headed  saint, 
to  the  presence  of  a  hundred  thousand  spectators, 
testify  his  unflinching  faith  that  He  whom  he  served 
**8  "able  to  save  to  the  uttermost."  Here,  too, 
*hile  a  few  sorrowing  friends  gathered  up  the  scant} 
telies  of  his  bones,  angels  received  and  bore  away 

0. 
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his  triumphant  spirit  into  the  presence  of  his  ap- 
proving Lord.  How  speedily  were  the  wild  shouts 
of  the  populace  and  tho  savage  Toar  of  the  lions,  lost 
in  the  songs  of  Heaven,  and  the  gracious  salutation 
— "  Well  done,  good  and  faithful  servant ! " 

Tho  last  martyr  of  the  Colosseum  was  the  good 
monk  Telcmaehus.  So  inveterate  was  tho  passion 
for  hlood,  that  alter  three  centuries,  notwithstanding 
the  spread  of  Christianity  and  its  adoption  as  the 
Imperial  faith,  gladiatorial  combats  continued  lo  1)0 
the  favorite  pastime  of  a  large  proportion  of  tie 
citizens.  Constantino  prohibited  them.  The  popu- 
lace persisted.  To  avoid  an  insurrection,  they  1MB 
suffered  to  have  their  will.  Honoring  re-enacted 
the  prohibition.  It  was  equally  in  vain.  Theywbu 
patiently  endured  tho  loss  of  Ircedom,  were  prepared 
to  act  the  hero  rather  than  bo  deprived  of  their 
cruel  games.  One  day  as  tho  gladiatorial  fight  w*a 
about  to  commence.  Tclcnwchus  r.i.-hcd  down  inlJ 
the  arena  and  separated  the  combatants.  Then  the 
spectators,  indignant  at  this  interruption  to  their 
sport,  tore  up  the  marble  benches  and  hurled  them 
down  upon  hint  "  from  the  amphitheatre  which 
seemed  crowded  with  so  many  demons  raging  lor 
human  blood."  But  in  hia  death,  the  bcuevoltiil 
monk  was  victorious — rage  yielded  to  admiration — 
and  gladiatorial  combats  ceased  for  ever. 

The  battles  of  wild  Leasts,  however,  > 
the  sixth  century.    In  the  middle  ages  the  Colosseum 
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was  frequently  converted  into  a  fortress  by  the  con- 
flicting nobles.  In  1332  there  was  a  faint  and  final 
flicker  from  the  dying  embers  of  its  ancient  abomina- 
tions. For  it  was  the  scene  of  a  bull-fight  and  tourna- 
ment, in  which  many  of  the  nobility  were  slain,  and 
then  interred  with  great  pageantry.  It  afterwards  was 
plundered  during  many  years  for  building  materials, 
"whole  palaces  being  reared  from  its  ruins,  until  150 

• 

years  ago,  it  was  placed  under  the  protection  of  the 
cross,  and  consecrated  to  the  memory  of  the  martyrs. 
Notwithstanding  the  high  authority  which  says 
"it  will  not  bear  the  brightness  of  the  day,"  the 
view  of  the   Colosseum  under  a  cloudless  sun,   is 
second  only  to  that  by  moonlight.      We  stationed 
ourselves  on  such  a  day,  to  read  and  sketch,  in  the  cool 
shade  of  the  massive  corridor,  looking  out  upon  tho 
arena  from  under  a  shattered  arch,  adorned  with  the 
drapery  of  beautiful  flowers.     The  sun  shone  full  on 
the  pile  of  ruins  beyond.     The  stupendous  substruc- 
tions of  the  ascending  galleries  cast  deep  shadows, 
^'hich  varied  in  breadth  in  proportion  to  the  curve 
°f  the  building,  whose  form  was  thus  strikingly 
developed,  there  being  a  different  effect  of  sunshine 
xn.  every  part.    How  astonishingly  did  that  wondrous 
Sun  of  Italy  warm  up,  as  painters  phrase  it,  the 
°ld  ruin.     Its  peculiar  yellowish  reddish  hue,  ex- 
quisitely beautiful  even  in  shadow,  seemed  positively 
*°  glow  and  burn  in  the  light.    And  then  how  in- 
describable the  contrast  with  the  deep  blue  sky, 

0,2 


spreading  above  like  a  canopy,  and  seen  through  the 
fissures  and  window  spaces  of  the  parapet,  whose 
jagged  edges  sparkling  in  the  clear  atmosphere,  were 
sharply  defined  upon  tho  azuro  background, — whUe 
the  liveliest  tints  of  green,  yellow,  and  pink  were 
reflected  from  the  herbage  which  clung  to  every 
nook  and  cranny  of  the  mighty  fabric  !  Two  hun- 
dred and  sixty  different  species  of  plants  grow  npon 
the  walls,  and  even  large  trees  have  sprung  up 
between  the  fissures  of  ruin  !  Those  waving  grasses, 
those  graceful  festoons  of  verdure,  those  lovely  flowers 
flinging  around  their  fragrance,  seem  ever  to  be  sing- 
ing the  song  of  Nature's  triumph  over  art,  or  rather 
of  the  victoiy  of  love  over  cruelty.  We  tried  B 
picture  the  very  different  scene,  so  frequently  pre- 
sented here,  when  the  Colosseum,  in  the  days  of  its 
glory  was  thronged  for  some  grand  entertainment— 
when  the  ample  awning  above  protected  the  mul- 
titude from  the  sun,  while  fragrant  odours  were 
dispersed  through  the  air,  and  cooling  fountain* 
threw  up  their  refreshing  columns  of  crystal  water 
around — when  tier  above  tier  the  eager  thousands 
gazed  down  upon  scenes  of  blood — from  the  Emperor 
surrour.ded  by  the  chief  dignitaries  of  state,  by 
governors  of  distant  provinces,  and  Ambassadors  from 
far-off  realms  arrayed  in  barbaric  pomp — through 
the  various  grades  of  dignily— Vestal  Virgins,  Pontiff's 
Augurs,  Tribunes,  Senators,  Equitcs,  up  lo  the  higher 
benches  of  the  Burgesses,  and  to  the  rabble  of  slaves 
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in  the  loftiest  tier  of  all — while  Roman  ladies  affect- 
ing the  utmost  delicacy  and  refinement,  and  arrayed 
in  all  the  meretricious  blandishments  of  licentious- 
ness, vied  in  numbers  and  eagerness  with  men,  in 
watching  the  mortal  struggle  of  the  combatants,  or 
in  giving  the  fatal  signal  which  doomed  the  van- 
quished to  death !  And  we  felt  how  true  was  the 
following  extract  from  Schlegel  which  we  read  on 
the  spot — 

"A  thirst  of  blood,  after  having  been  long  the 
predominant  passion  of  the  party- leaders  of  this  all- 
ruling  people,  became  an  actual  craving —  a  festive 
entertainment  for  the  multitude.  And  yet  the 
Botnans  of  this  age,  when  we  consider  their  conduct 
in  war — in  the  battles  and  victories  they  won,  or  the 
strength  of  character  they  evinced,  whether  on  the 
tented  field,  or  on  the  arena  of  political  contests, 
displayed  an  admirable,  we  might  sometimes  say  a 
super-human,  energy ;  so  that  we  are  often  at  a  loss 
bow  to  reconcile  our  admiration,  with  the  detestation 
which  their  actions  unavoidably  inspire.  It  was  as 
if  the  iron  -footed  god  of  war,  Gradivus,  so  highly 
revered  from  of  old  by  the  people  of  Romulus, 
actually  bestrode  the  globe,  and  at  every  step  struck 
out  new  torrents  of  blood ;  or  as  if  the  dark  Pluto 
had  emerged  from  the  abyss  of  eternal  night,  es- 
corted by  all  the  vengeful  spirits  of  the  lower  world, 
by  all  the  furies  of  passion  and  insatiable  cupidity, 
by  the  blood-thirsty  demons  of  murder,  to  establish 
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his  visible  empire,  and  erect  Lis  throne  for  ever  on. 
the  earth.  There  can  bo  no  doubt  if  the  Roman 
history  were  divested  of  ite  accustomed  rhetoric, 
of  all  the  patriotic  majrima  and  trite  sayings  of  poli- 
ticians, mid  were  presented  with  strict  and  minute 
accuracy  in  all  its  living  reality,  every  human  mind 
would  be  deeply  shocked  at  such  a  picture  of  tragic 
truth,  and  penetrated  with  the  profoundest  detesta — 
tion  and  horror." 

The  grander!  sight  in  Homo  is  the  Culossenm  b~-  ■» 
moonlight  On  three  several  occasions,  we  had  tbS^a 
inexpressible  enjoyment.  A  moon  bo  very  Lrigh  — 1, 
sailing  majestically  through  a  midnight  sky  so  ve^^Bry 
blue,  wc  had  never  before  seen  or  imagined.  "Wh  at 
a  mysterious  drapery  it  threw   over  the   coloss^^al 

ruin,  hiding  its  deformities,  enhancing  its  digmt y, 

and  bathing  it  in  beauty!  And  then  all  was  so  stL__ll, 
savo  the  tread  of  the  distant  sentinel,  or  the  hooti  ns 
of  the  owl  from  the  imperial  ruins  on  the  ThIiiIm  ^Mn' 
But  I  will  not  attempt  a  description  for  which  w  ~"y 
pen  is  totally  incompetent.  And  it  is  unneeessa~~ ~^ry, 
since  Byron  in  his  "  Manfred,"  has  thus  pourtra^-~(u 
what  we  witnessed. 

"Tlift  stars  are  furlh,  the  moon  above  tho  topi 
Of  the  snow-shining  mountains.— Beautiful '. 
I  c!o  remomher  nie,  that  in  my  youth, 
"When  I  was  wandering-, — upiin  such  a  night 
I  slniul  within  the  Coliseum's  wall, 
Midst  the  chief  relies  of  almighty  Rome 
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The  trees  which  grew  along  the  broken  arches 
Waved  dark  in  the  bine  midnight,  and  the  stars 
Shone  through  the  rents  of  ruin ;  from  afar 
The  watchdog  bayM  beyond  the  Tiber ;  and 
More  near,  from  ont  the  Caesar's  palace  came 
The  owfs  long  cry,  and,  interruptedly, 
Of  distant  sentinals  the  fitful  song 
Begun  and  died  upon  the  gentle  wind. 
Some  cypresses  beyond  the  time-worn  breach 
AppearM  to  skirt  the  horizon,  yet  they  stood 
Within  a  bow-shot — where  the  Caesars  dwelt, — 

But  the  gladiators'  bloody  circus  stands, 

A  noble  wreck  in  ruinous  perfection ! 

While  Caesar's  chambers,  and  the  Augustan  halls, 

Grovel  on  earth  in  indistinct  decay. 

And  thou  didst  shine,  thou  rolling  moon,  upoa 

All  this,  and  cast  a  wide  and  tender  light, 

Which  softened  down  the  hoar  austerity 

Of  rugged  desolation,  and  filled  up 

As  'twere,  anew,  the  gaps  of  centuries ; 

Leaving  that  beautiful  which  still  was  so, 

And  making  that  which  was  not,  till 

.     the  heart  ran  o'er 
With  silent  [homage]  of  the  great  of  old ! — 
The  dead,  but  sceptred  sovereigns,  who  still  rule 
Our  spirits  from  their  urns. — 'Twas  such  a  night !" 

On  our  first  night- visit  the  moon  was  within 
tevcral  days  of  being  fall,  and  the  effect  resembled  a 
Full  moon-light  scene  in  our  own  climate.  On  the 
third  occasion  there  was  too  much  light — we  could 
»ee  almost  as  distinctly  as  in  the  day-time — the  mys- 
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tery  was  gone.  On  the  second  night  the  •_■  fleet  was  very 
fine,  for  clouds  occasionally  throw  their  dark  mantle 
of  shadow  am  the  scene,  which  then  became  -ml- 
ilnily  re-illuminated  us  the  muwi  again  emerged. 
How  majestic  and  solemn  in  the  darkness,  were,  the 
grand  corridors  1  have  already  described.  Of  course, 
no  light  reached  them,  but  as  we  walked  round  in 
silence,  and  looked  through  the  vista  of  massive 
columns  and  black  impending  arches,  to  the  arena, 
all  silver  bright  in  tho  moon's  rays — the  effect  was 
perfectly  magical-  We  ascended  by  one  of  the 
In. ken  staircases  accompanied  by  a  torch- bearer. 
Other  explorers  were  above,  and  every  bow  and 
then  we  saw  the  red  glare  of  their  flambeaus  gleam- 
ing forth  from  some  black  depth  of  shadow,  or 
moving  about  in  the  ruined  galleries,  a  striking 
contrast  to  tho  mild  yellow  radiance  in  which  the 
mighty  structure  was  bathed. 

"How  enormous  it  looked  as  we  giitfeduruund  from 
the  highest  point  we  could  reach,  and  how  eloquently 
did  those  deserted  seats  tell  of  the  instability  of 
earthly  glory.  But  the  decay  of  this  majestic 
structure  was  also  a  sign  thai  cruelty  and  Paganism 
had  been  vanquished  by  humanity  and  truth.  It 
was  pui ii In  1  as  I  looked  down  on  the  vast  arena, 
remember  the  despair,  the  revenge,  the  ngony, 
terror,  when 
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"  Here  the  buzz  of  eager  nations  ran, 

In  murmured  pity,  or  loud-roar' d  applause, 

As  man  was  slaughtered  b  y  his  fellow  man ! 


»» 


•*  Then  we  thought  of  the  triumphant  death  of  Chris- 
tians torn  by  wild  beasts  amidst  the  chouts  of  the 
brutal  people,  whose  retribution  was  so  close  at 
Land.  Now  the  Gauls  tread  triumphantly  the  spot 
where  they  graced  the  processions  of  ancient  con- 
querors,— Frankish  soldiers  stand  as  sentries  where 
their  ancestors  were  '  butchered  to  make  a  Roman 
holiday/ — while  barbaric  Britons  wander  over  the 
ruins  and  moralize  on  these  mighty  relics  of  vanished 
greatness.  The  Colosseum  is  impressive  at  all  times — 

"  But  when  the  rising  moon  begins  to  climb 
Its  topmost  arch,  and  gently  pauses  there ! 
When  the  stars  twinkle  through  the  loops  of  time, 
And  the  lone  night-breeze  waves  along  the  air 
The  garland  forest,  which  the  grey  walls  wear, 
like  laurels  on  the  bald  first  Caesar's  head  — 
When  the  light  shines  serene  but  doth  not  glare, 
Then  in  this  magic  circle  raise  the  dead : 
Heroes  have  trod  this  spot — His  on  their  dust  ye  tread/' 

How  fully  we  entered  into  the  feelings  of  this 
beautiful  description !" 

Yes !  heroes  have  indeed  trod  the  spot !  Not  the 
degraded  gladiators  who  fought  for  gold;  nor  the 
miserable  captives  urged  to  mutual  slaughter  by  the 
distant  hope  of  life  and  liberty  to  the  few  who 
should  survive  the  struggle ;  far  less  the  proud  cruel 
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wretches  who  boasted  that  they  had  subdued  the 
world,  and  here  glutted  their  savage  souls  in  wit- 
nessing the  agonies  of  those  they  had  spared  in  the 
battle  for  the  more  terrible  death  of  the  arena — but 
those  who  here  patiently  suffered  for  conscience 
sake  !  They  aro  the  real  heroes !  Of  the  victory 
they  achieved  the  world  still  reaps  the  fruit,  while 
the  crowns  of  triumph  they  won,  are  eternal. 
Mankind's  greatest  benefactor  was  the  "Man  of 
Sobeows!  "  He  conquered  by  suffering,  and  in  the 
end  it  will  be  seen  that  not  to  those  whose  earthly 
career  has  been  the  most  triumphant,  but  to  those 
who  like  their  master  have  patiently  endured,  is  the 
world  under  the  weightiest  obligations.  To  do,  to 
dare,  to  achieve  much  for  any  earthly  object  may  be 
heroic,  but  to  suffer  and  to  die  for  God,  humanity, 
and  truth — is  divine !  We  felt  truly  of  the  Colos- 
seum that  "  heroes  have  trod  this  spot." 


CHAPTER  V. 

WALLS,    BATHS,    PALACES,    ETC. 

"Walls  op  Rome. — The  circuit  of  the  walls  is  a 
most  interesting  drive.   They  were  built  by  Aurelian , 
repaired  and  flanked  with  towers  by  Honorius,  and 
having  been  partially  destroyed   by  Totila,   were 
again  restored  by  Belisarius.     Their  extent,  east  of 
the  Tiber,  is  about  eight  miles.     "We  began  on  the 
north,  at  the  Porta  del  Popolo,  the  site  of  the  old  Pla- 
minian  gate.  By  this  Constantine  entered  in  triumph 
after  his  defeat  of  Maxentius.     Turning  to  the  right 
we  passed  under  the  overhanging,  bulging,  twisted 
mass  of  reticulated  brick-work,  called  the  Muro 
Torto.     In  consequence  of  their  belief  that  it  was 
under  the  special  guardianship  of  S.   Peter,    the 
citizens  prevented  its  being  rebuilt  by  Belisarius, 
who  feared  it  might  fall.       The  superstition  was 
established  by  the  Gauls  abstaining  from  an  attack 
in  (his  quarter,  notwithstanding  its  defenceless  con- 
dition.   As  we  passed  along  we  observed  the  various 
masonry  of  the  walls.     Shapeless  stones  and  squared 
blocks,  Eoman  tile  and  marble  fragments,  are  mis- 
cellaneously jumbled  together,  testifying  the  hasty 
manner  in  which  the  repairs  were  executed  for  the 
defence  of  the  city  against  the  sudden  incursions  of 
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the   barbarians.        Nothing  could   be  more  d 

than  tlii3  route.     You  may  ride  for  an  hour  jwi  at 

meet  a  human  being.      Though  bo  eloeo 

there  is  not  a  solitary  dwelling. 

gardens  shut  up  the  road  on  the  left  and  o 

cw  of  the  country.  Here  ami  there  if 
Bailing  enclosing  the  angle  of  a  tower,  fun 
refuge  tor  (bot-peaeengerB,  when  the  tinkle  «l 
announces  the  approach  of  a  herd  of  buffaloe 
nre  often  very  ferocious.  How  eloquent  e 
did  those  silent,  melancholy  walls,  read  to  it 
drove  slowly  beneath  them  ! 

The  second  gate  was  the  Porta  Rnciat 
closed  up.  Here,  according  to  the 
tradition,  Bolisarius,  blind  and  degraded,  > 
begged  aa  the  people  passed  by.  Then  i 
the  Porta  Salaria,  memorable  as  the  spot  1 
Alarie  entered  at  midnight,  and  gave  rip  the  c 
bo  sacked  by  his  Goths.  The  Porta  Ka, 
tliL  Porta  Noiuentana,  is  the  nest  gate,  p 
M.  Angela.  Near  this  was  thfl  nunousCtitB) 
of  the  walls  of  8,  Tullius,  tlinwgli  which  t.l 
made  their  famous  aeeeaeione  to  the  sacred  I 
and  to  which  Hannibal  with  two  tbor 
rode  up,  when,  in  venation  at  facing  r.iiif 
prey  after  so  many  years  of  unremitting  pui 
hurled  a  spear  at  the  city  he  had  sworn  to  ii 
Wo  then  drove  round  three  sides  of  Qie  Bo) 
camp,   which  was  included  in  th 
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The  P.  San  Lorenzo  was  anciently  the  Porta  Tiburtina, 
Irttrirnff  to  Tibur  and  Praeneste.     The  P.  Maggiorc, 
originally  an  arch  of  the  Claudian  aqueduct,  built 
of  immense  blocks  of  uncemented  travertine,  is  very 
imposing.     Passing  the  amphitheatre  called  Cas- 
trense,  built  for  the  savage  sports  of  the  Praetorian 
guards,  we  arrived  at  the  P.  San  Giovanni,  near 
which  is  the  P.  Asinaria,  now  closed,  memorable  as 
having  been  entered  both  by  Belisarius  and  Totila. 
It  is  on  the  high  road  to  Naples.     Beyond  the  P. 
Latina,  which  is  also  walled  up,  we  reach  the  P. 
San  Sebastiano,  through  which  we  see  the  pic- 
turesque ruined  arch  of  Drusus,  whose  praises  have 
to  much  more  enduring  a  record  in  the  pages  of 
Horace.     This  is  the  gate  of  the  Appian  way,  out 
of  which  the  Roman  funerals  passed  to  the  street  of 
tombs.     The  last  gate  before  we  again  arrive  at  the 
Tiber  is  the  P.  San  Paolo,  built  by  Belisarius,  on  the 
site  of  the  P.  Ostiensis.      Its  two  massive  round 
towers  with  the  pyramid  of  Caius  Cestius  close  by, 
form  a  very  picturesque  scene.  By  this  gate  Gens  eric 
entered  in  the  year  455.     Rome  was  now  no  longer 
capable  of  self-defence.     Instead  of  armed  warriors, 
Pope  Leo  the  Great,  in  pontifical  robes,  at  the  head 
of  a  long  procession  of   ecclesiastics,  went   forth 
viinly  hoping  to  ward  off  by  entreaties  the  fury  of 
the  barbarian,  who  during  fourteen  days  and  nights 
(objected  the  city  to  all  the  atrocities  which   his 
remorseless  Vandals  could  commit. 
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FoitTTMS. — The  Forum  of  Trajan  is  very  imposing. 
In  a  deep  excavation,  are  the  bases,   and  parta  til 
the  shattered  shafts  of  forty  granite  pillars,  eleve» 
feet  in  circumference.      They  are  in  four  rows,  and' 
divided  the  hall  of  justice  of  the  Ulpian  Basilic* 
into  five  naves.      Broken  fragments  of  columns  lie 
about  in  all  directions.     High  above  all,  its  beauty 
undiminished  by  age,  the  column  of  Trajan  rises  to 
the  height  of  one  hundred  and  forty  feet.     Thirty- 
four  blocks  of  white  marble  compose  the  whole.  Tha 
base  of  the  column  is  a  single  enormous  mass  of 
marble,  twenty-one  feet  square.     The  shaft  which 
is  thirty- six  feet  in  circumference,  is  built  of  twenty- 
three  circular  blocks.      A   staircase,  is   cut  in  the 
inside,    and  the  exterior  is  adorned  with  a  spiral 
band  of  bass  relief,  from  the  top  to  the  bottom,  in 
which  are  no  less  than  two  thousand  five  hundred 
human  figures,  two  feet  two  inches  high.     Trajan's 
victories  over  the  Bacians,  are  hero  commemorated. 
His  column  "created  so  profound  an  impression  on 
the  minds  of  posterity,  that  five  centuries  afterwards 
Pope  Gregory  the  Great  caused  masses  to  be  cele- 
brated in  several  of  the  Roman  churches,  for  the 
express  purpose  of  liberating  his  heathen  soul  froin- 
Purgatory."*     The  statue  of  the  Emperor,  whid1 
originally  crowned  the  column,  has  given  place  tc 
that  of  S.  Peter.     How  little  could  contemporari*^* 
have  conjectured  the  possibility  of  so  altered  a  sta't* 

•  Sir  G.  Head. 
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lings  as  that  the  fisherman  of  Galilee  should  sup- 
it  the  illustrious  Trajan !  Yet  every  one  must 
ik  it  very  uncongruous  for  the  Apostle,  whose 
mphs  were  of  so  different  a  character,  to  sur- 
mt  a  column  commemorative  of  bloody  victories. 

"Firm  in  its  pristine  majesty  hath  stood 
A  votive  column,  spared  by  fire  and  flood ; 
And  though  the  passions  of  man's  fretful  race 
Have  never  ceased  to  eddy  round  its  base — 
Still  as  he  turns,  the  charm'  d  spectator  sees 
Group  after  group  ascend  with  dreamlike  ease ; 
Triumphs  in  sunbright  gratitude  display*  d, 
Or  softly  stealing  into  modest  shade. 
So,  pleased  with  purple  clusters  to  entwine 
Some  lofty  elm-tree,  mounts  the  daring  vine ; 
The  woodbine  so  with  spiral  grace,  and  breathes 
Wide  spreading  odours  from  her  flowery  wreaths. 
A  Pontiff,  Trajan  here  the  Gods  implores — 
TJiere,  greets  an  embassy  from  Indian  shores — 
Lo!  he  harangues  his  cohorts — there  the  storm 
Of  battle  meets  him  in  authentic  form. 
Unharness' d,  naked,  troops  of  Moorish  horse 
Sweep  to  the  charge — more  high  the  Dacian  force. — 
Alas  that  one  thus  disciplined,  should  toil 
To  enslave  whole  nations  on  their  native  soil ! — 
0  weakness  of  the  great !     0  folly  of  the  wise ! 


Where  now  the  haughty  empire  that  was  spread 
With  such  fond  hope  ?     Her  very  speech  is  dead  ! 
Yet  glorious  Art  the  power  of  time  defies, 
And  Trajan  still,  through  various  enterprise, 
Mounts  on  this  fine  illusion,  towards  the  skies." 

Wordsworth. 
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forum  noinrtrir. 


The  Forum  of  Nerva,  near  to  that  of  Trajan,  wa 
very  magnificent.  Three  of  its  marble  columns  remain 
They  are  of  an  immense  size,  being  eighteen  feet  ii 
circumference  and  fifty-four  in  height. 

The  Forum  Duarium  was  the  cattle  market  in  Ik 
time  of  the  emperors.  Other  circumstances  mode 
the  name  appropriate.  Hercules  had  an  altar  her*, 
in  commemoration  of  his  victory  over  Cacus,  tie 
robber  of  cattle.  From  this  point  Romulus  started 
when  he  traced  (he  limits  of  hie  city  with  a  plough 
drawn  by  a  bull  and  a  cow.  And  here  was  eroded 
a  bronze  eow  by  the  6culptor  Myron,  so  true  to 
nature  that  it  is  said  the  cattle  mistook  it  foraliviog 
companion.  The  Arch  of  Janus,  our-sided,  *»> 
built  for  the  convenience  of  the  cattle  dealer* 
"What  is  called  '  the  Arch  of  S.  Sovorus  '  adjoining, 
is  a  flat  massive  entablature  with  sculpture  mpt*- 
sonting  a  sacrifice.  It  was  dedicated  to  tho  umpcW 
by  the  merchants  and  bankers. 

Cloaca  Maxima. — Very  near  to  this,  is  what  mBJ 
bo  scon  of  the  Cloaca  Maxima.  It  is  one  of  the 
most  interesting  antiquities  of  Rome,  being  an  un- 
questioned relic  of  the  kingly  period.  It  was  buitt 
by  Tarquin,  for  the  grand  trunk  of  the  drains  of  th" 
marshy  valley  of  the  Forum.  The  span  of  (he  arch 
is  thirteon  fcot.  It  is  in  Etruscan  -!\ 
out  cement,  of  stones  five  feet  long  and  ::' 
feet  square,  laid  in  concentric  courses.  It  appeal  »-" 
solid  us  it  was  nearly  three  thousand  years  ago,  an* 
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inH  in  all  probability  so  continue  till  the  end  of 

time.      From   this,  a  few  steps  bring  us  to  the 

bdehrum  IAttus,  the  work  of  Servius  Tullius  on  the 

lank  of  the  Tiber.     As  we  examined  these  '  monu- 

uents  of  the  kings/  and  looked  across  the  turbid 

stream,  swollen  with  heavy  rains,  to  the  opposite 

Etruscan  bank,  the  familiar  lines  of  Horace  came  to 

my  lips — 

"  Vidimus  flavum  Tiberim,  retortis 
Litore  Etrusco  violenter  undis, 
Ire  dejectum  monumenta  Regis, 
Templaque  Vestae." 


u  April  9th. — To  the  theatre  of  Marcellus  erected 
ty  Augustus  and  dedicated  to  his  nephew.  The 
upper  part  is  gone.  In  the  arches  of  the  lower 
story  are  mean  and  miserable  shops,  over  which  are 
gloomy  modern  dwellings.  On  the  ruins  of  the 
opposite  side,  the  Orsini  palace  has  been  reared.  A 
few  yards  off  is  the  dilapidated  portico  of  Octavia. 
ft  is  pitiable  to  see  the  fine  Corinthian  columns  built 
up  into  modern  houses,  and  pieces  knocked  away  to 
niake  room  for  the  road !  Massive  blocks  of  marble, 
ttmnaiits  of  the  ancient  portico,  are  used  as  fish  slabs, 
the  fish  market  being  held  here !  We  drove  to  the 
top  of  the  Aventine,  and  entered  a  church  built  in 
the  fifth  century,  on  the  site  of  the  temple  of  Juno, 
°r  according  to  some,  of  Diana.     Its  interior  boasts 

XL 
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twenty-four  columns,  the  spoils  of  Paganism.  From 
an  adjoining  Convent  garden  wc  enjoyed  a  fine  view 
of  Home.  Sfcinding  near  the  spot  pointed  out  as  tiie 
Cave  of  Cacus,  we  looked  down  the  rou!,- 
the  hill,  upon  the  yellow  Tiber,  and  the  wide 
stretching  plain  beyond,  thinking  of  Remus, 
Grachus,  and  other  names  associated  with  this  classic 
spot.  The  view  of  the  Palatine  crowned  with  ruins, 
was  very  imposing  on  our  return.  "We  then  drove 
along  the  site  of  the  Circus  JTasunus  to  the  arch  of 
Constantine." 

"  April  18tf .— The  moon  was  so  bright,  that  once 
more  we  drove  to  the  ruins.  In  this  light,  the 
majestic  and  solemn  old  walls  of  the  Coliseum  have 
an  indescribable  charm. 

"The  moonbeams  shine 
A«  'twere  its  natural  torches,  for  diiine 
Should  be  the  light  which  streams  here  to  illume 
This  lung-explored  but  still  eibaustiess  mine 
Of  contemplation ; 

Of  an  Italtaa  night,  where  the  deep  slfiet  u 
Dues  which  haie  words,    and  apeak  to  ye  of  Heaves, 
Float!  o'er  this  vast  aud  wondrous  monument 
And  shadows  forth  it 

Cnt'j  the  things  of  earth,  which  time  hath  bent, 
A  spirit's  feeling,  and  where  he  bath  leant 
His  hand,  bat  broke  his  scythe,  there  is  a  power 
And  magic  in  the  ruin'd  battlement, 
For  whicb  the  palace  of  the  present  hour 
Unit  yield  its  pomp,  and  wait  till  ngia  are  its  dower." 
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Leaving  the  Coliseum,  we  walked  slowly  up  the  Yia 
Sacra,  and  under  the  Arch  of  Titus,  and  descended 
into  the  excavations  of  the  Forum,  and  sat  down  on 
the  hroken  fragments  of  white  marble  that  lay  in 
profusion  around.     The  charming  stillness — the  ab- 
sence of  any  one  but  ourselves — the  soft  light  shed 
on  all  things  by  the  quiet  moon,  gave  a  peculiar 
charm  to  this  all- interesting  place.    After  remaining 
a  long  time  here,    we  walked  up  to  the  Capitol, 
stopping  on  our  way  to  gaze  with  indescribable 
admiration  at  the  eight  columns  of  Fortune,   for 
the  moon  was  peeping  between  two  of  them,  and 
shed  a  silver  light  on  the  rest,  which  stood  out  from 
the  background  of  deep  blue  sky,  forming  an  object 
so  extremely  beautiful  that  we  could  scarcely  tear 
ourselves  away  from  its  fascination.   Arrived  on  the 
summit  we  thought  of  Manlius  defending  the  Capitol 
in  the  night.     How  sedate  the  old  statues  looked  in 
the  moonlight !     There  was  a  charm  about  the  whole 
which  quite   overpowers   me    in    attempting   any 
description." 

Baths  and  Palaces.  The  immense  extent  of 
ruin  on  the  Esquiline,  called  the  Baths  of  Titus,  is 
really  a  portion  of  Nero's  golden  house,  which  ex- 
tended hither  from  the  Palatine,  and  afterwards 
served  as  a  substruction  for  the  work  of  Titus.  "We 
talked  along  spacious  corridors,  now  subterranean, 
aild  explored  an  endless  number  of  vast  chambers, 
uniform  in  shape,  some  of  them  still  bearing  on 

*2 


their  walls,  beautiful  frescoes,  which  retain  their 
vivid  coloring.  These  halls  were  first  opened  from 
the  accumulated  rubbish  of  centuries,  by  Leo  X., 
and  from  the  paintings  there  brought  to  light,  Ra- 
phael gained  many  hints  for  the  frescoes  of  the 
Vatican.     The  celebrated  '  Laocoon'  was  disinterred 


April  8.- — The  baths  or  Diocletian1  were  of 
such  enormous  extent  as  to  allow  3200  persons  to 
bathe  at  once.  In  their  construction  40,000  Chris- 
tians, victims  of  the  famous  persecution,  wore  em- 
ployed. Vast  fragments  of  walls  and  arches  surround 
the  great  hall  which  is  in  perfect  preservation,  hav- 
ing been  restored  by  M.  Angelo,  and  consecrated  at 
tlio  church  of  S.  Maria  degli  Angeli.  We  thought 
it  the  most  imposing  church  in  Home,  in  some  re- 
spects superior  cveu  to  S.  Peter's.  This  immense 
hull  where  the  luxurious  itomans  used  to  lounge,  is 
very  nearly  300  feet  long  by  90  wide.  Its  eight 
original  granite  columns,  45  feet  high,  and 
in  circumference,  still  support  the  ancient  vaulted 
roof  of  Diocletian,  where  we  saw  still  remaining, 
the  very  rings  by  which  the  lamps  were  • 
more  than  fifteen  hundred  years  ago ! 

"  "We    drove    to    the    baths    of  Caracalln, 
were    astonished    at    tie    vastnesa    of    the 
Next  to  the  Coliseum,  they  axe  the  most  uxtci. 


s  or  c 


245 


in  Rome.  Immense  vaulted  halls  with  half  the 
roof  fallen  in — massive  heaps  of  masonry  lying  in 
all  directions — mosaic  flooring  still  preserving  its 
form  and  colour — blocks  of  marble,  and  enormous 
arches  exhibiting  the  rich  warm  tint  which  distin- 
guishes the  Roman  ruins,  variegated  by  all  sorts  of 
beautiful  rerdure,  and  abounding  with  wall-flowers 
— these  were  the  objects  that  surrounded  us  on  eveiy 
side.  The  large  swimming  hath  is  overgrown  with 
Along  one  side  of  it  a  row  of  wild  monthly 
MM  were  in  full  bloom,  covered  with  flowers,  and 
violets  shed  their  fragrance  all  around.  "What  a  con- 
trast to  the  rugged  ruins !  "Wo  went  to  the  top  of 
some  of  the  vast  halls,  and  at  a  dizzy  height  crossed 
the  arches.  While  N.  sketched  I  sat  down  with  our 
friends,  and  read  Childc  Harold.  Then  the  day 
cleared  up,  and  the  most  dazzling  blue  sky  appeared 
through  the  rents  in  the  roof  of  the  mighty  arch 
abovo.  What  must  Home  have  been  when  such  pro- 
vision was  made,  simply  for  the  luxury  of  its  citizens ! 
Here  was  accommodation  for  1(500  bathers  at  one 
lime,  wilh  halls  for  exercise  and  disputation, 
adorned  with  sculpture.  What  a  change  since  this 
'pot  was  the  fashionable  resort  of  thousands  !  Wc 
""ere  the  only  visitors.     How  silent  and  desolate ! " 

"  No  voice  in  the  chambers, 
No  sound  in  the  hall ; 
Bleep  und  oblivion 
Beign  over  all !" 
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Fouttms. — The  Forum  of  Trajan  is  very  imposing. 
In  a  deep  excavation,  are  the  bases,  and  parts  of 
the  shattered  shafts  of  forty  granite  pillars,  eleven 
feet  in  circumference.  They  are  in  four  rows,  and 
divided  the  hall  of  justice  of  the  Ulpian  Basilica 
into  five  naves.  Broken  fragments  of  columns  lie 
about  in  all  directions.  High  above  all,  its  beauty 
undiminished  by  age,  the  column  of  Trajan  rises  to 
the  height  of  one  hundred  and  forty  feet.  Thirty- 
four  blocks  of  white  marble  compose  the  whole.  The 
base  of  the  column  is  a  single  enormous  mass  of 
marble,  twenty-one  feet  square.  The  shaft  which  * 
is  thirty- six  feet  in  circumference,  is  built  of  twenty-    ', 
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three  circular  blocks.  A  staircase,  is  cut  in  the 
inside,  and  the  exterior  is  adorned  with  a  spiral 
band  of  bass  relief,  from  the  top  to  the  bottom,  in 
which  are  no  less  than  two  thousand  five  hundred 
human  figures,  two  feet  two  inches  high.  Trajan's 
victories  over  the  Dacians,  are  hero  commemorated. 
His  column  "created  so  profound  an  impression  on 
the  minds  of  posterity,  that  five  centuries  afterwards 
Pope  Gregory  the  Great  caused  masses  to  be  cele- 
brated in  several  of  the  Roman  churches,  for  the 
express  purpose  of  liberating  his  heathen  soul  from 
Purgatory."*  The  statue  of  the  Emperor,  which 
originally  crowned  the  column,  has  given  place  to 
that  oi  S.  Peter.  How  little  could  contemporaries 
have  conjectured  the  possibility  of  so  altered  a  state 

•  Sir  G.  Head. 
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Cypress  and  ivy,  weed  and  wallflower  grown 
Matted  and  massed  together,  hillocks  heap'd 
On  what  were  chambers,  arch  crush'd,  column  strewn 
In  fragments,  choked  up  vaults,  and  frescoes  steep' d 
In  subterranean  damps,  where  the  owl  peep'd, 
Deeming  it  midnight :  Temples,  baths,  or  halls  ? 
Pronounce  who  can ;  for  all  that  learning  reap'd 
Prom  her  research,  hath  been  that  these  are  walls — 
««hold  the  Imperial  Mount!  'tis  thus  the  mighty  falls." 

yfe  have  been  spending  the  morning  here,  reading 
^hile  N.  has  sketched.     I  am  sitting  on  some  steps, 
shaded  by  heaps  of  ruin,  which  are  covered   with 
beautiful  shrubs.    "We  are  now  going  to  the  Forum." 
In  exploring  these  mighty  ruins  of  Rome's  ancient 
greatness,  we  constantly  felt  what  has  been  thus 
Expressed  by  the  author  of  "  Rome  under  Paganism 
^*id  under  the  Popes." — "Never  had  mortal  eye 
beheld  a  catastrophe  more  impressive.     Fortune  had 
turned  back  on  her  steps,  and  made  it  her  sport  to 
Reverse    everything,    on    that    very  scene,    where 
beyond  all  others,   men  had  become  elated  with 
imagining  that  she  had  at  length  descended  from  her 
slippery  globe  for  ever,   and  fixed  her  perpetual 
Sojourn.     But  it  would  seem  as  if  she  had  lured  the 
^Stomans  to  the  highest  pinnacle  of  grandeur  and 
"felicity,  only  to  render  their  downfall  the  more  tre- 
mendous— had  helped  them  to  build  up  testimonials  of 
Itoundless  empire,  and  to  stamp  a  character  of  eternity 
on  their  works,  merely  that  the  vouchers  of  her  own 
instability  might  endure  for  ever." 


CHAPTER    YI. 


"  Simple,  erect,  severe,  austere,  sublime— 
Shrine  of  all  saints,  and  temple  of  all  gods— 

i.;i-  ■  .      ..'.:':..  v. :.  '■■  In'!;.  ■■;■  n-iw 
Arch,  empire,  each  thing  round  thee,  and  man  plod* 
His  way  through  thorns  to  ashea — glorious  domo  ! 
Pantheon  !  Pride  of  Rome  1" 

SnDDBifLT  emerging  from  narrow  and  intricate  streets, 
into  a  email  dirty  piazza,  used  for  a  herb  market, 
the  best  preserved  of  all  the  Roman  temples  stood 
before  us.     Instantly  arrested   as  by  some  awful 
Presence,   we  stood  mute  in    solemn    admiration. 
"  Amid  iilth  and  squalor,  it  seemed  frowningly  yet 
sadly  to  vindicate  tho  majesty  of  Imperial  Rome. 
How  touching  the  contrast  between  its  sublime  por- 
tico, and  the  common-place  modern  houses  around ! 
In  voiceless  yet  most  pathetic  language,    it  ww 
always  teUing  the  passers-by  of  the  time  when  the  -= 
city  boasted  a  hundred  temples  as  beautiful,  ami   j 
seemed  to  us  as  if  it  had  been,  left  entire  on  purposes 
to  remind  us  that  with  all  our  boasted  civilization,^^ 
we  have  never  improved  on  tho  faultless  proportioui  ■ 
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ill  in  all  probability  so  continue  till  the  end  of 
me.  Prom  this,  a  few  steps  bring  us  to  the 
Sdehrum  IAttus,  the  work  of  Servius  Tullius  on  the 
ink  of  the  Tiber.  As  we  examined  these  '  monu- 
tents  of  the  kings/  and  looked  across  the  turbid 
sream,  swollen  with  heavy  rains,  to  the  opposite 
ftruscan  bank,  the  familiar  lines  of  Horace  came  to 
lylips — 

"  Vidimus  flavum  Tiberim,  retortis 
Litore  Etrusco  violenter  undis, 
Ire  dejectum  monuments  Regis, 
Templaque  Vestae." 


"April  9th. — To  the  theatre  of  Marcellus  erected 
by  Augustus  and  dedicated  to  his  nephew.  The 
upper  part  is  gone.  In  the  arches  of  the  lower 
toy  are  mean  and  miserable  shops,  over  which  are 
gloomy  modern  dwellings.  On  the  ruins  of  the 
opposite  side,  the  Orsini  palace  has  been  reared.  A 
few  yards  off  is  the  dilapidated  portico  of  Octavia. 
It  is  pitiable  to  see  the  fine  Corinthian  columns  built 
opinio  modern  houses,  and  pieces  knocked  away  to 
Bake  room  for  the  road !  Massive  blocks  of  marble, 
wnnants  of  the  ancient  portico,  are  used  as  fish  slabs, 
he  fish  market  being  held  here !  Wo  drove  to  the 
op  of  the  Aventine,  and  entered  a  church  built  in 
le  fifth  century,  on  the  site  of  the  temple  of  Juno, 
r  according  to  some,  of  Diana.     Its  interior  boasts 
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twenty-four  columns,  the  spoils  of  Paganism.  ] 
an  adjoining  Convent  garden  we  enjoyed  a  fine 
of  Borne.  Standing  near  the  spot  pointed  out  a 
Cave  of  Cacus,  we  looked  down  the  rocky  sid 
the  hill,  upon  the  yellow  Tiber,  and  the 
stretching  plain  beyond,  thinking  of  Ee 
Grachus,  and  other  names  associated  with  this  cl 
spot.  The  view  of  the  Palatine  crowned  withr 
was  very  imposing  on  our  return.  "We  then  c 
along  the  site  of  the  Circus  Maximus  to  the  an 
Constantine." 


"April  ISth. — The  moon  was  so  bright,  that 
more  we  drove  to  the  ruins.      In  this  light, 
majestic  and  solemn  old  walls  of  the  Coliseum 
an  indescribable  charm. 

"  The  moonbeams  shine 
As  'twere  its  natural  torches,  for  divine 
Should  be  the  light  which  streams  here  to  illume 
This  long-explored  but  still  exhaustless  mine 
Of  contemplation ;  and  the  azure  gloom 
Of  an  Italtan  night,  where  the  deep  skies  assume 
Hues  which  have  words,  and  speak  to  ye  of  Heaven 
Floats  o'er  this  vast  and  wondrous  monument 
And  shadows  forth  its  glory.     There  is  given 
Unto  the  things  of  earth,  which  time  hath  bent, 
A  spirit's  feeling,  and  where  he  hath  leant 
His  hand,  but  broke  his  scythe,  there  is  a  power 
And  magic  in  the  ruin'd  battlement, 
For  which  the  palace  of  the  present  hour 
Must  yield  its  pomp,  and  wait  till  ages  are  its  dower." 
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jeaving  the  Coliseum,  we  walked  slowly  up  the  Yia 
facra,  and  under  the  Arch  of  Titus,  and  descended 
nto  the  excavations  of  the  Forum,  and  sat  down  on 
the  broken  fragments  of  white  marble  that  lay  in 
profusion  around.     The  charming  stillness — the  ab- 
sence of  any  one  but  ourselves — the  soft  light  shed 
cm  all  things  by  the  quiet  moon,  gave  a  peculiar 
charm  to  this  all- interesting  place.    After  remaining 
a  long  time  here,    we  walked  up  to  the  Capitol, 
■topping  on  our  way  to  gaze  with  indescribable 
admiration  at  the  eight  columns  of  Fortune,   for 
the  moon  was  peeping  between  two  of  them,  and 
Aed  a  silver  light  on  the  rest,  which  stood  out  from 
fte  background  of  deep  blue  sky,  forming  an  object 
10  extremely  beautiful  that  we  could  scarcely  tear 
ourselves  away  from  its  fascination.   Arrived  on  the 
summit  we  thought  of  Manlius  defending  the  Capitol 
in  the  night.     How  sedate  the  old  statues  looked  in 
the  moonlight !     There  was  a  charm  about  the  whole 
which  quite   overpowers   me    in    attempting   any 
description." 

Baths  and  Palaces.  The  immense  extent  of 
ruin  on  the  Esquiline,  called  the  Baths  of  Titus,  is 
really  a  portion  of  Nero's  golden  house,  which  ex- 
tended hither  from  the  Palatine,  and  afterwards 
served  as  a  substruction  for  the  work  of  Titus.  We 
ralked  along  spacious  corridors,  now  subterranean, 
ind  explored  an  endless  number  of  vast  chambers, 
iniform  in  shape,  some  of  them  still  bearing  on 

a  2 
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their  walls,  beautiful  frescoes,  which  retain  their 
vivid  coloring.  These  halls  were  first  opened  from 
the  accumulated  rubbish  of  centuries,  by  Leo  X, 
and  from  the  paintings  there  brought  to  light,  Ba- 
phael  gained  many  hints  for  the  frescoes  of  the 
Vatican.  The  celebrated  '  Laocoon '  was  dif  interred 
here. 


April  8. — The   baths  of   Diocletian  were  of 
such  enormous  extent  as  to  allow  3200  persons  to 
bathe  at  once.     In  their  construction  40,000  Ghiifl- 
tians,  victims  of  the  famous  persecution,  were  em- 
ployed. Vast  fragments  of  walls  and  arches  surround 
the  great  hall  which  is  in  perfect  preservation,  hay- 
ing been  restored  by  M.  Angelo,  and  consecrated  at 
the  church  of  S.  Maria  degli  Angeli.     "We  thought 
it  the  most  imposing  church  in  Home,  in  some  re- 
spects superior  even  to  S.  Peter's.     This  immense 
hall  where  the  luxurious  Romans  used  to  lounge,  W 
very  nearly  300  feet  long  by  90  wide.     Its  eight 
original  granite  columns,  45  feet  high,  and  16  feet 
in  circumference,  still  support  the  ancient  vaulted 
roof  of  Diocletian,  where  we  saw  still  remaining, 
the  very  rings  by  which  the  lamps  were  suspended 
more  than  fifteen  hundred  years  ago ! 

"  "We  drove  to  the  baths  of  Caracalla,  and 
were  astonished  at  the  vastness  of  the  ruins. 
Next  to  the  Coliseum,  they  are  the  most  extensive 


Tfefe  BATHS  OF  CABACALLA.  245 

lome.  Immense  vaulted  halls  with  half  the 
fallen  in — massive  heaps  of  masonry  lying  in 
directions — -mosaic  flooring  still  preserving  its 
i  and  colour — blocks  of  marble,  and  enormous 
es  exhibiting  the  rich  warm  tint  which  distin- 
hes  the  Roman  ruins,  variegated  by  all  sorts  of 
itiful  verdure,  and  abounding  with  wall-flowers 
iese  were  the  objects  that  surrounded  us  on  every 
.  The  large  swimming  bath  is  overgrown  with 
is.  Along  one  side  of  it  a  row  of  wild  monthly 
s  were  in  full  bloom,  covered  with  flowers,  and 
ets  shed  their  fragrance  all  around.  "What  a  con- 
t  to  the  rugged  ruins !  We  went  to  the  top  of 
e  of  the  vast  halls,  and  at  a  dizzy  height  crossed 
arches.  While  N.  sketched  I  sat  down  with  our 
ids,  and  read  Childe  Harold.  Then  the  day 
red  up,  and  the  most  dazzling  blue  sky  appeared 
ugh  the  rents  in  the  roof  of  the  mighty  arch 
re.  What  must  Rome  have  been  when  such  pro- 
m  was  made,  simply  for  the  luxury  of  its  citizens ! 
e  was  accommodation  for  1600  bathers  at  one 
3,  with  halls  for  exercise  and  disputation, 
■ned  with  sculpture.  What  a  change  since  this 
.  was  the  fashionable  resort  of  thousands !  We 
b  the  only  visitors.     How  silent  and  desolate !" 

"  No  voice  in  the  chambers, 
No  sound  in  the  hall ; 
Bleep  and  oblivion 
Reign  over  all !" 
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The  Itcrss  op    the  Palaces  of  the  Cjb 
Through  a  narrow  door  in  the  Via  di  Cerchi,  1 
entered  the  wide  region  of  desolation  on  the  Palalii 
Unattended,   and  melting  no   one,    we    wonder 
amidst  shapeless  heaps  of  masonry,    an 
fragments  of  walls  and  arches,  where 
weeds  of  all   kinds  enjoy  a  luxuriant  vegetatk 
Some  of  the  intervening  spaces  of  soil  are  caltivut 
as  kitchen  gardens.      Multitudes  of  lizards  wi 
glancing  about  over  the  crumbling  remains  of  Im] 
rial  palaces.     The  solemn  silence  was  unbroken  si 
by  the  drums  and  trumpets  of  the  French  soldi 
from  the  region  of  the  Colosseum,  who  h 
it  as  their  daily  parade  and  drilling  ground.     Pre 
another  quarter  we  gained  access  to  the  noble  terra 
whence  Nero  used  to  give  a  signal  for  the  gi 
in  the  Circus  Maximus  below. 


"'April  13 — I  am  sitting  amidst  the  i 
Ctesar's  palace,  on  the  Palatine.  Before  me,  ii 
tance,  arc  the  baths  of  Caracalla,  the  arch  of  D 
the  walls  of  Rome,  the  tomb  of  Cecilia  Metella,  a) 
the  Campagna  On  my  left  I  look  down  upon  the  ar 
of  Constantino,  and  the  entire  circle  of 
The  Sabine  hills  and  the  snowy  Apennines  c 
view.     Around  me— 
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Cypress  and  ivy,  weed  and  wallflower  grown 
Matted  and  massed  together,  hillocks  heap'd 
On  what  were  chambers,  arch  crush'  d,  column  strewn 
In  fragments,  choked  up  vaults,  and  frescoes  steep'd 
In  subterranean  damps,  where  the  owl  peep'd, 
Deeming  it  midnight :  Temples,  baths,  or  halls  ? 
Pronounce  who  can ;  for  all  that  learning  reap'd 
From  her  research,  hath  been  that  these  are  walls — 
)ld  the  Imperial  Mount!  'tis  thus  the  mighty  falls." 

Ve  have  been  spending  the  morning  here,  reading 
le  IT.  has  sketched.  I  am  sitting  on  some  steps, 
(led  by  heaps  of  ruin,  which  are  covered  with 
utiful  shrubs.  "We  are  now  going  to  the  Forum." 
ji  exploring  these  mighty  ruins  of  Rome's  ancient 
atness,  we  constantly  felt  what  has  been  thus 
iressed  by  the  author  of  "  Borne  under  Paganism 
I  under  the  Popes." — "Never  had  mortal  eye 
leld  a  catastrophe  more  impressive.  Fortune  had 
ned  back  on  her  steps,  and  made  it  her  sport  to 
erse  everything,  on  that  very  scene,  where 
rond  all  others,  men  had  become  elated  with 
igining  that  she  had  at  length  descended  from  her 
>pery  globe  for  ever,  and  fixed  her  perpetual 
Durn.  But  it  would  seem  as  if  she  had  lured  the 
mans  to  the  highest  pinnacle  of  grandeur  and 
flity,  only  to  render  their  downfall  tho  more  tre- 
asons—had  helped  them  to  build  up  testimonials  of 
andless  empire,  and  to  stamp  a  character  of  eternity 
their  works,  merely  that  the  vouchers  of  her  own 
stability  might  endure  for  ever." 


CHAPTER    VI. 


"  Simple,  ereut,  severe,  austere,  sublime— 
Bhrine  of  ull  taints,  mid  temple  of  nil  nd**- 
Looking  tranquillity,  while  fulls  or  nods 
Arch,  empire,  each  tiling  round  Owe,  u  ■ 
His  way  through  thorns  to  ashes— glorious  dome ! 
Pantheon  !  Pride  of  Rome!" 

Suddenly  emerging  froin  narrow  and  intri 
into  a  small  dirty  piazza,  used  for  a  herb  market, 
:  beat  preserved  of  all  the  Romas  . 

is.      Instantly   arrested  as  by   sume  Hffful 
>,    we   stood    iiuii.i'   in    solemn    admiratiiifl' 
'  Amid  hllh  and  aqurdor,  it  seeraod  fro  v.  a 
idly  to  vindicate  tlie  majeaty  of  Imperial  Hums. 

v  touching  the  contrast  between  its  anbli 
:o,  and  the  common -place  modem  houses  urouud' 
.  voiceless  yet  moat  pathetic  language,  it  W&* 
always  telling  the  passers-by  of  the  time  when  til* 
city  boasted  a  hundred  temples  as  beautiful,  &" 
Kerned  to  us  as  if  it  had  been  left  entire  on  purpos* 
to  remind  us  that  with  all  our  buasted  civil  i/atio**" 
we  have  never  improved  on  the  faultless  pro] 
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of  edifices  which  were  standing  eighteen  centuries 
ago."  The  Pantheon  was  built  by  Agrippa  the 
Mend  of  Augustus,  about  27  b.c.  Tlie  portico  con- 
sists of  sixteen  Corinthian  columns,  eight  of  which 
are  in  front.  Each  is  formed  out  of  a  single  black  of 
granite,  and  measures  forty-one  feet  in  height,  by 
fifteen  feet  in  circumference.  On  the  frioze  is  the 
original  inscription,  recording  the  name  of  its  founder, 
x.  AQfitPPA.  L.  f.  cos.  TERTmt.  fecit.  Forsyth  says 
"  it  is  more  than  faultless ;  it  is  positively  the  most 
sublime  result  that  was  ever  produced  by  so  little 
architecture."  8till  more  imposing  must  this  por- 
tico have  been,  previous  to  the  accumulation  of  soil 
which  now  makes  it  almost  level  with  the  ground — 
when  it  was  approached  by  an  ascent  of  seven 
marble  steps— when  the  pediment  was  filled  with 
"uolptures — and  no  wretched  bell-towers  interrupted 
liie  view  of  the  majestic  dome,  covered  with  glitter- 
ing bronze!  But  the  metal  was  stripped  off  by  Pope 
urban  Till,  to  the  amount  of  five  hundred  thou- 
lbs.  weight,  to  construct  the  canopy  over  the 
of  8.  Peter,  and  for  other  ecclesiastical  pur- 
On  this  act  of  spoliation,  Pus^uiu,  in  allu- 
to  the  Pontiffs  family  namo,  wrote  the  following 
i — "Quod  non   feccrunt  Barbari,  fecit  Bar- 


y?e  entered  by  the  doors  of  bronze,  forty  feet  high 

I  nineteen  wido,  which  Agrippa  suspended  eighteen 

°*nturies  ago;  and  we  paced   the   very  pavement 


where  Augustus  and  Virgil  and  Horace  had  stood  to 
worship!  The  entablature  of  white  marhle,  with 
its  porphyry  frieze,  encircling  the  inteiior,  and  sup- 
ported by  fourteen  large  columns  aDd  sixteen  pilasters, 
is  in  such  good  preservation,  as  to  appear  like  a 
work  of  modern  times.  In  the  centre  of  the  dome 
which  covers  the  whole  area  of  the  temple,  there  is 
an  opening  twenty -seven  feet  in  diameter,  by  which 
all  the  light  enters,  and  through  which  also  the  rain 
has  fallen,  during  eighteen  hundred  years,  « t-ariiig 
away  the  pavement  below.  The  recess  opposite  the 
great  door,  formerly  contained  the  image  of  Jupiter, 
other  idols  occupying  the  rest  of  the  niches,  whieb 
are  now  used  as  Roman  Catholic  altars.  Ab  wb 
stood  under  the  centre  of  the  majestic  dome,  we 
chanted  the  ancient  doxology — "Glory  be  to  the 
Father,  and  to  the  Son,  and  to  the  Holy  GhoBt,  4c." 
How  marvellously  our  voices  echoed  round  and 
round  that  noble  roof!  I  leave  others  to  imagine 
the  feelings  with  which  we  thus  united  in  cele- 
brating the  praises  of  the  true  God,  on  a  spit  which 
had  so  often  resounded  with  the  '  hideous  hum'  of 
Paganism. 

In  ono  of  the  chapels  we  viewed  with  , 
interest  the  tomb  of  Raphael.  Over  the  spot  where 
repose  the  ashes  of  the  great  master,  a  marble  tablet 
declares  that  while  he  lived,  nature  feared  Iw 
works  would  he  surpassed,  and  when  he  died,  I 
she  herself  would  perish. 


I  OF    BHDK1BXUS. 


"  Hie  hie  est  Raphael,  til 
Serum  magna  Pnrcim,  el 


The  Tehpij:  op  Antoninus  Pics  is  now  the  Dogaua 
or  Custom-house,  and  many  travellers  taken  here 
ou  their  first  arrival,  little  dream,  amidst  the  con- 
fusion arising  from  the  examination  of  luggage,  that 
they  are  within  the  precincts  of  one  of  the  temples 
of  Old  Rome !  The  eleven  beautiful  Corinthian 
columns  which  remain  and  arc  embedded  in  tho 
front  elevation,  originally  belonged  to  one  of  tho 
s  of  the  Temple.  They  are  of  Greek  marble, 
upwards  of  forty  feet  high,  and  appear  to  have 
•offered  much  from  fire. 

Tin:  Temple  of  Escdlapius  was  on  the  Island  of 
lie- Tiber,  which  tradition  says  was  fiist  produced 
i'v  the  harvests  of  Tarqnin    accumulating  in  that 
flttt,  when  thrown  into  the  river  by  tho  exasperated 
citizens.      In  consequence  of  a  plague,  tho  Senate 
an  embassy  to  the  Temple  of  Esculapius,  at 
tpidaum*,  whose  High  Priest  presented  them  with 
*  sacred  serpent.     This  the  ambassadors  were  con- 
veying up  the  Tiber  when  it  escaped  to  the  island, 
Which    the  Augurs  thereupon  declared    lo   be   the 
divinely  appointed  site  of  a  temple  to  Esculapius. 
The  soil  was  prepared  for  the  erections  by  massive 
pub,  in  form  resembling  a  ship.     The  tem- 
ple has  disappeared,  a  convent  and  church  occupying 
its  place.     But  ou  entering  the  garden,  I  saw  the 
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ancient  masonry  which  defends  the  island  from  the 
action  of  the  river — distinctly  recognised  its  ship- 
lite  form — and  was  deeply  interested  in  observing, 
amidst  the  muddy  depositions  of  the  stream,  the 
figure  of  a  serpent  sculptured  on  the  fragment  of  a 
white  marble  column,  which  seemed  every  minute  in 
danger  of  being  washed  away  by  the  swollen  tiita 
Temple  or  Venm.— The  ruins  of  this  temple  ai 
in  the  gardens  of  Sallust,  on  the  Esquiline.  Thej 
consist  of  a  circular  dome-roofod  brick  building,  and 
immense  fragments  of  walls.  An  adjacent  ruin  »™ 
pointed  out  as  the  '  house  of  Sallust,'  by  the  lame 
old  man,  who,  accompanied  by  his  little  dog,  hobbled 
before  us.  An  extensive,  desolate -looking  kitchen 
garden  covers  the  spot  where  the  historian  enter- 
tained his  friends  and  feasted  emperors, 
women  were  cutting  artichokes,  which  they  W 
together  and  placed  in  a  large  circular  stone  basin  of 
water — possibly  one  of  Sallnst's  fountains.  Th» 
afterwards  became  a  favourite  retreat  of  TibenM, 
Nero,  Aurelian,  and  other  masters  of  the  world! 
"We  were  shewn  here  the  Campus  Sceleratus,  where  I 
the  Vestal  Virgins  who  broke  their  vows  HI 
buried  alive.  Close  hy,  is  another  most  interesting  ' 
object — some  remains  of  the  Agger  of  Scrvini 
Tullius,  and  about  forty  yards  of  the  old  Roman 
wall,  composed  of  immense  Etruscan  blocks  laid 
together  without  cement.  "Weeds  and  nettles  cover 
them  with  a  luxuriant  vegotation.  What  utter 
desolation  mid  abannamoBiA^. 
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The  Temple  of  Vesta  is  too  well-known  to  need 
description.     Though  built  subsequently  to  the  time 
of  Horace,  it  occupies  the  same  locality  with  the 
temple  he  refers  to  in  the  passage  formerly  quoted. 
Most  elegantly  beautiful,  in  spite  of  the  mean  tiled 
roof  laid  upon  their  shattered  capitals,  are  the  nine- 
teen remaining  columns  which  surround  its  circular 
'wall  of  marble.     It  is  now  a  church,   dedicated 
under  the  somewhat  Pagan  expression,  "Maria  del 
Bole," — "  which  allusion  to  the  sun,  though  applied 
in  the  instance  of  a  Christian  church,  evidently  bears 
reference  to  the  sacred  fire  preserved  in  the  temples 
efYesta."* 

The  Temple  of  Foetuna  Vleilis  is  only  a  few 
yvds  from  the  Temple  of  Yesta.     It  is  said  to  have 
been  founded  by  S.  Tullius  and  dedicated  to  Fortune, 
ingratitude  for  having  been  elevated  from  slavery  to 
a  throne.    It  is  now  a  church.    Seven  Ionic  columns 
*ith  their  entablature,  resting  on  a  solid  basement, 
•till  remain.    "  It  is  a  beautiful  specimen  of  strength 
«Hd  simplicity,  and  is  considered  one  of  the  most  per- 
fect models  existing,  of  pure  Grecian  architecture."* 
The  Temple  of  Piety  stood  on  the   spot  now 
Occupied  by  the  Church  of  S.  Nicholas  in  Carcere, 
the  site  of  the  prison  where  the  act  of  "filial  piety" 
Occurred,  which  painting  and  poetry  have  so  much 
Commemorated.    "We  were  shewn,  beneath  the  pave- 
r&ent,  the  entrance  to  a  dark  chasm  which  we  were 

•  Sir  George  Head. 
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told  was  the  identical  scene  of  tlie  Itoman  daughter's 


The  Temple  of  Pallas,  was  near  the  Forum  of 
Nerva.  "What  remains  of  it  is  a  very  imposing  frag- 
ment, consisting  of  two  Corinthian  columns,  deeply 
embedded,  supporting  a  mo3t  elaborately  sculptured 
entablature  which  bears  a  figure  of  Minerva.  It  is 
now  a  baker's  shop  !  We  took  shelter  there  from  a 
deluge  of  rain. 

Templb  of  the  Scry. — After  admiring  the  splen- 
did hall  of  the  Colonna  Palace,  in  which  we  noticed, 
still  remaining  on  the  shattered  pavement  a  cannon 
ball  fired  by  the  French  at  the  last  siege,  we  walked 
out  into  the  gardens  behind,  where  we  saw  two  of 
the  hugest  blocks  of  sculptured  marble  in  the  world. 
They  are  partially  embedded  in  the  soiL  but  I  cal- 
culated their  dimensions  as  well  as  I  was  able.  One 
was  fifteen  feet  long,  four  and  a  half  wide,  and  ten 
thick,  containing  therefore  about  G75  cubic  feet,  ami 
weighing  about  52  tons.  The  dimensions  of  the 
other  were  twelve  by  twelve  by  ton  feet — containing 
about  1410  cubic  fuel,  and  weighing  about  111  tun;. 
The  latter  block  was  intended  for  an  angle  of  the 
architrave,  the  richly  sculptured  mouldings  being 
continued  along  two  of  its  sides.  They  were  evi- 
dently designed  to  form  part  of  tho  ontabl 
some  gigantic  edifice.  Aurclian,  after  his  gorgoous 
triumph,  devoted  part  of  the  spoils  of.  Palmyra  lo 
the  erection  of  a  temple,  of  unsurpassed  splendour. 
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111  it  was  placed  a  golden  image  of  the  Sun,  in  the 
production  of  which  fifteen  thousand  pounds  weight 
of  that  precious  metal  were  consumed.  Antiquaries 
say  that  these  Mocks  cf  marble  are  the  remains  of 
that  temple.  But  if  so,  how  is  it  that  there  are  no 
other  traces  of  so  stupendous  a  structure  ?  Some  say 
that  these  blocks  were  brought  here  in  preparation 
for  a  temple  which  was  never  erected.  Yet  why 
should  the  entablature  be  prepared,  before  the 
columns  on  which  it  was  to  rest  ?  before  even  the 
substructions  were  laid?  These  doubts  respecting 
relics  so  gigantic,  are  at  least  a  striking  illustration 
of  the  utter  ruin  which  has  swept  over  the  city. 
How  little  did  he  dream  of  such  a  result,  who 
thought  thus  to  make  himself  for  ever  famous ! 

The  Temples  of  Fortune,  Jupiter  fetator,  Antoni- 
nus and  Faustina,  and  Venus  and  Rome,  have  been 
alluded  to  in  a  preceding  chapter  on  the  ruins  of  the 
Forum. 


And  all  this  gorgeous  system  of  Paganism  has 
passed  away  !  "  The  idols  are  utterly  abolished !  " 
"Was  there  anything  in  {hat  worship  calculated  to 
make  us  regret  the  overthrow  of  its  temples?  Did 
it  cultivate  faith  in  God  ?  The  Romans,  however 
brave  in  battle,  were  the  cringing  slaves  of  supersti- 
tion, alarmed  if  a  raven  croaked  on  the  left,  or  a 
crow  on  the  right,  or  if  the  chickens  would  not  feed ! 
Bid  it  cultivate  purity  and  humanity  ?    Was  it  the 
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guardian  of  home,  the  friend  of  the  poor,  the  protector 

of  the  oppressed  ?    On  the  cuntrury, — the  worst  lusts 
were  deilied.      Revenge  was  a  pleasing  sacrifice  to 
Mara,  and  fornication  was  tile  unblushing  homage 
rendered  to  Venus,  whose  numerous  priestcBses  were 
harlots.     Jupiter  was  invoked  as  presiding  over  the 
cruel  sports  of  the  amphitheatre.     At  tbo  feast  of 
Pan,  priests  and  consuls  ran  naked  through  ttu  eity 
pursuing  married  women  with  thongs  of  goat  skin. 
On  the  island  of  the  Tiber,  slaves  when  old  and  sack 
were  heartlessly   abandoned  by  their  I 
were  thus  saved  the  expense  and  trouble  of  pro 
ing  for  them,    under  the  pretence   of  homage  I 
Esculapius.      The  religion  of  Jtome  v 
cruelty.     A  largo  proportion  of  the  inhabitants  I 
in  a  condition  of  hopeless  slavery,  under  the  i 
sponsible  power  of  their  owners.    The  noi 
and  cries  of  agony  from  tbo    wretched  victims   « 
domestic   tyranny,   might  he  heard  on  every   li 
Juvenal,  describing  a  lady  dressing  for  some  spoci^al 
appointment,  gives  us  an  insight  into  their  condifacagL 
"  Unhappy  Psecas,  stands  with  shoulders  and  bof-vam 
bare,  and  her  hair  torn  by  the  angry  mistress  wh«3M 
locks  she  had  been  arrunging,      Why  rs  thi 

3  punuhM  t 


fault  of  every  hair  i 


•  piu 


the  i 


i  a  slave  in  chains!      If  a  i: 


The   purler   m 


murdered,  all  his  slaves  might  be  put  to  death « 
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thus  murdered.  Buying  slaves,  training  them  for 
the  amphitheatre,  and  hiring  them  out  for  bloody 
spectacles,  was  a  lucrative  profession.  The  gladia- 
tors were  fed  on  a  succulent  diet  for  some  weeks 
previous  to  the  exhibition,  in  order  that  their 
veins,  being  full,  might  bleed  more  freely,  for  the 
greater  gratification  of  the  spectators !  How  true 
was  the  Apostle's  description  of  their  moral  condition 
in  his  Epistle  to  the  Romans  !  They  "  did  not  like 
to  retain  God  in  their  knowledge  ;  " — hut  invented 
to  themselves  deities  whose  character  should  har- 
monize with  their  own  depravity.  Therefore  were 
they  "given  over  to  a  reprobate  mind" — "to  vile 
affections  " — "  being  filled  with  all  unrighteousness, 
fornication,  wickedness,  cu  veto  usn  ess,  maliciousness, 
full  of  envy,  murder,  debate,  deceit,  malignity ; 
whisperers,  backbiters,  haters  of  God,  despiteful; 
proud,  boasters,  inventors  of  evil  things,  disobedient 
to  parents,  without  understanding,  covenant-breakers, 
without  natural  affection,  implacable,  unmerciful !  " 

[If  It  be  objrrtcil  III  it   i  -i.in ■■!■}■  iTj-.iiilly  cruel,  may  be  found  nnioag 

■     .      .    ■    ■    :      - 


OhrlEtinnily  ;  unci  shew  ttiut  there 
[  »uix  luiuj  lilc  Luji?i-U'nt  flcrTicc-  of  u  cruel  idolatry  — 
hypocritical  worship  at  a  God  of  Love-} 


THE  TOMBS. 

"  March  29. — After  some  trouble,  we  discovered 
the  Mausoleum  of  Augustus,  in  a  narrow  street  be- 
hind tho  Uipetta.  Entering  a  sort  of  stable-yard, 
»e  saw  part  of  the  old  massive  circular  wo.U.     k 


TO  KB    OV    THE    SCIPIOS. 

woman,  living  in  an  adjoining  tenement,  shewed  us 
the  interior,  which  is  filled  up  to  a  considerable 
height  by  the  falling  in  of  the  ruins.  It  is  now 
used  for  displays  of  fire-works  and  rope-dancing. 
We  were  taken  into  some  lofty  sepulchral  chambers 
where  the  ashes  of  the  Emperor  himself,  of  Marcellus, 
Octavia,  Agrippa,  Livia,  Germanicus,  and  others 
were  deposited.  They  are  occasionally  used  as  stables 
by  strolling  companies  of  equestrians!  Strabo  de- 
scribes it  as  the  most  remarkable  monument  in  the 
Campus  Martins.  It  was  elevated  on  a  lofty  base  of 
white  marble,  and  was  surmounted  by  a  statue  of 
the  Emperor.  How  wonderful  that  an  edifice,  once 
so  splendid  with  marbles  and  statues,  Hhould  be  so 
despoiled,  and  so  hidden  by  modern  buildings,  that 
we  had  fo  go  from  one  street  to  another  to  obtain 
peeps  of  its  once  conspicuous  wall !  " 

"  We  now  proceeded  to  the  tomb  of  Bibulus,  one 
of  the  few  remaining  monuments  of  the  Republic. 
It  forms  part  of  the  wall  of  a  house  in  the  Maxforio, 
at  the  end  of  the  Corso.  It  is  built  of  huge  stones, 
in  the  Doric  style.  It  was  very  interesting  to  puzzle 
out  the  inscription  which  still  records  that  it  was 
erected  at  the  public  expense  to  C.  Poblicius  Bibulus, 
the  Plasbeian  ^dilo,  "honoris  virtutisque  causa." 
This  tomb  is  two  thousand  years  old." 

"  The  Tomii  of  thk  Scipiqs.  I  had  no  idea  it  ww 
bo  extensive.  After  wandering  some  time  through 
subterranean  passages,  we  came  to  the  small  vaulted 
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apartment  where  the  Sarcophagus  of  Scipio  Barbatus, 
now  in  the  Vatican,  was  discovered.  It  was  a  dark 
and  silent  place  for  the  great  warrior  to  rest  in,  after 
all  the  turmoil  and  tumult  of  war.  I  thought  of 
Byron's  beautiful  lines — 

"  The  Niobe  of  Nations !  there  she  stands, 
Childless  and  crownless,  in  her  voiceless  woe ; 
An  empty  urn  within  her  wither*  d  hands, 
Whose  holy  dust  was  scatter*  d  long  ago ; 
The  Scipio's  tomb  contains  no  ashes  now ! 
The  very  sepulchres  lie  tenantless 
Of  their  heroic  dwellers ! " 

"  "We  next  visited  the  Columbarium  of  the  slaves 
of  Augustus,  close  by.  I  thought  it  the  most  curious 
thing  I  had^een  in  Rome.  We  descended  by  a  very 
steep  stair  into  a  large  chamber  covered  with  little 
niches  like  pigeon-cotes  from  top  to  bottom.  Each 
f  them  contained  two  copper  basins  let  into  the 
rock,  and  covered  with  a  copper  lid,  wherein  the 
ashes  were  held.  Over  these  little  sepulchres, 
as  they  may  be  termed,  are  inscriptions  with  the 
name  and  age  of  the  dead  person.  The  following 
one  particularly  interested  us.  Hie  reliciae  Pelopis 
sit  tibi  terra  lebis— "Here  are  the  remains  of  Pelops, 
may  the  earth  rest  lightly  on  thee." 

"The  Tomb  op  Cecilia  Metella  (the  wife  of 
Crassus)  stands  amidst  the  remains  of  countless 
other  monuments,  on  the  Appian  way.  It  is  an 
enormous  circular  building,  and  will  probably  stand 

ft* 


for  centuries  to  come,  as  its  walls  are  forty  feet 
thick."  The  tomb  is  ninety-six  feet  in  diameter: 
its  sepulchral  chamber  within  measures  only  fifteen 
feet — the  remainder  ia  solid  masonry  ! 

The  Baker's  Toyb  is  just  outside  the  Ports 
Maggiore.  It  was  only  discovered  in  1838,  by  the 
pulling  down  of  a  number  of  mean  duellings.  It  is 
of  travertine,  four-sided,  about  twenty  feet  high, 
and  is  ornamented  with  rude  sculpture,  representing 
the  various  utensils  i'inployi>d  in  ^nndin^,  kneading 
and  baking.  There  is  an  inscription  round  the  upper 
part,  setting  forth  that  this  is  the  monument  oi' 
M.  V.  Euryax,  baker  and  contractor  for  customs — 
"  apparet," — "  and  no  mistake !  "  Inside  were 
found  two  rough  statues  of  himself  and  his  wife. 
Under  the  latter  was  an  inscription  put  up  by  the 
affectionate  and  humourous  husband,  informing  pos- 
terity that  this  is  his  "most  excellent  wile  Atistia 
whose  remains  are  in  this  bread-box."  A  .mid  so 
many  relics  of  mere  power,  wealth,  luxury  and  war, 
we  were  especially  interesliril  by  this  well-preserved 
monument  of  an  industrious  working  man  ;  who  h.id 
too  much  good  sense  to  be  ashamed  of  the  useful 
trade  by  which,  with  his  good  wife  Atistia,  he  hod 
gained  an  honest  living  and  served  his  country. 

The  Mausoleum  of  Haukian. — "  We  crossed  the 
bridge  of  S.  Angelo,  built  by  Hadrian,  as  an  ap- 
proach to  his  tomb.  The  balustrades  with  1 
frightful  looting  angels    are    modern. 
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crossed  this  bridge  many  times,  and  it  always  appears 
taller  of  interest  than  before.  There  flows  the 
Tiber,  and  however  much  Rome  has  altered  since  its 
days  of  power,  that  yellow  stream  looks  the  same 
as  when  Horatius  Codes  swam  across,  and  as  when 
Cicero,  Horace  and  Virgil  looked  upon  it.  Before 
us  stands  the  still  proud  tomb  of  Hadrian,  once 
glittering  with  gold  and  marble ;  now  a  huge  mass 
of  rough  stones,  its  marble  covering  torn  off,  and  its 
beautiful  dome  gone,  to  make  room  for  modern  forti- 
fications. Here  Belisarius  nobly  defended  the  fallen 
city  from  the  Goths ;  and  though  we  cannot  perhaps 
blame  him,  we  felt  much  regret  that  he  used  the 
beautiful  statues  to  hurl  at  the  barbarians  below." 

The  mausoleum  consists  of  a  circular  tower,  one 
hundred  and  ninety  feet  in  diameter,  reared  on 
a  quadrangular  base.  It  is  built  of  massive  blocks 
of  travertine  once  sheathed  with  marble.  It  has  for 
centuries  been  the  Papal  fortress,  and  the  sepulchral 
chambers  are  used  as  state  prisons.  On  the  summit 
is  a  very  ugly  figure  in  bronze  of  Michael,  his  right 
arm  extended  in  the  act  of  sheathing  a  sword.  Thus 
it  is  said  the  archangel  appeared,  hovering  above  the 
castle,  while  Pope  Gregory  the  Great  was  praying 
that  the  city  might  be  delivered  from  the  plague.  In 
this  tomb  Antoninus  Pius,  M.  Aurelius,  Commodus, 
Severus  and  other  Emperors  were  interred,  as  well 
•«  its  founder,  Hadrian.  After  travelling  through- 
out his  dominions,  including  Britain,  for  the  pur- 
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pOBe  of  consolidating  lie  empire,  he  built  a  palace, 
resembling  a  city  in  extent,  near  to  Tibur,  and 
erected  this  immense  tomb,  ob  if  to  secure  to 
himself  some  kind  of  immortality.  But  his  last 
days  were  spent  in  suspicion  and  wretchedness,  and 
several  times  he  endeavoured  to  commit  suicide. 
Wealth,  power,  philosophy,  alike  failed  to  impart 
peace.  To  him  is  attributed  the  well-known  address 
to  the  soul  when  leaving  the  body,  in  which  the 
best  hope  of  Heathenism  presents  a  must  dreary 
picture  of  futurity. 

Anirauln  vaguln  blandula, 

Hospea,  comes  que  corporis, 

Qiue  nunc  alibis  in  looai 

PuUidulii,  rig  Ida,  nudultt, 

Nee  at  soles  dabisjocos." 
Paganism  was  as  incapable  of  imparting  a  rational 
hope  of  the  future,  as  it  was  of  purifying  and  meliorat- 
ing the  present.  "Let  us  eat  and  drink,  for  to-morrow 
we  die,"  was  the  sentiment  it  nourished.  These 
massive  tombs  shew  how  men  longed  for  immortality. 
Shrinking  from  the  idea  of  absolute  non-existence — 
they  endeavoured  in  a  sense,  to  prolong  their  Uvea 
by  perpetuuting  their  memory.  To  them,  death 
was  the  end  of  enjoyment,  and  the  soul,  so  long  the 
body's  guest  ami  oompunion,  went  forth  pallid,  cold, 
and  naked,  to  unknown  regions,  never  again  to  smile ! 
To  how  different  a  strain  may  the  christian  j 
attune  his  lyre  and  sing — 
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"  The  soul  of  origin  divine, 

God's  glorious  image — freed  from  clay 
In  Heaven's  eternal  sphere  shall  shine, 
A  star  of  day ! 

The  son  is  hut  a  spark  of  fire, 

A  transient  meteor  in  the  sky ! 
The  soul — immortal  as  its  sire — 

Shall  never  die!" 

Montgomery. 

"  Life  and  Immortality  are  brought  to  light  by  the 
Gospel" — and  the  Christian  in  full  assurance  of 
hope,  can  say — "We  know  that  if  this  earthly 
house  of  our  tabernacle  be  dissolved,  we  have  a 
building  of  God,  an  house  not  made  with  bands, 
eternal  in  the  heavens." 

0   DEATH,   WHERE  IS  THY  STING  ? 
O   GRAVE,   WHERE  IS  THY  VICTORY  ? 


3GonIt  id. 

HOLY    WEEK    IN    ROME. 


CHAPTER  I. 


As  our  object  was  not  mere  amusement,  but  i 
Btruction  both  for  ourselves  and  others,  we  conaidf 
we  were  justified  in  embracing  the  only  opportu 
we  might  ever  have  of  witnessing  at  head  qua 
the  most  imposing  ceremonies  of  the  Bom: 
"We  were  therefore  early  at  St.  Peter's,  wMob  * 
found  already  occupied  by  about  fifteen  thousand 
persona,  a  number  which  was  soon  doubled  without 
the  vast  temple  assuming  the  least  appearance  of 
being  crowded.  At  first  we  could  look  at  nothing  but 
the  building  itself,  for  it  was  our  first  visit.  'With 
what  emotion  we  pushed  aside  the  heavy  mat  sus- 
pended at  the  door,  concealing  what  had  been 
hitherto  as  a  fairy  dream!  Tho  realization  of  splendid 
visions  generally  disappoints, — not  ao  the  interior 
of  St.  Peter's.  How  vast,  gorgeous,  overwhelming! 
Through  ever  moving  crowds  of  persons  from  all 
countries,  we  walk  along  tho  immense  nave  t 
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it  was  placed  a  golden  image  of  the  Sun,  in  the 
duction  of  which  fifteen  thousand  pounds  weight 
that  precious  metal  were  consumed.  Antiquaries 
•  that  these  blocks  cf  marble  are  the  remains  of 
t  temple.  But  if  so,  how  is  it  that  there  are  no 
ler  traces  of  so  stupendous  a  structure  ?  Some  say 
it  these  blocks  were  brought  here  in  preparation 
a  temple  which  was  never  erected.  Yet  why 
raid  the  entablature  be  prepared,  before  the 
umns  on  which  it  was  to  rest  ?  before  even  the 
tatructions  were  laid  ?  These  doubts  respecting 
k»  so  gigantic,  are  at  least  a  striking  illustration 
the  utter  ruin  which  has  swept  over  the  city. 
nr  little  did  he  dream  of  such  a  result,  who 
ought  thus  to  make  himself  for  ever  famous ! 
The  Temples  of  Fortune,  Jupiter  btator,  Antoni- 
ib  and  Faustina,  and  Yenus  and  Eome,  have  been 
nded  to  in  a  preceding  chapter  on  the  ruins  of  the 
mm. 


And  all  this  gorgeous  system  of  Paganism  has 
ned  away !  "  The  idols  are  utterly  abolished !  " 
as  there  anything  in  that  worship  calculated  to 
ike  us  regret  the  overthrow  of  its  temples  ?  Did 
cultivate  faith  in  God  ?  The  Romans,  however 
ive  in  battle,  were  the  cringing  slaves  of  supersti- 
O,  alarmed  if  a  raven  croaked  on  the  left,  or  a 
rw  on  the  right,  or  if  the  chickens  would  not  feed ! 
d  it  cultivate  purity  and  humanity  ?    Was  it  the 
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guardian  of  home,  the  Mend  of  the  poor,  the  protector 
of  the  oppressed  ?    On  the  contrary, — the  worst  lusts 
were  deified.     Revenge  was  a  pleasing  sacrifice  to 
Mars,  and  fornication  was  the  unblushing  homage 
rendered  to  Venus,  whose  numerous  priestesses  were 
harlots.    Jupiter  was  invoked  as  presiding  over  the 
cruel  sports  of  the  amphitheatre.     At  the  feast  of 
Pan,  priests  and  consuls  ran  naked  through  the  city 
pursuing  married  women  with  thongs  of  goat  skin. 
On  the  island  of  the  Tiber,  slaves  when  old  and  sick 
were  heartlessly  abandoned  by  their  masters,  vhe 
were  thus  saved  the  expense  and  trouble  of  provid- 
ing for  them,   under  the  pretence   of  homage  to 
Esculapius.      The  religion  of  Rome  was  heartless 
cruelty.     A  large  proportion  of  the  inhabitants  were 
in  a  condition  of  hopeless  slavery,  under  the  irre- 
sponsible power  of  their  owners.    The  noise  of  whips, 
and  cries  of  agony  from  tho   wretched  victims  of 
domestic  tyranny,  might  be  heard  on  every  hand. 
Juvenal,  describing  a  lady  dressing  for  some  special 
appointment,  gives  us  an  insight  into  their  condition,     j 
"  Unhappy  Psecas,  stands  with  shoulders  and  bosom     j 
bare,  and  her  hair  torn  by  the  angry  mistress  whose 
locks  she  had  been  arranging.      Why  is  this  curl 
higher  than  the  rest  ?     The  bull's  hide  punishes  the 
fault  of  every  hair  not  in  place.' '     The  porter  at 
the  gate  was  a  slave  in  chains !      If  a  master  was 
murdered,  all  his  slaves  might  be  put  to  death  on 
suspicion.      On  one  occasion,   four  hundred  were 
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lus  murdered.  Buying  slaves,  training  them  for 
\e  amphitheatre,  and  hiring  them  out  for  bloody 
pctacles,  was  a  lucrative  profession.  The  gladia- 
nrs  were  fed  on  a  succulent  diet  for  some  weeks 
revious   to   the   exhibition,    in  order  that  their 

7  L. 

cans,  being  full,  might  bleed  more  freely,  for  the 
reater  gratification  of  the  spectators !  How  true 
ras  the  Apostle's  description  of  their  moral  condition 
i  his  Epistle  to  the  Bomans !    They  "  did  not  like 

>  retain  God  in  their  knowledge ;  " — but  invented 

>  themselves  deities  whose  character  should  har- 
lonize  with  their  own  depravity.  Therefore  were 
ley  "given  over  to  a  reprobate  mind,, — "to  vile 
lections  " — "  being  filled  with  all  unrighteousness, 
srnication,  wickedness,  covetousness,  maliciousness, 
ill  of  envy,  murder,  debate,  deceit,  malignity; 
rhisperers,  backbiters,  haters  of  God,  despiteful; 
iroud,  boasters,  inventors  of  evil  things,  disobedient 
o  parents,  without  understanding,  covenant-breakers, 
without  natural  affection,  implacable,  unmerciful !  " 

[If  it  be  objected  that  a  slavery  equally  cruel,  may  be  found  among 
Snistians,  I  reply  that  this  is  an  argument,  not  against  the  Gospel,  but 
igsfost  those  who  impiously  profess  it,  while  violating  its  plainest  pre- 
Kpts.  The  inhumanities  of  Heathenism  were  the  result  of  Heathenism. 
those  of  Christendom  are  in  spite  of  Christianity ;  and  shew  that  there 
is  one  thing  worse  than  the  consistent  service  of  a  cruel  idolatry — 
•ttttely,  the  hypocritical  worship  of  a  Ood  of  Love.  ] 


THE   TOMBS. 

"  March  29. — After  some  trouble,  we  discovered 
the  Mausoleum  of  Augustus,  in  a  narrow  street  be- 
hind the  Bipetta.  Entering  a  sort  of  stable-yard, 
we  saw  part  of  the  old  massive  circular  wall.     A. 
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living  in  iu>  adjoining  tenement,  shewed  us 
interior,  which  is  filled  up  to  a  contidettblt 
height  by  the  falling  in  of  the  ruins.  It  is  no* 
used  for  displays  of  fire-worka  and  rope- dancing. 
We  were  taken  into  some  lofty  sepulchral  chambers 
where  the  ashes  of  the  Emperor  himself,  uf  Mured!  us, 
Oetavia,  Agrippa,  Li  via,  Germanicus,  and  others 
vere  deposited.  They  are  occasionally  used  as  stables 
by  strolling  companies  of  equestrians!  Strabo de- 
scribes it  as  the  most  remarkable  monument  in  the 
Campus  Martins.  It  was  elevated  on  a  lofty  base  of 
white  marble,  and  was  surmounted  by  a  statue  iA 
tlie  Emperor.     How  wonderful  that  an  edifice,  once 

splendid  with  marbles  and  statues,  should  be  » 
loiled,  and  so  hidden  by  modern  buildings,  that 
had  to  go  from  one  street  to  another  to  obtain 
peeps  of  its  once  conspicuous  wall !  " 

"  We  now  proceeded  to  the  tomb  of  Bi! 
of  the  few  remaining  monuments  of  \\-< 
It  forms  part  of  the  wall  of  a  house  in  the  Marforw, 
at  the  end  of  the  Corso.  It  is  built  of  huge  aWM«, 
in  the  Boric  style.  It  was  very  interesting  to  pawl* 
out  the  inscription  which  still  records  that  itwtf 
erected  at  the  public  expense  to  C.  Poblicius  Bibulus, 
the  FLjebeian  -Edilc,  "honoris  virtu  tissue  causa. 
This  tomb  is  two  thousand  years  old." 

"  The  Tomb  of  tub  Scmos.  I  had  no  idea  it  W 
so  extensive.  After  wandering  some  time  through 
subterranean  passages,  we  came  to  the  small  vaulU'd 
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tment  where  the  Sarcophagus  of  Scipio  Barbatus, 
in  the  Vatican,  was  discovered.  It  was  a  dark 
silent  place  for  the  great  warrior  to  rest  in,  after 
lie  turmoil  and  tumult  of  war.  I  thought  of 
m's  beautiful  lines — 

"  The  Niobe  of  Nations !  there  she  stands, 
Childless  and  crownless,  in  her  voiceless  woe ; 
An  empty  urn  within  her  wither' d  hands, 
Whose  holy  dust  was  scatter'  d  long  ago ; 
The  Scipio' 8  tomb  contains  no  ashes  now ! 
The  very  sepulchres  lie  tenantless 
Of  their  heroic  dwellers ! " 

We  next  visited  the  Columbarium  of  the  slaves 
ugustus,  close  by.  I  thought  it  the  most  curious 
g  I  had^een  in  Rome.  We  descended  by  a  very 
p  stair  into  a  large  chamber  covered  with  little 
es  like  pigeon-cotes  from  top  to  bottom.  Each 
hem  contained  two  copper  basins  let  into  the 
,  and  covered  with  a  copper  lid,  wherein  the 
a  were  held.  Over  these  little  sepulchres, 
hey  may  be  termed,  are  inscriptions  with  the 
e  and  age  of  the  dead  person.  The  following 
particularly  interested  us.  Hie  reliciae  Pelopis 
ibi  terra lebis— "Here  are  the  remains  of  Pelops, 
the  earth  rest  lightly  on  thee." 
The  Tomb  op  Cecilia  Metella  (the  wife  of 
isus)  stands  amidst  the  remains  of  countless 
>r  monuments,  on  the  Appian  way.  It  is  an 
rmoos  circular  building,  and  will  probably  stand 

ft3 
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ancient  masonry  which  defends  the  inland  from  tk 
iii'tinii  Hi'  tlm  rivci — distinctly  recognised  its  ship- 
like  form — and  was  deeply  interested  in  observing, 
amidst  the  muddy  depositions  of  the 
figure  of  a  serpent  sculptured  on  the  fragment  of  • 
white  marble  column,  which  seemed  every  minute  is 
dimmer  nf  being  washed  away  by  the  -  >■■ 
Tkhpi-k  of  Vesus- — The  ruins  of  this  I 
in  the  gardens  of  Sallust,  on  the  Esquiline.    Tk'j 
consist  of  a  circular  dome-roofod  brick  building,  uoi 
immense  fragments*  of  walls.     An  adjacent  ruin  w» 
pointed  out  as  the  '  house  of  Sallust,'  by  tlic  IwM 
old  man,  who,  accompanied  by  bis  little  dog,  hobbled 
before  us.      An  extensive,   desolate -looking  kitidiM 

■  m  is  the  spot  where   tie  hiatal 
taincd  his  friends    and   feasted    emperors.       SonM 
women  were  cutting  artichokes,    which   they  tied 
together  and  placed  in  a  large  circular  at 
water — possibly  one    of  Sallust's  fountai 
afterwards  became  n  favourite  retreat  of  Tiberius, 
Nero,    Aurclian,  and  other  masters  of  the  world! 
We  were  shewn  here  the  Campus  Sceleratua,  whew  ' 
1be    Vestal  YirghuB    who    broke   their  vows  wore 
buried  alive.     Close  by,  is  another  most  interesting, 
object — some    remains    of    the    Agger 
Tnllius,  and  about  forty  yards  of  the  old  Roman 
wall,    composed   of    immense   Etruscan  bhwkl  N| 
together  without  cement.     "Weeds  and  nettles  cover 
them  with   a  luxuriant   vegetation.       What  utter 
desolation  and,  efea.ii4.wni«fl&\ 
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Templb  of  Vesta  is  too  well-known  to  need 
tion.  Though  built  subsequently  to  the  time 
ace,  it  occupies  the  same  locality  with  the 

he  refers  to  in  the  passage  formerly  quoted, 
legantly  beautiful,  in  spite  of  the  mean  tiled 
id  upon  their  shattered  capitals,  are  the  nine- 
maining  columns  which  surround  its  circular 
f  marble.  It  is  now  a  church,  dedicated 
the  somewhat  Pagan  expression,  "Maria  del 
— "  which  allusion  to  the  sun,  though  applied 
instance  of  a  Christian  church,  evidently  bears 
Lee  to  the  sacred  fire  preserved  in  the  temples 
ta."* 

Temple  of  Fobtuna  Vieilis  is  only  a  few 
rom  the  Temple  of  Vesta.  It  is  said  to  have 
randed  by  S.  Tullius  and  dedicated  to  Fortune, 
itude  for  having  been  elevated  from  slavery  to 
ic  It  is  now  a  church.  Seven  Ionic  columns 
heir  entablature,  resting  on  a  solid  basement, 
nain.  "  It  is  a  beautiful  specimen  of  strength 
aplicity,  and  is  considered  one  of  the  most  per- 
nlels  existing,  of  pure  Grecian  architecture."* 

Temple  of  Piety  stood  on  the  spot  now 
id  by  the  Church  of  S.  Nicholas  in  Carccre, 
i  of  the  prison  where  the  act  of  "filial  piety" 
d,  which  painting  and  poetry  have  so  much 
morated.  We  were  shewn,  beneath  the  pave- 
the  entrance  to  a  dark  chasm  which  we  were 

•  Sir  George  Head, 
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In  it  was  placed  a  golden  image  of  the  Sun,  in  the 
production  of  which  fifteen  thousand  pounds  weight 
of  that  precious  metal  were  consumed.  Antiquaries 
fcy  that  these  blocks  cf  marble  are  the  remains  of 
Viat  temple.  But  if  so,  how  is  it  that  there  are  no 
Mher  traces  of  so  stupendous  a  structure  ?  Some  say 
jUtat  these  blocks  were  brought  here  in  preparation 
Ifc  a  temple  which  was  never  erected.  Yet  why 
rlhould  the  entablature  be  prepared,  before  the 
[columns  on  which  it  was  to  rest  ?  before  even  the 

•abstractions  were  laid  ?     These  doubts  respecting 
«Kcs  so  gigantic,  are  at  least  a  striking  illustration 

if  the  utter  ruin  which  has  swept  over  the  city. 

law  little  did  he  dream  of  such  a  result,  who 

ftought  thus  to  make  himself  for  ever  famous ! 
The  Temples  of  Fortune,  Jupiter  fetator,  Antoni- 
and  Faustina,  and  Venus  and  Rome,  have  been 

iUnded  to  in  a  preceding  chapter  on  the  ruins  of  the 

Jorum. 


And  all  this  gorgeous  system  of  Paganism  has 
■Bed  away  !  "  The  idols  are  utterly  abolished !  " 
[Witt  there  anything  in  that  worship  calculated  to 
iftke  us  regret  the  overthrow  of  its  temples?  Did 
4  cultivate  faith  in  God  ?  The  Romans,  however 
Wave  in  battle,  were  the  cringing  slaves  of  supersti- 
tion, alarmed  if  a  raven  croaked  on  the  left,  or  a 
«ow  on  the  right,  or  if  the  chickens  would  not  feed ! 
Bid  it  cultivate  purity  and  humanity  ?    "Was  it  the 
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guardian  of  home,  the  Mend  of  the  poor,  the  protf 

of  the  oppressed  ?    On  the  contrary, — the  worst 

were  deified.     Revenge  was  a  pleasing  sacrifi 

Mars,  and  fornication  was  the  unblushing  he 

rendered  to  Venus,  whose  numerous  priestesses 

harlots.     Jupiter  was  invoked  as  presiding  ov< 

cruel  sports  of  the  amphitheatre.     At  the  fe 

Pan,  priests  and  consuls  ran  naked  through  th 

pursuing  married  women  with  thongs  of  goal 

On  the  island  of  the  Tiber,  slaves  when  old  an 

were  heartlessly*  abandoned  by  their  masters 

were  thus  saved  the  expense  and  trouble  of  p: 

ing  for  them,   under  the  pretence   of  homa 

Esculapius.      The  religion  of  Rome  was  he* 

cruelty.     A  large  proportion  of  the  inhabitants 

in  a  condition  of  hopeless  slavery,  under  the 

sponsible  power  of  their  owners.    The  noise  of  v< 

and  cries  of  agony  from  the   wretched  victii 

domestic  tyranny,  might  be  heard  on  every 

Juvenal,  describing  a  lady  dressing  for  some  sj 

appointment,  gives  us  an  insight  into  their  cond 

"  Unhappy  Psecas,  stands  with  shoulders  and  t 

bare,  and  her  hair  torn  by  the  angry  mistress  t 

locks  she  had  been  arranging.      "Why  is  this 

higher  than  the  rest  ?     The  bull's  hide  punishe 

fault  of  every  hair  not  in  place."     The  port 

the  gate  was  a  slave  in  chains !      If  a  master 

murdered,  all  his  slaves  might  be  put  to  deal 

suspicion.      On  one  occasion,   four  hundred 
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stand  opposite  the  massive  baldachino  or  bronze 
canopy  above  the  tomb  of  St.  Peter,  and  feel  we  are 
beneath  Michael  AngeVs  "  Firmament  of  Marble." 
How  unspeakably  impressive  are  the  height  and  ex- 
panse of  that  wondrous  dome  as  in  all  your  littleness 
you  stand  beneath  it !  But  our  business  was  now  to 
watch  a  church  ceremonial.  "We  therefore  postponed 
all  minute  examination  of  the  building  itself. 

A  spacious  gallery  of  ascending  seats  had  been 
erected  on  each  side  of  the  high  altar,  for  the  accom- 
modation of  those  ladies  who  were  fortunate  enough 
to  obtain  tickets.  In  compliance  with  the  regulations, 
they  came  without  cloaks  or  bonnets,  habited  in 
black,  with  veils  of  the  same  colour  over  their  heads. 
The  pavement  in  front  of  these  seats,  which  were 
crowded,  was  occupied  by  a  multitude  of  gentlemen 
of  all  nations,  in  black,  with  dress  coats — no  surtout 
or  coloured  waistcoat  being  allowed  to  pass  the  long 
doable  lines  of  soldiery,  who  were  arranger1  oil  down 
•  the  nave.  Behind  their  helmets  an1  glittering 
bayonets  the  masses  of  the  "  profane  vulvar  were 
standing  on  tip-toe,  to  catch  what  glimpse  they 
might  of  the  procession  which  was  now  every  mo- 
ment expected.  Presently  we  hear  the  faint  swell- 
ing tones  of  distant  chanting.  Every  eye  is  turned 
to  the  great  portico.  Choristers  and  Priests  lead 
the  way,  followed  by  mitred  Abbots,  Bishops  and 
Cardinals  in  long  and  imposing  succession.  Last  of 
all  appears  the    'Holy  Father/   wearing  a  large 
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cape  of  bright  purple.  Over  tlie  clasp  which  fastens 
it  on  his  breast,  is  a  silver  plate,  called  a  formal,  on 
which  "  in  beautiful  rMiefis  the  figure  of the  venerable 
ancient  of  days,  Daniel  vii.  9  :  clouds  arc  embossed 
wreathing  about  the  figures  of  attending  cherubim ; 
Esodus  xxv.  18!"*  He  was  seated  on  a  throne 
borne  on  the  shoulders  of  his  attendants.  Over  his 
head  six  persons  held  a  richly  emblazoned  canopy. 
Others  at  his  side  carried  immense  fans  of  peacocks 
feathers.  His  eyes  were  apparently  closed,  his  lip« 
moved  as  if  in  prayer,  while  with  each  hand  he 
made  the  sign  of  the  cross  in  the  air,  scattering 
benedictions  in  all  directions,  on  the  faithful  children 
of  the  church  who  reverently  knelt  as  he  udvuuced, 
to  receive  the  sacred  boon!  Having  reached  tla 
Tribune  or  Chancel,  the  l'ope  took  his  sent  on  * 
throne,  and  the  distribution  of  the  palms  com- 
menced. 

These  'palms'  disappointed  and  amused  us.  In- 
stead of  resembling  'branches  of  trees'  they  were 
exactly  like  osier  twigs  bound  over  with  ornamental 
straw.  I  am,  however,  informed  that  they  are 
really  manufactured  out  of  dried  leaves  of  the  date 
palm.  They  were  of  various  sizes,  from  six  to  two 
feet  long,  according  to  tbt:  gradation  in  rank  of  tho 
recipients.  The  Cardinals  first  presented  themselves 
to  the  Pontiff,  kissing  the  hand  from  which  they 

•"  Explanation  orthrCereintmlca  of  the  IIolv  Week,  hir  llw  Into  Ct. 

lie  v.  Dr.  fcM-ljml.    liislii 
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ed  the  branch,  then  the  palm  itself,  and  then 
>pe's  right  knee.  All  aorta  of  officials  followed 
multitude,  for  this  part  of  the  ceremonies 
ies  a  long  time,  during  which  the  vast  con- 
i  of  spectators  amuse  themselves  by  talking, 
ing,  and  walking  about. 

■rand  procession  was  now  formed  to  represent 
'a  entry  into  Jerusalem,  when  the  people  "cut 
branches  of  palm  trees  and  strewed  them  in 
ly."  But  how  unlike  that  scene,  when  the 
Jcsua,  riding  on  a  colt,  surrounded  by  his 
oen-diseiples,  moved  onward  to  the  scene  of 
:ony— was  the  stately  progress  of  the  Sovereign 
ff,  borae  above  the  heads  of  the  people,  and 
ied  by  an  imposing  array  of  Cardinals,  Bishops, 
tber  dignitaries  in  costly  and  magnificent  attiro! 
how  did  the  swords,  bayonets,  and  halberds  of 
Itendant  guards  effectually  destroy  any  analogy 
the  entry  into  Jerusalem  of  the  unarmed  '  Prince 
ice,'  in  spite  of  the  fantastical  palms,  which, 
inently  displayed  by  their  bearers,  from  the 
to  the  singing  boy,  ii]ipuml  simply  ridiculous, 
procession  having  slowly  moved  to  the  solemn 
ing  of  tho  choir,  down  one  side  of  the  nave  and 
led  by  the  other  to  the  chancel,  high  mass  was 
■med  by  one  of  the  Cardinals,  towards  the  close 
lich  there  was  some  very  fino  singing.  The 
t  sounds  apparently  from  a  great  distance,  soon 
.d  into  louder  and  still  louder  tones,  till  the  full 
my  of  'Hosttniiak'  burst  forth 
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"  With  her  smooth  tones  and  discords  just, 
Temper' d  into  rapturous  strife." 


The  ceremony  having  terminated  by  the  offi 
Cardinal  announcing  the  usual  indulgence  of  t 
years  for  all  present,  the  multitude  st 
highly  satisfied,  especially  those  who  had  the  ; 
fortune  to  obtain  '  palms,'  which  are  much  yen 
as  communicating  bleBsinjjH  to  their  owners.    On  th 
point,  the  late  "  Right  Rev.  Dr.  England," 
his  "Explanation    of  the  Ceremonies  of  the  1 
"Week,"  published  at  Rome,  with  'full  approval  ol 
authorities' — "  The  faithful,  looking  n 
to  the  divine  protection,  which  has  been  imploi 
the  church,  in  favour  of  those  who   will  bear  1 
palms  with  proper  dispositions,  at  also  for 
into  which  tkey  shall  be  carried;  and  revoring  h 
even  those  inanimate  objects  upon  which  the  hie: 
of  Heaven  has  been  specially  invoked,  and  1 
are  used  to  aid  the  practice  of  religion,  keep  t 
branches  with  much  respect,  not  only  as  n 
of  the  great  event  which  has  caused  their  in1 
tion,  hut  aha  ra«  occasions  of  blemruj.    They  bear  tl 
upon  their  persons,  and  place  them  in  their  d 
ings." 

We  had  no  palms,  but  we  enjoyed  the  belt 
that  He  who  alone  tun  confer  true  blessedness,  d 
in  our  hearts.     His  presence  can  make  all  place*,  all 
circumstances,  all  conditions,  happy. 


THE   TEJSTEBRM.  269 

family,  blessed  the  house,  where  He  dwells.  "With- 
out the  intervention  of  church,  or  priest,  he  will 
enter  every  willing  heart.  His  disposition  is  the 
same  as  when  it  was  said  of  him,  "  He  is  gone  to  be 
guest  with  a  man  who  is  a  sinner." — "Behold  I 
stand  at  the  door  and  knock.  If  any  man  open  the 
door  I  will  come  in  to  him,  and  sup  with  him,  and 
he  with  me !" 


CHAPTER  II. 

TEHEBBJB    OB  MISEBEBE  IN   THE   SISTINE  CHAPEL. 

Wednesday  March  23rd. — This  office  was  anciently 
celebrated  at  midnight,  it  being  properly  the  matins 
of  holy  Thursday.  It  now  commences  at  four  o'clock 
on  Hie  preceding  afternoon.  Being  very  anxious  not 
to  hare  our  long  cherished  wishes  thwarted  by  the 
great  crowds  which  were  expected,  we  took  care  to 
be  early :  so  at  one  o'clock  we  were  ascending  the 
Seal*  regia,  congratulating  ourselves  that  being  the 
first  of  the  company,  we  could  leisurely  choose  the 
best  places,  and  quietly  enjoy  Michael  Angelo's  fres- 
coes while  waiting  for  the  service.  Alas  we  were 
stopped  half  way  up,  by  a  guard  of  soldiers  who 
would  allow  no  one  to  pass  on  till  three  o'clock. 
There  then  we  had  to  stand  on  the  marble  steps,  the 
crowd  gradually  accumulating  behind  us  in  fearful 
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force.  A  constant  rivalry  was  maintained  t 
the  people  who  pushed  us  up,  and  the  sole 
front  who  did  their  hest  to  keep  us  down: 
viable  position  for  those,  who,  with  ourselv* 
in  the  front  ranks.  At  last  the  signal  was 
and  a  narrow  passage  was  opened  between 
diers.  Through  it  we  were  forced  with  such  ^ 
that  it  was  marvellous  some  serious  accid 
not  occur,  and  the  fearful  shrieks  of  some 
ladies  added  to  the  confusion. 

The  greater  part  of  the  chapel,  which  all 

is  of  small  dimensions,  was  reserved  for  the  P 

the  Cardinals.    The  throne  of  the  former  wai 

right  of  the  altar,  opposite  our  left, — the  seal 

latter  were  ranged  in  a  quadrangular  form,  tl 

completing  the  square.     These  dignitaries  c 

by  a  small  door  at  the  side  of  the  altar,  atl 

violet  coloured  robes,  with  ermine  capes.     Ej 

attended  by  a  Chaplain  who  held  his  train,  adj 

when  he  was  seated,  and  then  took  his  own  pla( 

feet  of  his  Eminence.     The  guards  presente 

to  each  Cardinal  on  entering,  who  bowed  Iot 

who  had  previously  arrived,  these  rising  to 

the  salutation.     At  last  came  the  Pope  with 

tendants,  wearing  a  reddish-purple  cape  anc 

mitre.     Opposite  to  his  throne,  at  the  side 

altar,  was  a  singular  candlestick  about  six  fee 

bearing  a  triangular  frame,  on  the  sides  of 

were  fourteen  large  lighted  candles.  They  coi 
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rom  the  extremities  of  the  base  to  the  apex  on 
irhich  was  another,  making  fifteen  in  all.  As  the 
§ervice  proceeded  these  were  put  out  one  after 
the  other,  commencing  from  the  bottom.  Various 
explanations  have  been  suggested.  According  to 
some  the  gathering  sorrows  of  the  Saviour  are  re- 
presented by  the  increasing  darkness;  others  see 
typified  the  desertion  of  the  Apostles,  the  Virgin 
alone  retaining  her  confidence,  represented  by  the 
upper  candle  which  is  not  extinguished.  Dr. 
England,  in  the  little  work  already  quoted,  says 
that  the  fourteen  candles  represent  the  Patriarchs 
md  Prophets,  who  one  after  the  other,  concluding 
nith  John  the  Baptist,  disappeared,  leaving  Christ 
umself  as  the  true  light  of  the  world..  He  was  not 
lestroyed,  but  only  was  lost  sight  of  in  the  sepul- 
shre,  re-appearing  after  his  resurrection,  even  as  the 
fifteenth  candle  is  brought  out  again  from  its  tempo- 
rary eclipse  behind  the  altar. 

While  the  choir  chanted  the  appointed  Psalms, 
the  candles  were  put  out  at  intervals  of  about  eight 
minutes,  the  Pope  and  Cardinals  remaining  motion- 
less. "With  the  last  but  one,  the  lights  on  the  altar 
irere  also  extinguished.  And  now  the  only  remain- 
ing candle  is  reverently  removed  and  placed  behind 
the  tabernacle.  The  Pope  descends  from  his  throne 
md  kneels  down  in  front  of  the  cross  on  the  altar. 
The  twenty-four  Cardinals  also,  with  their  atten- 
dants, rise  from  their  seats  and  kneel.     The  gradual 
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extinction  of  the  lights  has  mu.de  moro  than  usually 
impressive  the  solemn  gloom  of  evening  which  now 
pervades  the  chapel,  giving  additional  mystery  to 
the  frescoed  prophets  and  sybils  of  the  roof,  and  to 
tho  figures  of  the  'Great  Judgment.'  And  no» 
amid  the  proi'mindest  silence  commences  the  Miserere 
of  Allegri,  performed  by  an  invisible  choir.  Xcth 
had  we  heard,  never  do  we  expect  to  hear  again, 
such  strains.  "If  angels  could  Le  supposed  to  sign 
and  mourn  in  sorrow,  they  might  attune  their  tan* 
of  heaven  to  such  music  as  is  then  sung  in  the 
Sistinc  Chapel."* 

I  had  been  standing  in  a  erowd  for  five  hours,  hut 
all  sense  of  weariness  was  at  once  dispelled,  nod 
willingly  would  I  at  any  time  undergo  the  ordeal 
for  such  o  recompense.  Indeed  I  can  imagine  * 
person  going  from  England  on  purpose  to  hear  (if 
Miserere,  and  not  being  disappointed.  I  cannot  myself 
attempt  a  description  of  what  was  as  unlike  as  it  was 
superior  to,  anything  I  had  ever  heard.  Keiths  is 
it  necessary,  as  'the  journal'  thus  comes  to  my  aid. 
"I  shall  never  forget  the  singing,  it  was  quite  un- 
earthly. The  very  tone  of  some  of  the  Toiea 
appeared  supernatural,  and  when  from  the  eottest 
strains  the  full  chorus  swelled  out  into  enchantinj 
harmony,  I  felt  it  was  just  auch  music  as  Uiltoa 
describes — 


I.  Seymour'!  PilBrlmtgo  lo  Borne. 
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w  As  may  with  sweetness  through  mine  ear, 

Dissolve  me  into  ecstacies, 

And  bring  all  Heaven  before  mine  eyes." 

How  often  shall  I  think  with  delight  of  two  voices 
especially,  which  recited  on  notes  I  had  never  heard 
before.     As  if  independent  of  and  Jar  beyond  all 
JXmsical   rules,    they  seemed    to  improvisatrize  in 
such  intricate  yet  exquisite  style,  that  nothing  but 
bearing  it  can  give  the  remotest  idea  of  its  won- 
drous beauty  and  pathos.     While  the  singing  of  the 
rest  of  the  choir  served  as  an  orchestral  accompani- 
ment,  one  of  these  voices  seemed  like  some  dis- 
embodied   but    happy  spirit,    warbling   the    most 
heavenly  strains.       When  you  thought  it  was  at 
an    almost   impossible  height,    it  would  rise  still 
higher  and  higher,  and  shake  and  recite  for  many 
seconds  together,   on  a  note    beyond  all  power  to 
describe.     Then  the  other  would  join  it,  accompany- 
ing it  in  its  daring  flight,  sometimes  above,  some- 
times below  it,  and  then  the  full  choir  in  melting 
tones  joined  in  so  divinely,  that  when  it  concluded, 
one  felt  like  returning  to  earthly  things  and  feelings, 
after  listening  to  the  music  of  heaven." 

The  service  ended  with  a  short  prayer  pronounced 
by  the  Pope  without  any  benediction,  the  last  words, 
which  were  scarcely  audible,  being  instantly  followed 
by  an  extraordinary  rattling  sound  apparently  from 
beneath  the  floor,  round  the  sides  of  the  chapel. 
Such  a  noise  used  to  be  made  in  the  Jewish  syna- 


gogucs  when  the  name  of  Hainan  was  read  in  the 
book  of  Esther,  but  on  this  occasion  it  is  intended  to 
represent  the  earthquake  and  the  rending  of  the 
rocln  at  the  death  of  Christ. 


CHAPTER     III. 

madndat  mnasDAr. 

Wb  were  early  nt  St.  Peter's,  for  this  was  a  high 
day,  and  there  was  much  to  sec.  At  this  morning') 
mass  two  hosts  are  consecrated,  the  additional  one 
being  for  the  next  day,  as  no  tran substantiation 
takes  place  on  Good  Friday,  when  our  Lord  ii 
represented  as  dead.  Moreover,  this  supplements! 
host  is  solemnly  removed  to  a  side  chapel,  in  order 
that  the  high  a' tar  may  be  completely  stripped,  so  ai 
to  present  an  appearance  of  utter  desolation  on  the 
day  of  the  crucifixion.  The  Pope  and  Cardinals  beat 
the  sacred  wafer  in  procession  from  the  Sistine 
chapel  to  the  Pauline,  and  deposit  it  on  the  ultar 
which  is  illuminated  by  six  hundred  wax  tapers. 
We  witnessed  a  similar  procession  in  St.  Peter's,  the 
multitude  of  Priests  who  composed  it,  all  carrying 
lighted  tapers  of  immense  size,  tho  choir  singing 
most  beautifully  as  they  moved  slowly  on  in  long 
■accession  to  deposit  the  '  very  body  and  blood  *  of 
the  Saviour  in  what  they  term  '  the  Sepulchre.' 
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The  benediction  generally  takes  place  from  the 
balcony  in  front  of  the  church,  but  in  consequence 
of  the  bad  weather,  it  was  on  this  day  given  by  the 
Pope,  from  his  throne  erected  in  the  south  transept. 
As  however  this  is  repeated  on  Easter  Sunday  with 
greater  effect,  I  shall  defer  the  description  of  it. 
A  '  plenary  indulgence '  was  then  read  by  one  of  the 
Cardinals. 

"Washing  the  Feet. — Thirteen  persons,  one  of 
whom  happened  to  be  an  Englishman,  personated 
the  Apostles.  They  were  dressed  in  white  flannel, 
and  were  seated  on  an  elevated  platform  in  the  south 
transept,  which  had  been  arranged  for  the  ceremony, 
with  galleries  of  ascending  seats  for  Jady  -spectators, 
who  came,  as  before,  in  the  prescribed  costume. 
Descending  from  his  throne  after  the  benediction, 
the  Pope  was  divested  of  his  gorgeous  outer  vest- 
ments, and  appeared  as  if  in  a  very  large  flannel 
dressing  gown,  fastened  with  a  cord  round  the  waist. 
A  towel  of  fine  cloth,  trimmed  with  lace,  having  been 
tied  on  him,  he  walked  slowly  to  the  nearest  Apostle 
whose  right  foot,  evidently  well  washed  beforehand, 
was  already  bare.  The  stocking  had  been  pre- 
yiously  cut  so  as  without  any  trouble  or  delay  to  be 
removed  sufficiently  for  the  purpose,  at  the  precise 
moment  Everything  was  done  to  facilitate  his 
Holiness  in  the  arduous  duty  which  now  awaited 
him.  The  Apostles  were  seated  at  such  a  convenient 
elevation  that  he  was  under  no  necessity  of  stoo^m^ 
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A  sub-deacon  on  his  right  raised  the  Apostle's  foct, 
over  the  instep  of  which  a  second  attendant  poured 
a  little  water  which  fell  into  a  silver  gilt  basin  hold 
by  a  third,  while  a  fourth,  carrying  thirteen  towels 
in  a  silver  basin  handed  one  of  them  to  his  Holiness, 
who  passed  it  over  the  foot  which  he  then  kissed. 
Another  officer  in  waiting  was  a  bearer  of  nosegays, 
one  of  which  he  then  handed  to  the  Pope  who  pre- 
sented it  to  the  Apostle,  together  with  two  medals 
from  a  purse  of  crimson  velvet  fringed  with  gold, 
borne  by  the  Papal  treasurer.  The  rest  were  then 
similarly  served,  and  the  whole  was  done  so  expedi- 
tiously, that  in  a  very  few  minutes  the-  immense 
crowd  were  rushing  oil'  to  be  present  at  the  next 
ceremony. 

This  '  feet  washing  '  is  to  represent  our  Saviour* 
significant  act  on  the  day  before  his  crucifixion, 
when  "having  loved  his  own  which  were  in  the 
world,  he  loved  Ihem  unto  the  cud,  and  supper  being 
ended  ....  he  riseth  from  supper,  and  laid  aside 
his  garments :  and  took  a  towel,  and  girded  himself. 
After  that  he  poureth  water  into  a  basin,  and  began 
to  wash  the  disciples'  feet,  and  to  wipe  Ihem  wilh 
the  towel  wherewith  he  was  girded  ....  Sot&S 
he  had  washed  their  feet,  and  had  taken  his  gar- 
ments, and  was  set  down  again,  he  said  unto  them, 
know  ye  what  I  have  done  unto  you  ?  Ye  call  me 
Muster  and  Lord,  and  ye  say  well,  for  so  I  am.  If 
I  then,  your  Lord  and  Muster,  have  washed  your 


ncrriTioir  or  chhist. 

(eat,  yo  also  ought  to  wash  one  another's  feet.  For 
I  hare  given  you  an  example,  that  ye  should  do  as 
I  have  done  to  you.  Verily  vcrilv,  1  say  unto  you, 
the  servant  is  not  greater  than  his  lord  :  neither  is 
he  that  is  sent  greater  than  ho  that  sent  him.  If  ye 
know  these  things,  happy  are  ye  if  yo  do  them  ?" 

Doe3  then  the  Romish.  Church  "  do  these  things  ?" 
Does  this  ceremony  with  its  pompous  circumstances, 
resemble  the  simple  act  of  our  Saviour?  If  in  letter 
it  is  rather  a  contrast  than  an  imitation,  does  it  ex- 
hibit the  spirit  of  that  symbolical  act?  Christ  said 
to  his  followers  "  One  i3  your  master,  and  all  ye  are 
brethren."  He  reproved  the  disposition  to  be  ac- 
counted "  greatest."  lie  sternly  rebuked  the  rising 
•pirit  of  "supremacy."  Tho  greatest  was  he  who 
mort  humbled  himself,  who  best  imitated  the  example 
of  Him  who  came  '  not  to  bo  ministered  unto  but  to 
minister.'  But  has  tho  Romish  Church  exhibited  in 
practice,  this  sign  of  having  been  taught  of  Christ? 
Have  Popes,  Cardinals,  and  Prelates  vied  with  each 
other  in  occupying  the  lowest  place  ?  Have  they 
left  to  heretics  the  contention  which  should  be 
greatest,  their  own  rivalry  being  one  of  meekness  ? 
Have  they  strikingly  illustrated  the  precept  "Not 
U  Lords  over  God's  heritage,  but  being  ensamples  to 
the  flock  r" 

The  performers  of  this  ceremony  may  have  been 
•Ulcere,  and  Bome  of  tho  spectators  may  have 
admired   it  as  an  act  of  pious   imitation   of  Christ, 


L78 

yet  others  viewing  it  in  connexion  with  Ihe  past 
history  and  unchanged  spirit  of  the  Pupal  Church, 
her  arrogant  claims,  and  the  various  orders  and 
proud  pretensions  of  her  hierarchy,  could  only  regard 
this  commemoration  of  our  Lord's  most  eloquent 
symbolical  lesson  of  humility,  as  a  keen  satire  on 
herself.  "Were  a  spectacle  to  be  got  up  by  tha 
bitterest  foes  of  that  church,  could  anything  ba 
devised  more  severely  ironical  ?  Can  the  most  fertile 
fancy  suggest  a  stronger  contrast  than  between  the 
spirit  of  the  Vatican,  and  our  Saviour's  washing  ail 
disciples'  feet? 

Too  little,  alas,  have  both  Romanists  and  Protes- 
tants learned  the  lesson  he  designed  lo  leach.  Easy, 
very  easy  to  perform  such  a  ceremony  as  the  one  ws 
witnessed — hard,  very  hard  to  cherish  and  exhibit 
the  temper  our  Lord  inculcated.  The  Jt  ws  t'nuud  no 
difficulty  in  the  "washing  of  cups  and  pots  and 
brazen  vessels,"  cleansing  the  hands,  hut  neglecting 
to  keep  pure  the  heart  whence  come  "  the  evil  thing* 
that  defile  the  man."  May  we  escape  the  censure 
pronounced  on  them — "  This  people  honourcth  t 
with  their  lips,  but  their  heart  is  far  from  a 
Howbeit  in  vain  do  they  worship  me,  teaching  for 
doctrines  the  commandments  of  men.  Pull  well  y 
reject  the  commandments  of  God,  that  ye  may  keep 
your  own  tradition." — (Mark,  vii.  1 — 13.)  0  that 
all  who  hear  the  name  of  Christ,  of  whatever 
church,  while  couscientiously  contending  for  what 
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believe  to  be  doctrinal  truth,  would  still  more 
.estly  strive  to  recommend  that  truth  by  their 
imitation  of  Him  who  said  "  Learn  of  me,  for  I  am 
meek  and  lowly  in  heart,  and  ye  shall  find  rest  unto 
your  bouIs." 

Tub  Supper.  —As  the  act  of  our  Lord  in  washing 
the  feet  of   the  disciples  is  commem orated  on   this 
day,   so  is  also  the  last  sapper.     Wo  avoided  the 
:sh  of   the  ceremony  itself,  contenting  ourselves 
■h  viewing  the  hall  prepared  for  it.      Elevated   so 
easily  to  be  seen  by  the  spectators,  was  a  very 
long  table  covered  with  gorgeous  platr,  and  decorated 
ith   flowers.      After  the   washing,   the   'apostles* 
having  taken    their  appointed  seats,  some  prayers 
■  said  by  the  Pope,  who  then  received  dish  after 
handed  to  him  by  Bishops  on  bended  knees,  and 
•d  them  before  the  Apostles.  The  Rev.  H.  Soy- 
mourwho  witnessed  the  performance  soys  "  Language 
ewmot  be  too  strong  in  reprobation  of  such  a  repre- 
senting of  the  Last  Supper,  that  solemn  and  touching 
ic.  by  a  Pope  personating  our  Lord,  with  Bishops 
their  knees  as  waiters,   at  a  table  loaded  with 
plate  and  flowers,  and  all  tha  "  pomps  and  vanities  " 
of  the  world.     As  a  scene  of  mockery  it  wa3  suffi- 
ciently sad,  and  yet  the  sadness  was  utterly  banished 
in    the    merriment    occasioned    by   these    dramatic 
•postles.     They  sat  themselves  to  it  as  if  it  was  tha 
first  supper  they  had  ever  eaten,  and  the  last  they 
er  to  eat.     There  wai 
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manner,  a  perfect  demolition  of  everything,  to  the 
Tery  cleaning  of  their  plates,  that  drew  bursts  of 
merriment  from  every  part  oi  the  company.  A  good 
man  would  find  it  difficult  to  ray  whether  laughter 
at  the  absurdity  or  grief  at  the  mockery,  of  the 
whole  scene,  was  the  most  natural  effect  produced." 
Confessionals.— In  walking  round  St.  Peters  ill 
the  afternoon,  we  observed  a  number  of  oonfoi- 
iionals,  like  sentry  boxes,  with  the  names  of  different 
languages  written  above  them.  Here  the  French- 
man and  the  Spar ii. ml,  the  Hindoo  and  the  Briton, 
the  Arab  and  the  Greek,  could  unburden  their  con- 
sciences and  receive  absolution.  However  1  abhorred 
auricular  eonfesssion,  I  felt  there  was  something 
grand  in  a  church  being  open  to  all  nations  mail  lan- 
guages, with  Priests  ready  to  administer  Spiutu.il 
instruction  in  their  various  dialects.  But  admiration 
Boon  gave  placo  to  a  sonse  of  the  ridiculous  when  I 
saw  in  each  of  these  confessionals  a  Priest  seated 
with  a  very  long  wand,  projecting  from  hina  like  ■ 
fishing  rod,  with  which  he  gently  touched  the  heads 
of  those  who  knelt  in  front  of  his  box.  Many  I  aaw 
ipply  for  this  absolution,  without  auricular  confes- 
sion, a  privilege  I  believe  peculiar  to  this  basilica  at 
this  season.  Foreign  Priests,  Monks  of  different 
Orders,  old  beggars,  and  little  children,  as  they  passed 
dropt  down  on  the  pavement,  and  on  receiving  the 
mystic  touch  of  the  fishing  rod,  passed  on  appa- 
rently with  much  satisfaction.    On  this  day  the  Car- 
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dinal  Penitentiary  sits  in  St.  Peter's  for  the  absolu- 
tion of  great  criminals.  We  saw  the  throne  pre- 
pared for  him.  Many  were  waiting  round  it,  but  in 
the  multiplicity  of  sights,  we  missed  the  vision  of 
his  Eminence. 

"Washing  the  Altar. — An  extraordinary  eere- 
mony,  peculiar  to  St.  Peter's,  takes  place  on  this 
afternoon.  We  were  standing  at  the  door  of  one  of 
the  side  chapels,  listening  to  the  service  which  wad 
being  performed  within,  when  we  saw  a  number  of 
■rushes,  resembling  the  brooms  of  Bavarian  girls, 
distributed  to  all  the  officiating  priests  and  choristers. 
Presently  a  procession  was  formed,  which  to  the  sound 
of  chanting,  slowly  passed  out  of  the  chapel  towards 
the  high  altar.  Preceded  by  a  veiled  cross,  on  each 
side  of  which  was  carried  a  candle  extinguished  in 
taken  of  mourning,  six  of  the  senior  priests  ap- 
proached the  altar,  and  the  words  "  they  parted  my 
garments  among  them,  and  upon  my  vesture  they  did 
oast  lots''  having  been  chanted,  the  altar  was  stripped 
of  its  cloth  covering,  the  choir  singing  "  0  God,  my 
God,  look  upon  me ;  why  hast  thou  forsaken  me." 
Wine  and  water,  to  represent  the  water  and  the 
blood  that  flowed  from  the  side  of  our  Saviour,  was 
then  poured  over  the  bare  altar,  and  every  one  as  he 
passed  by  gave  the  altar  a  wipe  with  his  brush.  If 
'washing'  was  really  intended,  a  single  person  could 
nave  done  it  more  effectually  in  five  minutes  than 
tak  multitude  of  priests  and  choristers,  who  seemed 
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only  to  be  playing  at  washing— marching  up  the  altar 
steps,  flourishing  the  brush,  and  going  down  again, 
one  following  another  in  quick  succession  and  re- 
gaining his  plane  in  the  procession.  Many  of  the 
ceremonies,  however  I  might  condemn  them  as  un- 
scriptunil,  were  imposing,  hut  this  seemed  to  us 
unmitigated!  y  absurd  and  ridiculous. 

PnocEssiox  of  Pilorims. — On  this  day  '  the  gather- 
ing of  the  Gentiles '  ia  represented  by  a  procession  of 
persons  purporting  to  be  pilgrims,  from  different 
parts  of  the  world.  St.  Peter's  is  so  vast  that  many 
ceremonies  in:iy  be  going  on  at  once  without  interfer- 
ing with  each  other,  so  that  while  busy  in  observing 
something  of  interest  in  one  part,  a  stranger  may  be 
quite  unconscious  of  what  he  is  losing  in  another 
direction  I  suppose  that  in  listening  again  to  the 
Miserere  in  ono  of  the  side  chapels,  (which  to 
a  far  inferior  performance  to  that  in  the  Statute 
Chapel)  we  missed  this  procession.  The  author  of 
1  The  Pilgrimage  to  Home'  says  that  amongst  those 
who  formed  it,  he  '  recognized  many  of  the  beggars 
who  for  several  months  had  infested  tile  Fiazza  di 
Spogna,  and  who  had  assailed  us  an  hundred  time*. 
Some  of  them  mag  have  travelled  from  fur-off  climes, 
may  have  sighed  und  suffered  much  to  perform  the 
vow;  but  some  of  them  were  personally  known  to 
myself  for  months  before,  as  among  the  very 
dirtiest  and  must  impudent  beggars  that  infested  the 
streets  of  Ttomc.     They  were  walking  receptacles  «f 
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every  unclean  thing :  one  of  the  plagues  of  Egypt 
realized  again  in  Home.'  They  afterwards  had  their 
feet  washed  in  one  of  the  convents,  by  some  of  the 
Roman  nobility,  to  represent  the  welcome  the  Church 
gives  to  those  who  seek  her  embrace. 

The  Sepulchres. — Wandering  about  St.  Peter's, 
we  were  attracted  by  a  great  blaze  of  light  in  one  of 
the  Chapels.  It  was  '  the  Sepulchre*  where  the  host 
had  been  deposited !  It  was  still  the  day  before  the 
Crucifixion,  and  yet  by  some  strange  anachronism, 
our  Lord  was  already  buried !  Hundreds  of  massive 
wax  tapers,  elegantly  arranged,  were  burning  on  and 
above  the  altar,  before  which,  on  the  marble  pave- 
ment, were  a  kneeling  multitude,  apparently  engaged 
in  intense  devotion.  Their  absorbed  aspect  awed 
even  heretical  sight -seers  into  silence.  A  most 
striking  scene  was  that  motley  group, — pilgrims 
and  priests,  citizens  and  peasants,  monks  and  sisters 
of  charity,  in  varied  costumes,  illuminated  by  a 
thousand  brilliant  lights  from  the  altar,  which  cast 
its  radiance  far  into  the  surrounding  gloom  of  that 
vast  Temple,  now  apparently  infinite  by  reason  of 
darkness.  For  day- light  had  died  away,  yet  was 
the  church  still  thronged  by  undiminished  multi- 
tudes. We  then  ascended  to  the  Pauline  Chapel,  to 
see  the  similar  '  Sepulchre '  there,  and  on  our  way 
home  entered  two  or  three  churches  where  the  altars 
were  very  elegantly  illuminated,  with  crowds  of 
devotees  kneeling  before  them.     But  how  unlike  the 
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darkness  and  solitude  of  our  Lord's  last  resting  place, 
when  Joseph  "  took  the  body  and  wrapped  it  in  ft 
elean  linen  cloth,  and  laid  it  ia  his  own  new  tomb, 
whioli  he  hud  hewn  out  in  the  rock;  and  he  rolled 
a  great  stono  to  the  door  of  the  sepulchre  and  de- 
parted." When  the  women  went  to  the  Saviour's 
tomb  on  the  morning  of  the  resurrection,  the  angeli 
laid  to  them — "  Why  suek  ye  the  living  among 
the  dead  ?  He  is  not  here,  but  is  risen  !  "  The 
homage  paid  by  the  Roman  Catholic  Church  at  these 
Sepulchres,  in  which  our  Lord  is  represented  as 
buried,  is  typical,  not  only  of  her  own  system, 
but  of  a  too  general  tendency  to  light  up  with  the 
artificial  glare  of  this  world's  wisdom,  old  fornu 
which  possess  only  a  dead  Christ.  0  that  all  Chris- 
tians would  look  beyond  mere  sect  and  formula,  for 
the  living  Saviour  I  The  husk  is  worthless  without 
the  kernel,  and  a  body  without  life  is  only  a  oorpee 
whioh  nothing  can  preserve  from  putrefaction.  Wo 
must  not  worship  the  sepulchre  after  the  Lord  bee 
left  it,  nor  grope  downwards  in  the  tomb,  when  we 
ire  invited  to  gaze  upwards  at  the  throne.  Christ 
ie  a  living  Saviour,  and  our  religion  is  a  wortbleai 
thine  if  it  docs  not  bring  us  into  constant,  vital 
uiiiuii  with  himself ! 


CHAPTEK  IV. 


GOOD   FEIDAY. 


Wb  were  in  the  Sistine  Chapel  at  nine  o'clock. 
During  the  hour  which  elapsed  before  service,  I  had 
uaple  opportunity  to  obtain  what  information  I 
^quired;  from,  some  Priests  who  stood  near  me  in 
Die  crowd,  and  especially  from  a  very  courteous 
Bid  intelligent  student  at  the  English  college.  He 
iirected  my  attention  to  the  appearance  of  the 
ihapel  denuded  of  all  ornament,  the  altar  stripped 
"to  represent  the  nakedness  of  the  Redeemer  on  the 
sross,"  the  platform  uncarpeted,  the  Pope's  throne 
quite  bare,  the  cushions  removed  from  the  seats  of 
the  Cardinals, — all  to  betoken  grief  and  desolation 
on  this  day  of  the  Saviour's  crucifixion.  There  was 
10  holy  water  in  any  of  the  churches.  No  bells  had 
sounded  in  the  city  since  the  preceding  day.  Even 
(he  clocks  were  silent  and  would  not  strike  the  hour 
01  the  festival  of  the  resurrection.  The  Cardinals 
Altered  one  by  one,  habited  in  purple,  the  colour  of 
Qourning, — the  fabric  being  serge,  reserved  for  this 
ole  day  of  the  year,  their  robes  on  all  other  occasions 
leing  of  silk.  Their  hands  were  divested  of  the 
arge  rings  they  invariably  wear  for  presentation  to 
he  reverent  lips  of  the  faithful,  and  I  observed  that 


although  the  Cardinals,  who  had  already  arrived,  rose 
at  the  entrance  of  every  new  comer,  neither  he  nor 
they  bowed,  as  they  had  done  on  the  Wednesday. 
Their  minds  were  supposed  to  be  too  much  taken  np 
with  the  Slid  and  awful  subject  of  the  Lord's  death, 
to  think  of  earthly  compliment.  The  attendant* 
bore  their  maces  reversed.  Cardinal  Feretti,  the 
Celebrant  on  the  occasion,  was  habited  in  black  vest- 
ments, as  were  also  the  Deacon  and  Sub-Beacon, 
The  candles  oa  the  altar  were  yellow,  in  tuken  of 
grief;  but  none  were  burning,  to  represent  the  super- 
natural darkness.  No  incense  ascended  during  the 
service,  nor  was  any  benediction  uttered.  The  P'ipc 
preceded  by  a  cross,  entered,  clothed  in  mourning 
robes,  he  also  having  laid  aside  his  ring.  After 
kneeling  a  lew  seconds  in  silence  before  the  altar,  he 
took  his  seat  on  the  throne,  and  the  service  began 
with  the  chanting  of  some  prayers.  Then  followed 
what  T  shall  never  forgot, — the  intoning  by  three 
priests  of  the  narrative  of  the  Passii  m  bySt.Jnlm,  the 
only  Apostle  who  followed  his  Lord  to  the  cross,  and 
was  an  eye  witness  of  his  sufferings.  It  wa»  read 
or  sung  dramatically — though  without  action  or  any 
repulsive  aiming  at  effect.  The  pei'uli.in: 
in  each  priest  assuming  a  distinct  part.  Thus,  one 
of  them  recited  only  the  words  of  the  historian — the 
second  those  uttered  by  our  Lord,  wbil 
oame  in  at  the  different  points  of  the  itory  with,  tl 
!  of  Pilate,    and  other  Buboi 
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The  moBt  startling  effect  was  produced  by  the  choir 
personating  the  rabble,  and  in  wild  angry  tones, 
shouting — "  Not  this  man,    but    Barabbas,"    and 
"  Crucify  him,  crucify  him !  "     I  murt  confess  that 
this  part  of  the  service,  in  which  no  words  but  those 
of  inspiration  were  employed,  and  these  so  touch- 
ingly  descriptive  of  the  most  momentous  event  in 
flie  world's  history,  affected  me  very  deeply.     But 
when  at  the  words — inclinato  capita  trodidit  spiritum 
— "he  bowed  the  head  and  gave  up  the  ghost,' ' — 
the  Pope  and  Cardinals  rose  from  their  seats  and 
knelt,  and  all  the  congregation  knelt,  and  the  voices 
of  the  Priests  were  still,  and  an  intense  silence  pre- 
vailed for  several  minutes, — I  could  not  remain  on 
my  feet  as  I  had  so  often  done  amidst  a  kneeling 
crowd.     I  bent  with  all  around  me — for  there  was 
no  outward  object  held  up — it  was  at  the  majesty  of 
the  truth  which  had  been  read — it  was  to  the  suffer- 
ing Saviour,  of  whose  agonies  we  had  just  heard. 
I  could  not  restrain  my  tears — and  earnest  were 
then  my  prayers,  that  the  crucified  one  might  reign 
more  fully  in  my  own  heart  and  in  that  of  all  my 
friends — and  that  in  His  mercy  he  would  remove 
that  veil  of  superstition  which  60  concealed  the  full 
brightness  of  His  Gospel,  from  those,  who  amid  so 
many  corruptions,  still  held  this  great  central  truth 
of  Hi*  mediatorial  death.     Whatever  some  of  my 
Protestant  readers  may  think  of  it,  I  felt  pleasure  at 
the  time,  and  I  feel  pleasure  now  in  the  remem- 
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brance,  that  amid,  so  very  many  things  in  which/ 
felt  compelled  openly  to  manifest  my  non-concur- 
rence,  there  was  one  act  of  worship  in  which  I  could 
conscientiously  join.  Sutely  it  would  have  been  lie 
exaggeration  of  Protestantism  to  refill 
with  llomanists  in  silent  prayer  at  the  reading  of 
the  narrative  of  the  Saviour's  death.  After  ■  hff 
minutes,  all  rose,  the  Deacon  put  on  the  stol*  as  » 
sign  of  penance,  and  read  the  remainder  of  the  Gospel 
in  the  ordinary  tone. 

Now  followed  a  sermon,  which  seemed  to  me  out 
of  place  on  the  occasion.  It  was  the  only  Roman 
Catholic  sermon  I  heard  in  Home.  The  preacher 
was  an  Angus  tin  Friar.  lie  first  approached  the 
Papal  throne  and  on  his  knees  prayed  the  holy 
Father  to  grant  an  indulgence  of  thirty  days,  on 
which  the  Pope  replied,  "  Thirty  yean."  TheFrisr 
thou  6tood  opposite  the'  Pope,  never  taking  his  eye* 
off  him  during  the  whole  delivery,  which,  however, 
only  occupied  ten  minutes.  The  sermon  was  in 
Latin,  but  as  owing  to  the  tone  and  pronunciation,  J 
iailed  to  distinguish  one  word,  I  regret  to  he  unsbls 
to  give  any  account  of  it.  The  action  of  thi 
was  dignified  and  elegant,  but  while  his  words  floml 
as  copiously  as  from  a  school-boy  dis> 
holiday  piece,  his  manner  seemed  very  embni 
At  the  close,  the  indulgence  of  thirty  j 
announced  by  way  of  application. 

Then  EoUowcd  a,  variety  of  intercessory  p 
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he  for  the  '.'  opening  of  prisons  and  breaking  asun- 
ler  of  chains "  reminded  me  very  forcibly  of  the 
hmgeons  of  the  Inquisition,  and  the  many  wretched 
tictims  of  Ecclesiastical  tyranny  at  that  very  mo- 
lent  expiating  imaginary  offences,  either  without 
trial,  or  after  a  mere  mockery  of  it.  "Who  can  deny 
ftat  the  way  which  Home  calls  heresy,  has  always 
heen,  is  still  punished  by  bonds  and  imprisonment  ? 
I  could  scarcely  repress  my  indignation  at  hearing 
jfce  Chief  Priests  of  the  Church  solemnly  asking  God 
to  undo  their  own  favourite  work  ! — Every  prayer 
was  accompanied  by  an  invitation  to  bend  the  knee, 
▼hereupon  all  knelt  down,  rising  at  the  close  to  lis- 
ten to  a  fresh  summons.  This  was  the  case  when 
«?en  heretics  and  Pagans  were  prayed  for,  but  I  was 
■track  with  its  omission  when  intercession  was  so- 
licited for  the  Jews,  and  I  was  told  that  thus  the 
Church  marks  her  indignation  against  that  people 
fe  bending  their  knees  to  Christ  in  mockery.  This 
explanation  I  also  found  in  the  authorized  book  on 
fte  Ceremonies  of  Holy  "Week !  "Would  that  the 
Jews  alone  had  ever  been  guilty  of  this  crime,  and 
that  others  who  have  done  the  same,  had  done  it  as. 
ignorantly  as  they ! 

Adoration  of  the  Ceoss. — Next  came  a  part  of 
the  ceremony  as  distressing  to  me  as  the  reading  of 
ihe  Gospel  had  been  impressive,  for  those  who  had 
list  bent  the  knee  to  Christ,  now  performed  the 
ame  act  of  worship,  only  still  more  devoutly,  to  a 


290  good  fridat. 

mere  bit  of  wood.  The  celebrant  Cardipal  laid  aside 
part  of  his  vestments,  and  from  behind  the  altar 
brought  forth  a  wooden  cross  covered,  with  a  black 
veil,  which  he  then  partially  removed  bo  that  the 
top  of  the  cross  was  Been.  At  the  same  time  he 
chauntcd  the  words — JScce  lignum  cruris, — ■"behold 
the  wood  of  the  cross,"- — the  tenor  voices  continuing 
"  oa  which  hung  the  salvation  of  the  world,"  and 
the  whole  choir  bursting  forth  with  Venile  adormta! 
"Come  let  as  adore!" — oa  which  all  knelt.  The 
Priest  then  came  to  the  front  corner  and  uncovered 
one  arm  of  the  cross  which  he  lifted  up,  saying  in  a 
louder  voice  lhan  before — L'cce  lignum  cruris .'  The 
name  responses  were  repealed,  and  again  I'ope,  Car- 
dinals, and  congregation  knelt  in  adoration.  The 
celebrant  then  came  to  the  middle  of  the  altar  and 
exposed  the  entire  cross,  raising  it  on  high  with  a 
still  louder  snmmonB  to  adore  it.  And  a  third  time 
all  bowed  themselveB  on  their  knees.  He  then  laid 
it  oa  a  cushion  prepared  for  it  in  front  of  the  altar. 
The  Pope  now  rose  from  his  knees  and  while  seated 
on  his  throne,  was  divested  of  his  shoes,  his  mitre, 
and  hia  cope.  Destitute  of  all  marks  of  dignity,  I 
striking  contrast  to  the  splendour  of  his  ordinary 
appearance,  in  the  plain  habit  of  a  monk,  and  bare- 
footed, he  waa  led  by  two  Bishops  into  the  centre  el 
the  chapel  at  some  diatance  from  the  cross,  towards 
which  he  then  knelt.  Rising,  he  walked  Ibrward  u 
few  steps  supported  by  the  Bishops,  and  knelt  a 
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He  again  rose  and  advanced  to  the  foot  of  the  cross 
»hich  was  lying  longitudinally  on  the  floor,  and 
knelt  again.  And  now  he  perfectly  prostrated  him- 
•elf  betore  it,  supporting  himself  on  his  hands  as  he 
the  wood  of  the  cross."  Having  left  beside 
resumed  his  seat.  The  Cardinals, 
Bishops  and  others  followed  in  succession,  barefooted; 
kneeling  threo  times  during  their  approach  to 
cross,  and  then  prostrated  themselves  to  kiss  it. 
Daring  this  ceremony,  which  occupied  a  considerable 
ip,  the  most  pathetic  strains  of  music  came  torn 
the  invisible  choir,  who  were  singing  those  exqui- 
sitely  touching  words  called  'The  reproaches,'  in 
'hicii  God  is  represented  as  thus  expostulating  with 
is  people. 

"  O  my  people,  what  have  I  done  to  thee  ?  or 
i  what  have  I  amicted  thee?  Answer  me. — Be- 
inse  I  led  thee  out  of  the  land  of  Egypt,  thou  hast 
prepared  a  cross  for  thy  Saviour." — Then  the  chorus 
wails  forth  a  supplication  for  mercy  from  the  Holy 
One!  The  two  chanters  then  rosume — "Because  I 
«d  thee  out  through  the  desert  for  forty  years,  &c, 
thou  hast  prepared  a  cross  for  thy  Saviour  ! — 
[  led  thee  out  of  Egypt,  aud  thou  didst  deliver  me 
u>  the  chief  Priests. — Before  tiiee  I  opened  the  sea, 
thou  didst  open  my  side  with  a  spear — I  fed 
I  with  manna,  and  thou  didst  strike  me  with 
blows  and  scourges. — I  gave  thee  to  drink  the  water 
of  salvation  from  the  rock,  and  thou  gavest  me  gall 


and  vinegar. — I  gave  thee  a  royal  sceptre  and  thou 
didst  give  to  my  head  a  crown  oi'  thorns. — I  lifted 
thee  up  with  great  power  and  thoa  didst  hang  me 
upon  the  gibbet  of  the  cros?,  So.  &o."  These  pathetic 
and  beautiful  words,  sung  by  that  unrivalled  choir, 
much  impressed  us.  The  effect  was  heightened  by 
the  performers  being  out  of  sight.  "But  1  WW  ijiiiti: 
surprised  at  the  manner  in  which  even  many  Catho- 
lics behaved.  At  the  most  solemn  passages,  HflU 
Italian  ladies  near  me,  were  holding  an 
and  very  amusing  conversation,  utterly 
to  what  was  going  on." 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  Reproaches,  the  whale 
choir  joined  in  the  anthem — "  Crucein  tuam  adoramne 
Domino" — "  We  adore  thy  cross,  0  Lord !  "  followed 
by  a  hymn,  after  every  verse  of  which,  the  chorus 
repeated  the  first  verse,  commencing  "Crux  fidelis!** 
This  worship  of  the  cross,  for  it  was  not! 
of  it,  was  most  painful  to  my  feelings.  I  could  not 
but  regard  it  as  an  act  of  idolatry,  the  mor 
ing  from  its  very  impressiveness.  I  know  that 
"enlightened  Catholics''  would  say  with  Dr.  England, 
in  the  little  work  often  quoted, — "  though  the  tokena 
of  affectionate  respect  are  given  to  the  symbol,  the 
homage  of  adoration  is  paid  only  to  Christ."  But  I 
cannot  see  how  this  apology  meets  the  case.  "We 
were  invited  to  behold  the  wood  of  the  croat—ond 
then  to  adore  it,  and  this  was  done  with  all  those 
marks  of  profound  worship  which  were  used  in  the 


adoration,  uf  Christ  himself.  Romanists  defend  pros- 
trations to  the  altar  by  saying  that  Christ  himself  is 
there  in  the  transnusUuit  ialed  wafer.  But  greater 
homage  than  I  ever  saw  paid  to  the  assumed  body  of 
Christ,  was  here  paid  to  a  piece  of  wood  alone,  there 
being  no  host  present  in  the  chapel !  If  we  are  to 
judge  of  worship  by  words  and  actions,  I  cannot 
conceive  how  to  describe  what  I  witnessed,  other- 
wise than  by  saying  that  the  cross  was  worshipped. 
I  cannot  imagine  any  iflutnturs  paying  greater  homage 
to  any  of  their  images.  A  person  entering  that 
Sistine  chapel,  ignorant  of  the  religion  professed, 
would  unavoidably  say,  that  he  had  been  in  a  heathen 
temple,  and  that  the  god  worshipped  was  in  the 
shape  of  a  wooden  cross.  The  Rev.  Hobart  Seymour, 
whose  'pilgrimage'  is  the  very  best  book  on  the 
religious  aspects  of  Rome,  truly  remarks,  that  it  is 
not  the  doctrine  but  the  wood  of  the  cross  which  the 
worshippers  are  directed  to  adore — that  it  is  not 
pretended  to  bo  a  relic  of  the  true  cross — that  tho 
term  i»  adoration,  implying  more  than  veneration — 
and  that  the  manner  of  the  act  proclaimed  it  the 
highest  kind  of  woiship,  for  when  the  host  was  brought 
in  and  adored,  the  Pope  and  Cardinals  did  not  take 
off  their  robes  and  shoes  as  when  worshipping  the 
crosi.  "  There  was  a  solemnity  truly  awful  in  this 
act.  The  chapel  was  divested  of  all  its  ornaments 
The  high  functionaries  were  in  mourning.  The  choir 
breathed  a  low  and  gentle  harmony.     All  else  pro- 
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served  nil  unusual,  a  death -like  silence, 
assembly  appeared  to  feel  a  thrill  run  through 
They  seemed  to  hold  their  breath  in  suspense.  They 
strained  their  eyes  to  see  some  awful  act  and  ihej 
saw  it.  .  .  God  only  knoweth  the  heart  und 
its  intentions — hut  hoth  the  Pope  aud  the  Cardinal*, 
on  that  oee.itsion,  perpetrated  an  act  of  clear  and  on- 
doubted  imlatby!" 

The  intention  and  the  act  are  properly  clistin- 
guished  in  this  quotation.  Many  pious  Romania!! 
would  indignantly  repudiate  the  charge  of  idolatry. 
Thoy  intend  only  to  adore  the  Saviour,  and  not  the 
wood.  But  is  this  their  outward  act  ?  Could  ths 
multitude  make  such  a  distinction?  Would  not  tl» 
practical  tendency  in  the  minds  of  the  great  mow  •& 
worshippers  he  pure  idolatry  ?  And  could  not  an 
enlightened  Brahmin  say  with  as  much  reaaon,  thai 
he  adored  only  the  one  invisible  God,  while  he  paid 
external  homage  to  the  mere  symbol  ? 

But  my  grief  at  what  I  thought  idolatry,  eonld 
not  prevent  my  appreciation  of  the  beauty  of  '  the 
Reproaches.'  I  seemed  to  hear  the  Saviour  adilrew- 
ing  myself  and  expostulating  with  me,  on  the  poor 
service  rendered  Him  in  exchange  for  bo  much  lore 
on  His  part.  It  is  the  contemplation  of  His  sufferings 
which  makes  sin  appear  in  its  true  deformity, — it 
is  his  voice  of  loving  reproach  from  the  cross,  whkh 
prompts  us  to  crucify  the  flesh  with  its  uffi'i vti.iuj 
and  lusts.     0  that  every  reader  of  this  book,  may 
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by  faith,  so  gaze  upon  and  listen  to  a  crucified 
Saviour,  as  to  be  able  to  say  with  the  Apostle— 
"  God  forbid  that  I  shoulc.  glory  save  in  the  cross  of 
oar  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  whereby  the  world  is  crucified 
onto  me,  and  I  uato  the  world." 

Mass  of  tse  Pac-SAvem-rED. — No  host  is  con- 
secrated on  this  flay  of  the  Lord's  death,  but  as  I 
have  before  stated,  two  wafers  were  tran substantiated 
the  preceding  day,  one  of  which  was  taken  to  the 
sepulchre  to  be  in  readiness,  so  that  the  mass  might 
not  be  entirely  omitted.  This  is  called  the  'mass 
of  the  pre -sanctified,'  from  having  been  consecrated 
the  day  befurc.  A  procession  was  now  formed  to 
fetch  the  host  from  the  Pauline  Chapel.  Pope, 
Cardinals,  and  Bishops  all  disappeared,  and  the 
strains  of  the  chanter.;  died  away  in  the  distance. 
In  a  few  minutes  their  swelling  voices  announced 
the  approach  of  the  '  very  body  of  Christ,'  which 
was  now  being  brought  from  the  sepulchre,  and 
every  eye  was  turned  eagerly  to  the  door.  Esquires 
led  the  way,  followed  by  Chaplains,  Cliamberlains 
and  other  officials.  Then  the  sub-deacon  came  bear- 
ing a  cross  between  lighted  candles,  then  the  Car- 
dinals, and  then  the  Pope,  his  shoulders  covered 
with  ■  rich  veil,  in  the  folds  of  which  he  carried  the 
sacred  vessel  containing  the  host,  hiding  it  as  if  to 
protect  it  from  injury,  or  from  the  vulgar  gaze.  The 
itant  Bishops  held  over  the  Pope  a  rich  silk 
canopy — the  choir  sang  "Hail   0  cross!  our  only 
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hope,"  and  the  soldiers  and  people  knelt  as  the  boat 
was  carried  past.  Having  placed  it  on  the  altar, 
the  Pope  with  a  golden  censer  waved  incense  over 
it  three  times,  and  took  his  scat  on  the  throne.  The 
usual  service  of  the  mass  was  then  gone  through 
■with  some  modifications,  peculiar  to  this  one  place 

We  returned  to  St.  Potcr's  in  the  afternoon,  and 
though  wo  had  no  tickets,  were  fortunate  enough  to 
gain  admission  to  the  Sistiuo  chapel,  and  were  well 
repaid  for  standing  a  long  time  in  tho  crowd,  by 
hearing  once  more  the  Miserere  performed  by  that 
wonderful  choir.  Every  alternate  verse  being  simply 
intoned,  made  the  rest  appear  still  more  beautiful. 
We  were  held  breath  I  is*  witli  delight  till  the  close. 
This  music  is  quite  unique,  and  I  understand  it 
written  tor  the  Pope's  chapel  in  a  traditional  manner, 
different  to  the  usual  style,  so  that  none  else  eaa 
make  use  of  it. 

St.  Petes' s  Toe. — At  the  conclusion  of  the  Tene- 
bra  we  doscended  to  St.  Peter's,  and  wandered 
about  among  a  motley  multitudo  of  pilgrims  and 
sight-seers  from  all  parts  of  the  world.  tin  the 
right  hand  as  you  walk  towards  the  ultar,  is  a  remark- 
ably ugly  figure  in  bronze,  situated  at  tho  base  of 
c-ne  of  the  immense  piers  of  tho  nave.  It  is  tn  it 
Bitting  posture,  with  the  right  hand  extended  and 
the  two  fore  fingers  pointing  upwards.  The  right 
foot  which  projects,  we  observed  to  be  i ■■■:■ 
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worn  away  at  the  toes,  and  to  possess  a  high  polish. 
The  cause  of  this  was  soon  apparent,  for  a  poor 
beggar  came  up,  knelt  in  front  as  if  in  prayer,  and 
then  approaching  the  image,  reverently  wiped  the 
said  toes,  kissed  them,  applied  his  forehead  to  them, 
kissed  them  again  and  departed.  Others  followed 
in  quick  succession,  old  men  and  maidens,  grey 
haired  grandams  and  little  children,  Monks  and 
Priests,  pilgrims  and  sisters  of  charity,  citizens  and 
soldiers— people  of  all  conditions,  as  they  passed,  paid 
this  homage  to  an  image,  the  whole  countenance  and 
manner  of  which,  are  so  vulgar  and  repellant  as  to  he 
a  perfect  eye-sore  in  so  splendid  a  structure.  This 
is  the  famous  statue  of  St.  Peter,  and  thus  do 
Romanists  pay  homage  to  their  tutelary  Apostle! 
Some  say  it  is  the  very  statue  worshipped  as  Jupiter, 
by  the  ancient  Romans,  the  thunder-bolt  having 
been  exchanged  for  the  keys;  others  that  it  is  only 
cast  out  of  the  same  metal.  But  whether  this  be  so 
or  not,  did  the  ancient  Romans  ever  offer  in  outward 
act,  more  decided  worship  to  any  of  their  idols,  than 
the  modern  Romans  to  this  image  ?  Nor  is  this  con- 
fined to  the  ignorant  multitude.  On  one  occasion 
the  Pope  and  the  Cardinals,  in  solemn  procession, 
visit  this  brazen  deformity,  and  offer  it  an  act  of 
homage  which  has  thus  been  described  by  an  eye- 
witness— "  The  Pope  bowed  lowly  before  it,  till  his 
head  was  lower  than  the  projecting  foot  of  the  image. 
He  then  raised  his  head  very  gently,  till  it  touched 


the  sole  of  the  foot.  In  this  position,  with  the  foot 
of  the  image  on  his  head,  he  made  his  reverence, 
moving  his  lips  as  if  in  prayer,  and  remaining  for  a 
short  time  thus  humbled,  he  concluded  by  changing 
his  position,  kissing  the  great  toe  of  [be  image,  then, 
touching  it  with  his  forehead,  ho  passed  away  io 
kneel  before  the  high  altar.  All  tho  Cardinals  fol- 
lowed, bowing  to  the  image,  and  kissing  its  foot. 
This  scene  so  formal,  and  bo  public,  set  at  rest  all 
doubts  as  to  the  sanction  of  the  Church  of  Borne 
given  to  this  idolatry.  It  was  tho  act,  not  of  a  am- 
ple, ignorant  or  superstitious  populace,  giving  way 
to  feelings  against  the  bi'lter  ti  aching  of  their  priost- 
hood ;  hut  it  was  the  formal  and  public,  act  of  the 
head  of  tho  Church  of  Home,  accompanied  by  all  its 
authorities."* 

AnonATioN  of  the  Helics.  —  After  wandering 
about  for  some  time  enjoying  the  sense  of  mysterious 
grandour,  which  iu  the  gathering  gloom  of  night  per- 
vaded that  mighty  temple-,  our  attention  was  at- 
tracted to  tho  great  entrance,  where  we  saw,  ap- 
proaching from  the  scala  regia  of  the  Vatican,  die 
Pope  and  Cardinals  in  solemn  procession.  His  Holi- 
ness was  on  foot,  attended  by  all  the  great  officers  of 
his  court,  and  the  chief  diguitaries  of  the  church. 
The  procession  was  headed  and  flanked  on  both  sides 
by  Priests  bearing  torches.  Viewed  pictoriolly,  it 
it  was  a  most  beautiful  sight — -that  gorgeous  s 
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of  Prelates  with  the  Pope  himself  at  their  head, 
their  varied  robes  thrown  out  in  strong  light,  so- 
lemnly and  slowly  moving  up  the  majestic  nave, 
whose  long  recesses  of  deep  shadow  were  only  par- 
tially invaded  by  the  blazing  torches — which  flung 
their  flickering  glare  now  beneath  one  mighty  arch, 
and  now  beneath  another,  affording  glimpses  of  the 
diversified  and  countless  groups  which  were  moving 
about  in  all  directions. 

And  now  they  are  just  beneath  the  dome,  and  stop 
opposite  one  of  the  four  immense  piers  on  which  it 
rests.  On  looking  up,  we  soe  at  a  great  height  a 
email  gallery,  in  which  by  the  light  of  some  candles, 
which  they  bear,  we  can  just  discern  two  or  three 
priests.  One  of  these  was  walking  up  and  down  in. 
a  most  pompous  way,  displaying  the  relics,  followed 
by  two  other  Priests  with  folded  hands,  looking  very 
sanctimonious.  He  held  up  what  seemed  a  glass 
case,  in  a  gold  frame  which  sparkled  brilliantly  as  if 
set  with  diamonds.  It  contained  the  head  of  the 
spear  with  which  Christ  was  pierced !  The  Priest 
holds  it  on  one  side — then  on  the  other — then 
elevates  it  in  front — and  see  !  the  Pope  and  Cardi- 
nals have  all  prostrated  themselves  on  the  marble 
pavement,  in  humble  adoration  before  it!  The 
second  relic  was  then  exhibited  in  the  same  manner 
— a  bit,  they  say  of  the  true  cross,  about  three 
inches  long.  Lastly  came  tho  cloth  of  St.  Veronica ! 
The  legend  states  that  our  Lord,  on  his  way  to 
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Calvary,  being  much  heated  under  the  burden  of  the 
flross,  a  young  woman,  Veronica,  handed  hitn  her 
handkerchief  to  wipe  his  face  from,  the  perspiration, 
and  that  when  he  returned  it  to  her  it  bore  the  im- 
pression of  his  features !  This  very  handkerchief 
bearing  this  miraculous  likeness,  they  claim  to  shew 
at  St.  Peter's  on  Good  Friday,  and  to  this  I  saw 
Pope  and  Cardinals  prostrated  in  adoration  !  Ibe 
origin  of  tho  relic  is  betrayed  in  its  very  name. 
There  was  a  dispute  with  reference  to  some  rival 
pictures  of  Christ ;  the  monks  who  possessed  this, 
depreciated  the  rest  as  impostures,  and  to  iaaraeat  the 
value  of  their  own,  called  it  the  Vera  Ikon,  or  the 
true  likeness.  Of  course,  it  became  the  Sancta  Vera 
Ikon,  the  holy  true  likeness.  Such  was  the  parentage 
of  Saint  Veronica,  now  canonized  as  a  holy  young 
woman,  who  had  bequeathed,  to  the  Church  the  pre- 
cious legacy  of  her  handkerchief,  sometimes  called 
La  Sudata,  from  the  origin  of  the  impression  it 
hears  !  What  this  picture  is  like  we  had  no  oppor- 
tunity of  knowing,  for  the  relics  were  held  nt  such 
an  immense  height,  that  it  was  quite  impossible 
distinguish  one  from  another.  All  we  could  si 
a  sparkling  object  paraded  up  and  down  for 
without  being  able  to  judge  what  it  contained,  ■  ■ 
it  contained  anything.  After  remaining  pro 
during  the  several  minutes  which  were  oeeupiei 
the  display  of  these  curiosities,  the  Pope  and  ( 
nals  rose  up  from  the  pavement,  and  left  the  church 


"is  it  idolatby?"  301 

as  they  had  entered  it,  the  only  object  of  their  visit 
being  to  set  this  public  example  to  the  R.  Catholic 
world,  how  the  relics  of  the  church  should  be 
venerated  and  adored.  With  quite  as  much  outward 
worship  as  they  treated  what  they  believed  to  be  the 
real  presence  of  Christ  in  the  Sacrament,  did  they 
worship  these  bits  of  iron,  wood,  and  linen.  Com- 
ment is  needless.  Argument  in  such  a  case,  a  true 
work  of  supererogation.     I  saw  for  myself ! 

What  a  pleasing  contrast  was  presented  as  we 
walked  out  under  the  great  portico,  and  saw  the  full 
moon  riding  queenlike  through  the  bluest  of  skies, 
lighting  up  the  magnificent  colonnades,  while  tha 
beautiful  fountains  in  the  centre  of  the  Piazza 
sparkled  in  the  radiance !  Weary  as  we  were, 
we  lingered  long  to  gaze  on  the  beautiful  scene,  and 
to  listen  to  the  soothing  murmur  of  the  water. 
Then,  utterly  exhausted  in  spirit  and  in  body,  we 
sought  our  lodgings.  Civil  Christiano,  our  Italian 
servant,  lucella  in  hand,  was  waiting  to  light  us  up 
the  lofty  staircase  to  our  rooms,  where  a  blazing 
wood-fire  and  a  comfortable  English-looking  tea 
table,  followed  by  a  good  night's  rest,  refreshed  us 
for  resuming  early  next  morning,  the  laborious  en- 
terprize  of  '  doing  the  ceremonies '  of  Holy  Week  J 


r  Fihb  anb  Candles. — To  aee  these 
extraordinary  ceremonies  in  perfection,  we  went 
early  to  the  Church  of  St.  John  Latcran.  Very  few 
spectators  had  arrived,  but  the  performance  bad 
already  commenced.  Wo  found  a  number  of  Priests 
with  a  Cardinal  Celebrant,  standing  near  the  door  of 
the  church,  very  busy  with  candles,  and  incense. 
It  was  anciently  the  custom,  on  Saturday  evening 
till  midnight,  to  have  a  service  for  catechumens,  who 
then  went  home,  but  returned  before  day-light  on 
Easter  Sunday.  It  was  necessary,  therefore,  to  re- 
light the  candles.  It  was  also  customary  to  employ 
new  Jim  for  this  purpose,  as  Clirist  on  that  day  lived 
anew.  The  time  of  this  service  haa  been  changed 
to  the  preceding  forenoon,  but  the  ceremonies,  though 
relating  to  night,  have  been  retained.  In  some 
churches  the  new  fire  is  obtained  by  striking  flints 
brought  from  Jerusalem ;  in  others  from  the  Sun  by 
burning  glasses.*  I  was  not  able  to  discover  how  it 
was  obtained  this  morning.  Alter  the  charcoal  was 
lighted,  it  was  solemnly  blessed,  and  some  of  it  put 
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into  the  censor  which  was  sprinkled  with  holy  water. 

Five  grains  of  incense  then  received  a  benediction, 

;!!"]■]  were  carried  on  a  salver  by  one  of  tho  Priests. 

Another  bore  a  cross,  another  tho  censer,  another  a 

candle  lighted  with  the  new  fire,  and  at  his  aide  a 

Deacon  carried  a  very  long  pole,  on  the  top  of  which 

were  three  large  candle,  rising  up  out  of  tho  same. 

transverse  bar.    These  wctc  to  represent  the  Trinity ! 

The  procession  having  moved  a  few  paces,  tho  pole 

as  lowered  hoi  izon tally,  that  oue  of  the  candles 

ight  be  lighted.     Unfortunately,  the  candle  broke, 

■ad  the  upper  part  hanging  down,  (lie  ceremony  was 

suspended  while  some  of  the  juniors  ran  off  to  get  a 

fresh  one.     This  was  at  laat  substituted,  but  again 

ras  an  accident,  and  another  of  the  candles 

Desperate  vexation  sat  on  the  countenance 

f  tho  Cardinal  and  Rome  of  the  oniculs,  while  others 

■lined  to  .submit  to  tho  delay  with  great  composure. 

When  tho  pole  was  at  last  elevated  with  one  candle 

le  Deacon  sang  "Lumen  Christi," — tho 

■   responding   "Deo  (iratias,"   all  kneeling  in 

loration.     Proceeding  a  little  onward,  tho  second 

radle  was  lighted  with  the  same  form,  and  after- 

i  the  third,  at  each  repetition  the  words  being 

q  a  higher  key. 

We  noticed  an  immense  candle  of  variegated  colors, 

hich  might  indeed  be  rather  called  a  column  of 

o  great  were  its  dimensions.     It  is  named  the 

schal  candle.  The  R.  Catholic  explanation  of  Holy 
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Week  says,  that  when  lighted  "it  represents  the  tr 

leader  of  the  Christian  host,"  and  also  is  an  "  einblra 

of  the  manner  in  which  the  Catechumens,  coming  out 

of  darkness,  arc  led  through  the  waters  of  Imposa 

to  be  fed  with  the  inannn  of  the  Eucharist.    It  as  yet 

exhibits  Christ  as  extinguished  in  the  tomh,  but  it 

will  speedily  show  him  forth  as  returned  t 

The  various  performers  being  now  in  their  places,  t, 

Deacon,  clothed  in  white  to  represent  '  the  angel 

announcing  the  resurrection,'  uttered   ih ■■ 

of  the  Church.     These,  on  all  other  days,  given  by  a 

Bishop,  or  at  least  a  Priest,  are  to-day  pronuuiw.nl 

by  tin  inferior,  because  it  was  by  women  that  the 

news  of  the  resurrection  was  first  published  !  "  Thin 

it  is  a  lower  minister  of  the  Church  who  takes  the 

place  of  these  piivmages,  by  announcing  i 

the  superior  orders  of  the  hierarchy  in  l!  ; 

of  this  candle."      At   the  appointed   pa- 

service,  this  huge  mountain  of  wax  was  lighted  with 

a  solemnity  which  seemed  to  mo  quite  ludicrous. 

It  was  to  represent   Christ's  rcsum-eli'in.    ; 

of  the  world  again  visible  !     Then  the  five  grains  of 

consecrated  incense  were  placed  in  five  holes  wliirh 

had  been  made  in  the  candle,  to  represent  the  live 

wounds  of  our  Lord !    This  smie  candle  i- 

nsed  at  all  the  Church  ceremonies,  nntil  ' 

day,'  to  represent  Christ  remaining  on  eai 

that  interval  conversing  with  his  disciples. 

tbefl  extinguished  ai 
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Though  at  first  most  ludicrous,  it  soon  was  to  us 
lost  melancholy  to  see  such  a  crowd  of  Priests,  so 
Tejy  busy  for  nearly  two  hours,  about  lighting  a  few 
dndles  !  Was  this  spiritual  worship,  or  was  it 
wlculated  to  instruct  the  by- standees  ?  I  suw  none 
in  all  tho  crowd  of  gazeTs,  who  did  not  seem  to  look 
on  in  mere  idle  curiosity,  without  the  least  symptom 
of  seriousness.  To  all  appearance  they  were  u 
ignorant,  of  what  was  symbolized,  as  I  thou  was,  and 
must  have  remained,  but  for  subsequent  investiga- 
tion. No  explanation  whatever  was  given  at  the 
lime,  and  tho  rites  were  far  too  mystic  to  reveal 
their  own  meaning.  Other  ceremonies  followed,  but 
we  had  seen  quite  enough,  and  therefore  left  the 
Chun  1:  to  secure  places  in  the  adjoining  ancient 
Baptistery  of  Constautine,  where  was  to  be  per- 
formed the  AMNCAL  BAPTISM  OF  A  JEW. 

While  waiting  lor  Amission,  we  noticed,  embedded 
in  the  wall  at  the  portal,  two  ancient  porphyry 
columns  said  to  have  belonged  to  the  Palace  of  Plaa- 
tius  Lateranus,  from  whom  the  adjoining  Eusilica 
derives  its  name.  Wchncl  much  difficulty  in  entering, 
owing  to  the  great  crowd  besieging  the  doors.  In 
iliiri  uHiiiriiual  building  is  a  large  round 
tee  enclosed  by  columns,  containing  the  celebrated 
W)  of  green  basalt  in  which  Constantino  is  said  to 
it-  been   baptized  by   rope   Silvester.     Here,  too, 

ipoor  ltienzi  took  that  unfortunate  bathe,  which  was 
•mpi'.n  i.-d  by  his  foes  as  one  method  of  exciting 
_ " 
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•gainBt  him,  the  superstitious  prejudices  of  the  field) 
populace.  An  eager  throng  pressed  round  the  railings, 
•nd  we  were  unfortunate  in  standing  behind  a  rud# 
Englishwoman,  who  apparently  considered  herself 
ft  very  aristocratic  lady.  Though  she  had  a  front 
chair,  from  which  she  could  see  every  thing  wliil) 
seated,  she  insisted  on  standing  upon  it,  thus  not 
improving  her  own  view,  but  interrupting  that  of 
others.  Several  French  and  other  Priests  went 
behind,  who  united  their  appeals  with  those  of 
others  hut  in  vain,  and  I  blushed  to  hear  the  many 
derogatory  remarks  on  the  English  character,  which 
woro  occasioned  hy  this  vulgar  person's  conduct. 

The  procession  soon  entered  the  space  around  lie 
font.  A  Jowess,  in  white  brocaded  silk,  accom- 
panied by  a  female  attendant,  both  with  white  Toil), 
attracted  all  eyes.  A  Priest  informed  us  that  she 
had  come  from  Constantinople,  where  her  conversion 
to  Christianity  had  exposed  her  to  great  persecution. 
After  the  water  had  been  consecrated  with  nia.h 
ceremony,  and  some  of  it  poured  on  her  head  by  tlw 
officiating  Cardinal,  she  went  in  procession  to  the 
church  where  muss  was  sung,  the  wholo  way  being 
thickly  strewn  before  her  as  she  passed  along  with 
laurel,  box,  and  cither  evergreens. 

This  being  an  annual  ceremony,  to  represent  th« 
triumph  of  Christianity  over  Judaism,  11  ■ 
for  always  securing  a  proper  subject,  has  i 
I  ,i  that  the  same  persona  are  oi 
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tized.  This,  however,  is  unsupported  by  evidence, 
nor  does  it  seem  so  very  unlikely  that  throughout 
the  whole  It.  Catholic  world,  at  least  one  person  could 
be  found  every  year  who  from  some  motive  or  other, 
had  renounced  Judaism. 

"We  were  now  tired  of  ceremonies,  so  leaving  the 
Cardinal,  the  Jewess,  and  the  chanting,  we  sat  on 
the  parapet  of  the  old  city- wall  close  by,  thinking 
of  the  past,  and  gazing  on  the  interesting  landscape 
before  us,  bounded  by  the  classical  Alban  Mount, 
the  Sabine  hills  bathed  in  beauty,  and  the  far 
distant  Apennines  completely  covered  with  snow. 
Then  we  walked  to  the  Colosseum,  which  looked 
most  majestic  this  fine  clear  morning,  and  much 
enjoyed  rambling  about  under  its  massive  arches,  and 
gathering  some  lovely  and  hitherto  unknown  flowers, 
from  its  moss-grown  walls.  Then  we  walked  under 
the  arch  of  Titus,  up  the  Via  Sacra,  to  the  Roman 
Forum,  and  so  home,  obtaining  on  our  way  a 
delightful  budget  of  letters  at  the  Post  Office.,, 

The  Flagellation. — In  the  afternoon  we  tried  to 
tee  the  extraordinary  ceremonies  at  the  Armenian 
church,  but  being  misdirected,  did  not  arrive  till  all 
was  over.  After  this  I  tried  in  vain  to  be  present  at  the 
1  Flagellation/  a  remarkable  penance  which  the  Guide 
books  say,  is  annually  performed  on  this  evening. 
Only  men  are  admitted,  who  in  the  gloom  of  the  dimly 
lighted  church,  half  strip  and  flagellate  themselves. 
I  made  many  enquiries,  but  every  one  who  seemed 

w2 


to  know  about  it,  appeared  unwilling  to  direct  me 
to  the  right  place,  bo  after  wandering  from  church 
to  church  for  upwards  of  un  hour  to  no  purpose,  1 
was  obliged  to  give  up  my  search,  and  got  home 
thoroughly  fagged.  Whether  or  not  the  castigation 
took  place  I  cannot  tell,  but  I  was  perfectly  satis- 
fied that  I  at  least  bad  done  penance. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


The  Peocession. — With  what  a  clang  of  bclla, 
joyous  after  their  long  silence,  were  we  awoke  this 
morning  at  n  very  early  hour !  An  unending  suc- 
cession of  carriages  arc  seen  pouring  along  every 
thoroughfare  to  St.  Peter's,  and  we  found  ourselvet 
walking  up  its  nave  amidst  a  larger  multitude  than 
we  had  seen  there  on  any  former  occasion.  For 
this,  the  celebration  of  the  resurrection,  was  the 
greatest  festival  of  the  year.  "  That  Sabbath  day 
was  a  high  day !  "  There  must  have  been  wonderful 
diligence,  for  since  we  saw  it  on  the  Friday,  the  whole 
aspect  of  the  church  had  been  changed.  It  had  put 
off  its  mourning  fur  holiday  array.  The  screens  which 
had  concealed  the  pictures  were  now  removed,  and 
we  beheld  for  the  first  time  those  gorgeous  mosaic?, 
resembling  in  colour  and  design  the  finest  paintings, 
and  (unlike  canvass)  defying  all  the  assaults  of  tune. 
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They  are  copies  of  celebrated  works  of  art  which 
thus  arc  secure  of  perpetuation,  for  few  persona 
would  be  able  to  decide  which  is  the  original,  ao 
wonderful  is  the  imitation.  The  pilasters  of  the 
church  were  covered  with  crimson  and  gold  drapery, 
and  the  tribune  prepared  for  the  Popo  and  Cardinals, 
was  highly  decorated. 

Several  regiments  of  soldiers  were  marched  into 
the  church  with  fixed  bayonets,  and  drawn  up  in 
double  file  all  down  the  nave  from  the  altar  to  the 
entrance.  Within  the  space  they  enclosed,  there 
was  a  constant  stream  of  gentlemen  in  full  dress, 
and  veiled  ladies,  with  ambassadors,  and  many 
persons  of  distinction  in  various  costumes,  hastening 
to  secure  the  seats  to  which  their  tickets  entitled 
them.  Presently  we  heard  the  distant  sound  of 
chanting,  and  the  grand  procession  in  honour  of  the 
Saviour's  return  to  life,  appeared  advancing  from 
the  great  entrance.  As  it  passed  between  the 
soldiers  they  presented  arms  and  knelt  down,  the 
word  of  command  and  rattle  of  the  muskets,  ringing 
through  the  church.  These  were  the  French  troops, 
bnt  the  Pope  was  attended  by  his  own  peculiar 
Swiss  and  noble  guard.  The  uniform  of  the  Swiss 
devised  by  Michael  Angelo,  is  merry-andrew  like, 
but  picturesque,  composed  of  stripes  of  yellow, 
icarlet,  and  black.  They  wore  antique  steel  scull 
caps  with  a  tuft  of  red  horse-hair,  and  carried  quaint 
spears  or  halberds  with  hateheta  beneath  the  spikes. 


Others  wero  in  old  armour,  with  breastplate?, 
of  mail,  and  helmets.  The  guard  noble,  is  composed 
of  young  Itoman  nobility.  Their  dress  of  jack- 
boots above  the  knees,  over  white  leather  breeches, 
handsome  scurlet  junkets  and  Grecian  helmels,  ii 
very  imposing,  and  they  are  admirably  mounted. 
Those  marched  in  front,  in  the  rear,  and  on  the 
flanks  of  the  procession,  their  military  dresses  and 
shining  weapons  greatly  adding  to  the  effect  of  the 
gorgeous  vestments  of  the  long  train  of  ecclesiastics, 
who  now  came  sweeping  statelily  along  between 
the  glittering  bayonets,  and  the  kneeling  multitudes. 
There  were  Vicars  general  of  the  Dominicans  and 
August!  mans ;  mitred  abbots  of  the  Bencdictinit, 
Cistercians,  and  other  monastic  orders;  Greek  prelates 
wearing  crowns,  and  Bomiah  bishops  ami  arch- 
bishops  with  mitres;  chamberlains  and  cardinals  in 
princely  splendour ;  with  civic  dignitaries  and  infe- 
rior attendants  in  various  costumes,  many  of  them 
wearing  the  ancient  Spanish  court  dress  of  black 
velvet  with  short  cloak,  large  ruffles,  and  shoes  witii 
immense  rosettes.  As  well  as  I  can  remember, 
aided  by  notes  made  at  the  time,  the  following  was 
the  order  of  the  more  prominent  items  of  a  procc*- 
Bion  which  far  surpassed  in  imposing  splendour  any- 
thing I  had  ever  seen  or  imagined.  1 1 
premised  that  all  the  specified  actors  walked  •itlW 
singly,  or  two  and  two,  subordinate  attendants 
walking  on  cither  sido.     Seven  ecclesiastics  in  black 
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robes — six  in  red — a  priest  splendidly  attired,  bearing 
on  a  velvet  cushion  the  triple  crown — three  mitres 
inlaid  with  precious  stones  similarly  carried  one 
after  the  other — four  dignitaries  in  purple  and  gold 
— four  in  scarlet  and  ermine — four  with  white  lace 
over  purple — two  other  mitres  borne  in  state — the 
thurifer  waving  a  censer,  which  sent  up  clouds  of 
incense  on  all  aides— a  priest  bearing  a  cross  with 
■even  acolyths  surrounding  it,  each  hearing  a  huge 
lighted  candle — fourteen  dignitaries  with  the  alb  of 
white  satin  over  their  robes  covered  with  gold 
embroidery — mitred  abbots  with  their  mitres — 
bishops  of  the  Greek  church  in  gorgeous  robes  and 
wearing  regal  crowns — Roman  bishops  and  aieh- 
bishops  wearing  their  mitres — tho  Armenian  prelate 
with  a  long  heard,  and  a  mitre  embroidered  with 
gold — twenty-seven  cardinals,  with  capes  of  white 
and  gold  over  gorgeous  scarlet  robes,  with  scarlet 
■hoes  and  stockings,  and  mitres  of  white  damask 
rilk,  embroidered  with  Bilver,  each  cardinal's  train 
being  held  by  his  chaplain,  robed  in  purple — Con- 
servators of  Borne  in  robes  ornamented  with  cloth 
of  gold — the  Senator  of  Romo  in  red  court  dress 
and  yellow  cloak- — the  Pope's  Confessor — Cardinal 
deacons — the  sword  of  state — the  Pope  wearing  the 
tiara,  magnificently  arrayed,  one  blaze  of  wlrit) 
tatin,  ailver,  and  gold,  borne  on  tho  Bhouldera  of 
twelve  supporters  dressed  in  red  damask,  beneath  a 
canopy  of  white  silk  embroidered  with  silver,  which. 
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was  carried  by  eight  attendants  in  short  viol 
cloaks.  Six  of  tho  Swiss  guard,  representing  t 
six  Catholic  cantons,  walked  close  to  him  w 
drawn  swordB  of  immense  size  on  their  shoulde 
while  on  each  side  were  carried  the  wide  spread 
(ana  of  peacock's  feathers,  which,  says  Br.  Engla 
"when  eyes  are  seen  in  the  plumes,  admonish 
Pontiff  that  a  general  observation  is  fixed  upon  h 
and  shews  the  necesssity  of  circumspection  in 
own  conduct."  Private  Chamberlains,  Generals 
religious  orders,  officials  and  soldiers,  closed  1 
extraordinary  cortege.  On  entering  the  church 
choir  began  singing  the  anthem  "  Thon  art  Pel 
and  upon  this  rock  I  will  build  my  church  1"  i 
England  says  "The  large  bells  add  their  chime 
the  Scriptural  salutation,  and  the  military  bat 
stationed  in  the  portico,  swell  the  notes  of  gratulot 
to  the  two  hundred  and  fifty-seventh  successor  of  tl 
Apostle,  to  whom  the  Saviour  of  the  world  first  mi 
this  declaration.  Eighteen  centuries  have  passed  an 
since  tho  supreme  apostolic  commission  was  bestow 
and  that  commission  shall  continue  in  full  fa 
until  tho  world  itself  shall  be  destroyed  .  .  . 
In  the  midst  of  convulsions  ....  this  re 
placed  by  the  eternal  hand  shall  continue,  as  t 
foundation  of  the  Christian  edifice ! !  " 

The  Homage. —  Thus  attended,  the  Tope  \ 
borne  to  his  throne  in  the  Tribune  or  Chancel,  whi 
after  a  great  deal  of  dressing  and  undressing, 
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received  by  their  officers  and  delegates,  the  homage  of 
the  It.  Catholic  world.  First  the  Cardinals  approached 
one  by  one,  bowed,  came  nearer  and  kissed  his  hand, 
bowed  again,  and  retired.  Then  the  Bishops  bowed, 
hull,  and  kissed  his  hand.  Then  those  of  the  next 
degree  bowed,  knelt,  and  kissed  the  toe,  the  homage 
ratio  to  the  rank.  A  multi- 
of  eceleBiastins  and  courtiers  were  followed  by 
and  other  foreigners  of  distinction,  and 
then  by  a  crowd  of  French  officers  and  soldiers.  This 
performance  lasted  upwards  of  an  hour  !  There  was 
U  yet  no  worship  for  the  people  to  join  in.  The  vast 
multitude,  which  could  not  bo  less  than  fifty  thou. 
sand,  wandered  about  the  church,  chattering  and 
laughing ;  except  near  the  Tribune,  where,  in  the 
midst  of  a  dense  crowd,  I  stood  on  tip-toe  to  watch 
the  proceedings.  A  thousand  ladies,  with  black  veils, 
from  their  enclosed  temporary  platforms  on  each  side 
the  high  altar,  strained  their  necks  to  catch  a  glimpse 
of  the  distant  ceremony.  And  all  we  could  see  was 
an  old  man  arrayed  in  glittering  robes,  Benttd  on  a 
throne,  whilo  hundreds  of  liis  fellow-sinners  bowed 
to  the  ground  before  him  on  their  knees,  and 
his  toe  \  The  place  was  a  church  dedicated 
worship  of  God — -the  day  was  the  Sabbath — 
the  special  occasion  was  the  celebration  of  the  resur- 
rection— the  professed  object,  the  adoration  of  the 
risen  Saviour! 
Pontifical  High  Mass. — Some  more  dressing  and 


814 

mdrawng  then    took  place,    His   Holiness  c: 
inhfllitting   to   hare    his  vestments   and   his  t 

.  liit  attendant  Cardinals.    Pootific 
llsum,  which  bakes  pence  only  three  times  a  y> 
now  to  be  |ierfornied.      The  high  altar  was  ir 
oentlj  decorated.    The  immense  Paschal  c 
burning  near  it.     There  were  two  smaller  in  fi 
each  of  which,  including  its  candlestick,  wasatlc 
fourteen  hit  high.    On  the  allar  itself  were  hurnioj   ] 
seven  highly  ornamental  candles,   while  fifty  It 
and  seven  other  immense  candles,  flickered  o 
shrine  of  St,  Pater,  immediately  beloi 

Three  Cardinal  Priests  approached  to  meet  ll 
and,  after  s  profound  i 

mystically  exhibited  the  homage  paid  by  Ihu  I 
wise  men  to  the   Saviour;    the    sahttatioci  a 
cheek  shewed  their  acknowledgment  of  the  huma 
nature  of  the  Redeemer,  which  appeared 
all;  and  that  upon  fhebroast  gave  token    ■: 
fession  of  the  divine  nature  which  laj  ■ 
Thus,  by  It.  Catholic  interpretation  it  .  i .. 
Cardinals  represent  the  Mngi,  the  Pope  personates 
the  Saviour  receiving  their  adoration!     I  was  reij 
near  the  Tope  as  lie  went  through  the  multiiuilifiuni 
ceremonies  of  the  mass.     Ho  appeared  to  me,  in  tliia 
and  all  the  rest  of  tie  services,  to  bo  vej 
and   sincere,   and  his   countenance   betokened    prut 
amiability  and  gentleness,      As  for  as  I  could  jwfel 
by  physiognomy,  he  was  »  perfect  contrast  to  tti 
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aajority  of  the  Cardinals,  who  appeared  to  feel  it  a 
iwy  irksome  task  to  give  attendance  to  these  func- 
tions. The  Pope  had  much  to  sing,  and  his  voice 
was  clear  and  sonorous.  He  incensed  the  altar  and 
iHupon  it  most  thoroughly,  as  if  determined  that 
no  part  whatever  should  by  any  omission  of  his,  he 
deprived  of  the  sacred  perfume. 

Before  the  consecration,  the  Sacristan  ate  some 
portions  of  the  wafer;  and  drank  also  some  of  the 
wine,  as  a  guarantee  of  safety  !  "  There  is  not  any 
due  to  discover  when  this  apparently  unnecessary 
precaution  to  guard  against  poison,  has  been  intro- 
duced. Before  the  preface,  the  two  junior  Cardinal 
Deacons  go  one  by  one  to  each  side  of  the  altar, 
•tending  with  their  faces  turned  to  each  other,  as 
representing  the  angels  who  were  at  the  monument 
(iepulchre) ! "  * 

And  now  I  witnessed  the  most  solemn  scene  of  all 
— the  elevation  of  the  host  by  the  Pope  himself. 
The  signal  was  given  that  the  act  of  transubstantia- 
tion  was  performed,  and  instantly  the  mighty  multi- 
tude who  had  been  in  restless  motion  and  keeping 
up  an  incessant  buzz,  were  arrested  as  if  by  magic. 
The  word  of  command  resounded  along  the  nave  from 
one  officer  to  another, — the  muskets  of  the  soldiery, 
as  they  presented  arms,  rung  on  the  marble  pave- 
ment,— and  troops  and  people,  with  the  exception  of 
a  few  hopeless  heretics  like  myself,  were  prostrate 
in  adoration.    And  now  as  the  chief  Pontiff  solemnly 

•Dr.  England. 
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elevated  the  host,  holding  it  first  in  one  direction 
and  then  in  anether,  for  the  worship  of  the  faithful, 
amidst  a  stillness  overpoweringly  intense  from  the 
preceding  tumult,  and  the  presence  of  such  a  vast 
multitude — there  were  heard  as  if  proceeding  from 
the  summit  of  the  dome,  the  most  exquisite  trumpet 
strains,  stealing  over  the  building  like  enchantment, 
in  tones  soft  and  mellow  as  from  another  world. 
"We  were  held  breathless,  and-  still  as  the  cup  wm 
elevated,  those  fiilver  trumpets  kept  pealing  forth 
their  wondrous  harmonies,  which  floated  in  myste- 
rious and  melting  tones  above  the  still  kneeling 
multitude.  The  chalice  was  one  mass  of  diamonds, 
which  quite  concealed  the  gold  of  the  setting,  and  so 
glittered  that  at  first  I  thought  I  was  looking  at  a 
glass  cup  through  which  I  saw  the  sparkling  of  the 
wine.  The  trumpets  ceased — the  people  rose — the 
spell  was  broken — all  again  was  motion  and  murmur 
— the  concluding  ceremonies  of  the  mass  were  per- 
formed— -the  Pope  was  carried  to  the  middle  of  the 
church,  where,  laying  aside  the  tiara,  he  knelt  as  on 
Good  Friday,  and  again  adored  the  relics—  then  re- 
suming the  tiara,  ho  was  borne  in  pomp  out  of  the 
church,  to  pronounce  the  benediction  from  the  gallery 
orer  the  great  portico. 

Papal  Benemctioh. — We  hastened  out  before  all 
was  over,  to  secure  places  on  the  roof  of  the  circular 
Colonnade.  From  this  elevated  spot  we  commanded 
a  magnificent  view  of  the  vast  area  in  front  of  8t 
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Peter's.  The  whole  French  army,  infantry  and 
oavalry,  ten  thousand  strong,  with  the  general  and 
staff  officers  in  front,  were  drawn  up  in  the  centre, 
while  upwards  of  sixty  thousand  people  thronged  the 
piazza.  Suddenly  there  was  a  roll  of  drums  and  a 
flouri=h  of  trumpets,  and  the  soldiers,  presenting 
arms,  dropped  on  one  knee.  A  great  proportion  of  the 
multitude  also  knelt.  Every  eye  was  directed  to  the 
small  balcony  over  the  great  door  of  the  cathedral. 
It  was  occupied  by  Cardinals,  above  whom,  on  on 
elevated  throne,  arrayed  in  glittering  robes  of  white 
and  gold,  and  wearing  a  magnificent  mitre  of  gold, 
sal.  the  Supreme  Pontiff  of  the  Roman  Church.  The 
din  of  tens  of  thousands  of  voices  was  hushed,  and 
the  Pope  chanted  the  benediction  with  such  clearness 
and  force,  as  to  be  distinctly  heard  to  a  great  dis- 
tance. While  doing  so,  ho  thrice  made  the  sign  of 
the  cross,  and  looking  up,  stretched  out  his  arms 
towards  heaven,  and  then,  extending  them,  seemed 
as  if  scattering  upon  the  people  the  blessings  he  had 
just  invoked. 

The  prayer  commences  thus : — "  May  the  holy 
Apostles  Peter  and  Paul,  in  whose  power  and  autho- 
rity we  place  confidence,  intercede  for  us  with  the 
Lord.  "We  ask  through  the  prayers  and  merits  of 
the  blessed  Mary  ever  virgin,  of  the  blessed  John  the 
Baptist,  of  the  blessed  Apostles  1'eter  and  Paul,  and 
all  the  Saints,  that  tho  Almighty  God  may  have 
mercy  upon  you,"  &c.     When  Protestants  condemn 
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the  assumption  of  any  peculiar  power  in  the  Priest- 
hood to  confer  blessings,  the  answer  is  often  given 
that  the  blessings  are  only  prayed  for  from  God,  and 
not  bestowed  by  man.  But  tho  R.  Catholic  Bishop, 
Dr.  England,  to  guard  against  the  inference  tbat  tie 
Pope's  prayer  implies  tho  abaen.ee  of  inherent  powei 
itt  himself,  says — "  The  Pontiff,  feeling  that  though 
vested  with  a  power  to  bless,  yet  prayer  will  also  J* 
beneficial,  seeks  to  obtain  aid,  through  the  powerful 
intercession  of  the  blessed  spirits  that  surround  the 
throiio  of  God,  before  he  rises  to  perform  this  act  of 
his  sacred  authority  ! !  " 

Tho  Pope  having  resumed  bis  seat,  one  of  the 
Cardinals  read  in  Latin,  and  another  in  Italian,  ■ 
plenary  indulgence  for  those  who  had  attended  the 
festival  with  proper  dispositions,  and  these  docu- 
ments, being  thrown  down  among  the  crowd,  were 
scrambled  for  with  fearful  eagerness. 

"  Then  might  ye  ace, 
Indulgences,  dispenses,  pardons,  bulU, 
The  6port  of  winds." 

At  this  moment  the  military  bands,  bursting  forth 
with  loud  and  exulting  strains— the  bells  of  all  the 
churches  clanging   out   their   gratulati on 
boombing  artillery  of  the  Castle  of  St.  An- 
on the  Alban  Mount,  and  in  the  recesses  of  the  Sabine 
hills, — proclaimed  the  blessing  far  and  wide. 


The  < 


■  began  to   diap  ne. 


THE   POPE,    OB  THE   BAYIOTTE  ?  819 

stood  we  had  a  good  view  of  the  court-yard  of 
the  Vatican,  whence  the  Cardinals  were  taking  their 
departure,  each  in  a  magnificent,  gilded  coach, 
the  horses  of  which  were  superbly  caparisoned  in 
teerlet.  Two  or  three  attendants  accompanied  him 
inside,  three  portly  footmen  in  splendid  liveries  were 
behind,  and  a  still  more  portly  coachman  occupied 
the  box.  The  soldiers  were  filed  off,  regiment  after 
regiment,  to  the  sound  of  drums  and  trumpets.  It 
was  a  long  time  before  we  could  reach  our  lodgings, 
go  thronged  were  all  the  streets. 

Thus  ended  the  greatest  festival  of  the  R.  Catholic 
church.  Had  it  been  got  up  for  some  political  purpose, 
on  some  other  day,  and  in  some  other  place,  all  might 
have  been  consistent  enough,  but  did  it  harmonize 
with  the  Sabbath,  the  resurrection,  and  the  New 
Testament  worship  ?  Was  the  exhibition  this  day 
made  of  the  religion  of  Christ,  a  faithful  portraiture 
of  the  original?  "Who  was  the  chief  object  of 
attention — the  Pope  or  the  Saviour  ?  "Whatever  the 
theory  of  "  enlightened  Catholics,"  and  however 
pure  the  homage  which  some  may  render  through 
these  outward  forms  to  the  Creator  alone,  I  could  not 
bat  profoundly  feel  that  the  practical  effect  on  the 
multitude  was  to  substitute  reliance  on  man  for 
dependence  on  God;  and  the  emotions  excited  by 
imposing  forms  and  gorgeous  spectacles,  for  true 
spiritual  worship  and  the  cultivation  of  Faith,  Hope, 
and  Love,  towards  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 


0  that  John  tbo  Baptist  had  occupied  that  hal- 
cony !  Ho  would  have  said—"  Behold  the  Lamb  of 
God  that  taketh  away  the  sins  of  the  world !  "  Or 
St.  Paul,  for  Ite  would  have  esclaimcd — "  This  is  a 
faithful  Haying,  and  worthy  of  all  acceptation,  that 
Christ  Jesus  came  into  the  world  to  eave  sinners,  of 
whom  I  am  chief! "  Or  St.  Peter,  whoso  successor 
the  Supreme  Pontiff  claims  to  he,  for  he  disclaiming 
all  pretension  to  he  the  rock  on  which  the  church 
is  built,  would  have  cried  aloud — "It  is  contained 
in  the  Scripture,  Behold  I  lay  in  Sion  a  chief  Corner 
Stone,  elect,  precious;  and  he  that  believeth.  in  Him 
shall  not  be  confounded.  .  .  .  Neither  is  there 
salvation  in  any  other,  for  there  is  none  other  name 
under  heaven  given  among  men,  whereby  we  must 
be  saved." 

Yet  had  some  zealous  christian  stood  up  in  that 
crowd  to  proclaim  those  very  truths,  or  to  read  from 
the  Scriptures  those  very  words,  he  would  instantly 
have  been  taken  to  prison  !  Were  St.  Paul  h'^reilf 
to  visit  that  city  now,  as  he  did  before,  in  bonds, — 
would  he  bo  allowed,  under  Papal  rule,  the  same 
liberty  as  ho  enjoyed  under  Pagan,  to  proclaim  fin" 
two  years  to  all  that  came  to  him  in  his  own  hired 
house,  that  "being  justified  by  faith  we  have  peace 
with  God,  through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  ?  "  If  hi* 
letter  to  the  Romans  is  proscribed,  so  fhut  none  in 
the  very  city  to  which  it  was  sent,  may  possess  and 
peruse  it  under  heavy  penalties,  can  we  be  sure  that 
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the  writer  himself  would  be  allowed  greater  liberty? 

The  Illumination.  — The  illumination  of  St. 
Peter's,  which  usually  takes  plate  on  the  evening 
of  Easter  Sunday,  was  postponed  till  the  Tuesday 
following,  owing  to  the  unfavourable  weather.  This 
is  too  well  known  to  need  description.  Suffice  it  to 
say  that  the  Cathedral,  from  its  pillared  portico  to 
its  swelling  dome,  and  even  to  the  summit  of  its  cross, 
was  one  blaze  of  light,  its  architectural  details  being 
accurately  marked  by  countless  lamps,  which  flung 
their  silver  and  golden  radianco  far  into  the  night. 

The  Annoal  Display  of  Fire-works  was  also 
postponed,  and  took  place  on  the  following  Sunday 
evening,  from  the  Pincian-hill,  close  to  our  lodgings. 
The  entire  population  seemed  congregated  in  the 
Piazza.  The  French  soldiers  occupied  theccntre,  their 
hands  filling  the  air  with  martial  and  merry  music. 
Thousands  of  ladies  were  accommodated  on  raised 
teats,  tier  above  tier.  A  discharge  of  artillery  was 
followed  by  cascades  of  fire,  a  Gothic  church,  with 
(rac cried  windows  and  rnjiering  spires  produced  in 
Same,  with  tho  celebrated  final  explosion  of  ten 
thousand  rockets  to  represent  tho  eruption  of  a  vol- 
cano. This  exhibition  is  at  the  cost  of  the  Papal 
government— it  is  part  of  the  ceremonial  of  Easter — 
itU  to  commemorate  the  resurrection  of  the  Saviour 
— it  took  place  on  a  Sabb  itb  Evening  ! 

"WrXT    THOU    CALL    T3I3    AS    ACCEPT  All  I.E  CAT  TO 

ths  Loan  ? " 


autak  d. 


DEVELOPMENTS  OF  ROMANISM  IN  EOME. 


CHAPTER  I. 


TEBIHAIION    OF    RELICS. 

In  addition  to  the  ceremonies  described  in  the  pre- 
ceding hook,  there  are  live  developments  of  Romanism 
at  head  quarters,  to  which  1  shall  refer  as  furnishing 
conclusive  TESTS  OF  INFALLIBILITY. 

The  reader  will  remember  the  account  given 
in  a  previous  chapter  of  the  relics  of  St.  Peter's, 
and  tho  homage  paid  there,  by  the  Pope  and 
Cardinals,  who  entered  the  church  in  solemn  pro- 
cession, and  prostrated  themselves  on  the  marble 
pavement  while  these  sacred  treasures  were  being 
displayed.  Tho  Itoman  Catholics  glory  in  the  posse* 
sion  of  innumerable  other  genuine  relics  of  Christ 
ajid  the  saints,  which  are  preserved  with  religious 
care,  and  on  stated  occasions  are  exhibited  for  thu 
homage  of  the  faithful.  On  this  subject,  a  simple 
enumeration  will  be  a  sufficient  refutation. 
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On  Sunday  afternoon,  April  1 7,  we  strolled  into  the 
Pantheon.  Crowds  of  people  were  going  in  and 
out.  A  great  multitude  were  inside,  arranged  round 
an  open  space,  in  which  a  priest  was  moving  about, 
presenting  as  he  passed,  some  object  in  a  frame,  first 
to  the  lips,  then  to  the  forehead  of  each  person.  All 
the  time  he  continued  muttering  words  which  were 
perfectly  inarticulate  from  their  extreme  rapidity. 
This  day  was  thoFesta  of  S.  Joseph,  the  husband  of 
Mary.  The  object  in  the  frame  waa  a  relic  of  his 
body — a  bit  of  a  bone,  or  a  tooth,  or  a  piece  of  his 
coat!  The  worshippers  crowded  in,  waited  their 
turn,  kissed  the  relic,  and  instantly,  with  much 
apparent   satisfaction,    departed    to  make  way  for 

In  the  church  of  8.  Jolin  Lateran,  is  shewn  part 
of  the  table  on  which  our  Lord  celebrated  his  last 
supper!  Within  the  high  altar  they  boast  of  pos- 
sessing the  heads  of  S.  Peter  and  S.  Paul.  Though 
the  former  is  said  to  be  buried  under  tho  cathedral 
which  bears  his  name,  several  other  churches  claim 
parts  of  his  body  !  In  the  cloister  we  were  shewn 
the  identical  table  on  which  the  soldiers  cast  lots  for 
the  seamless  coat  of  Christ ! — -the  well  at  which  Jesus 
conversed  with  the  woman  of  Samaria ! — -and  an 
ancient  altar,  bearing  tho  traces  of  a  miracle  wrought 
to  convince  one  who  doubted  the  real  presence  in 
the  sacrament.  For  the  consecrated  water  penetrated 
the   solid  stone,    a  slab  about  four  inches  thick — 


leaving  a  round  hole  through  it — and  an  impression 
on  the  pedestal  below,  which  marks  were  shewn  us 
as  genuine  evidences  of  the  truth ! ! 

In  the  church  of  S.  Praxede,  on  April  18.  I 
copied  the  following  items  from,  the  official  lists  of 
relics — Bones  of  Zacharias,  John  the  Baptist,  8. 
Lute,  "S.  Bartholomew ;  an  arm  of  S.  Matthew,  a 
tooth  of  S.  Peter,  a  finger  of  S.  Philip,  an  arm  of  & 
Barnabas,  a  knee  of  S.  Gregory;  a  piece  of  the 
chemise  of  the  Messed  Virgin — (dc  camisia  Beats 
Marias  Virginia)— ?wi  of  the  swaddling  clothes  in 
which  the  Lord  Jesus  was  icritppe.d  at  his  nativity,— 
part  of  his  seamless  coat,  his  girdle,  the  towel  with 
which  he  washed  the  feet  of  his  disciples,  three 
thorns  of  the  crown,  four  pieces  of  his  cross,  and 
the  reed  that  bore  the  sponge, — one  of  the  stonee 
which  killed  Stephen,  and,  most  wonderful  of  all — 
MOSES'  EOD  !  Some  of  these  were  shewn  na, 
together  with  the  pillar  to  which  Christ  was  bound 
when  scourged!  This  was  in  a  separate  chapel 
which  femtdes  are  not  allowed  to  enter,  on  pain  of 
excommunication,  except  on  one  day  in  the  year. 
The  monk,  our  conductor,  placed  my  wife  at  an  open 
grating  through  which  sho  might  look  and  eonver*! 
with  us ! 

In  the  church  of  S.  Maria  Muggiore,  tho  cradle 
of  Christ  is  exhibited  oneo  a  year  for  the  venrr.itiuii 
of  an  assembled  multitude.  Part  of  the  swaddling 
clothes  of  the  Divine  Infant,  and  some  of  the  hay 
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which  was  in  the  manger  when  ho  was  horn,  are 
also  preserved  here !  In  the  piazza  of  the  church 
is  an  obelisk,  which  once  stood  in  the  Campus 
Martius,  opposite  the  mausoleum  of  Augustus.  It 
re  this  inscription — "  I  who  once  reluctantly 
served  the  mortal  Augustus,  most  joyfully  dohomage 
to  the  cradle  of  the  Christ  of  God,  who  liveth 
eternally." 

The  church  of  S.  Croce  in  Jerusalem  me,  was 
built  by  Helena,  the  mother  of  Constantino,  for  the 
reception  of  the  portion  of  the  true  cross  which  she 
had  discovered.  The  foundations  moreover  were 
laid  on  earth  brought  by  her  from  Calvary !  The 
church  tradition  informs  us  that  during  her  pious 
excavations  on  the  mount  of  crucifixion,  she  dis- 
covered three  crosses.  But  how  was  that  of  the 
Saviour  to  be  distinguished  from  the  other  two  ? 
Macarius,  bishop  of  Jerusalem,  came  to  the  rescue, 
and  brought  to  the  bed-side  of  a  sick  lady  the  three 
crosses.  The  first  was  exhibited.  No  result !  The 
second  was  equally  powerless  !  But  when  the  third 
was  brought  forward,  the  dying  patient  leaped  out 
of  bed  perfectly  cured!  Then  Helena  enclosed  a 
portion  of  the  sacred  wood  in  a  silver  box,  and 
brought  it  reverently  to  Rome. 

From  a  publie  list  of  relics  on  tho  wall  of  the 
ehnrch,  which  any  one  may  read,  I  copied  as 
follows : — Three  pieces  of  the  true  cross— the  title 
which  was  placed  on  the  cross  by  Pilate— one  of  the 
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nails — the  transverse  beam  of  the  penitent  thief — a 
finger  of  S.  Thomas — part  of  the  seamless  vest  of 
Christ — a  tooth  of  S.  Peter — a  piece  of  the  stone  on 
which  the  angel  stood  at  the  Annunciation — a  piece 
of  the  stone  on  which  Christ  sat  after  fasting  in  the 
wilderness — part  of  the  veil  and  hair  of  the  Virgin 
— a  bottle  of  Christ's  blood — a  bottle  of  the  most 
blessed  Virgin's  milk  !  I  transcribe  the  very  words — 
Dt  pn  un  ampolla  del  prezioso  aangue  di  nostro 
e  Jesu  Christi.     Un  altra  piena  di  latte  dell' 


Though  any  reference  to  the  last  item  must  be 
painful,  yot  I  shall  venture  one  remark,  throwing  all 
the  blame  on  the  infallible  church  which  ostenta- 
tiously parades  the  relic.  Suppose  some  Protestant, 
in  his  zeal  against  superstition,  had  said  that  it  would 
not  be  surprising  if  Romanists  should  some  day  boast 
the  possession  of  a  bottle  of  the  Virgin's  milk.  As 
conjectures  would  at  once  arise  as  to  how  it  could  be 
procured,  would  not  such  an  insinuation  have  been 
justly  reprobated  as  offensive  to  modesty,  and  as  a 
gross  calumny  on  her  whom  all  christians  regard  as  s 
pattern  of  purity  and  humility  ?  Might  it  not  be 
expected  that  Romanists  would  be  indignnnt  at  such 
an  insult  on  the  Mother  of  our  Lord  ?  Yet  this,  is 
not  what  Protestants  say,  but  what  Romanists  them- 
selves do.  Could  they  then  do  anything  more  sclf- 
destruetive  ? 

The  Sacristan,  in  expectation  of  an  additional  fee, 
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gave  us,  in  n  sealed  envelope,  what  he  gravely  said 
was  some  du3t  from  the  house  of  our  Lady  at  Loretto, 
which  would  cure  diseases,  if  the  sick  person  were  to 
drink  some  water,  into  which  a  little  of  it  had  been 
sprinkled ! 

A  short  distance  beyond  the  walla,  on  the  Appian 
way,  is  a  little  church,  designated  "Domino  qno 
Tadis."  A  mural  tablet  states  that  Peter  was 
making  his  escape  from  Rome,  when  he  was  met 
at  this  spot  by  Christ,  to  whom  the  Apostle  said 
"  Domine  quo  Vadis?"  (whither  goest  thou?)  to 
which  Christ  replied — "  T  go  to  Rome,  to  be  crucified 
again."  The  Apostle,  understanding  this  as  a  reproof 
of  his  flight,  returned  to  prison,  and  Christ,  dis- 
appearing from  view,  left  the  mark  of  his  feet  plainly 
imprinted  on  the  rook.  I  saw  what  is  stated  to  be 
the  original  block  of  travertine,  in  the  neighbouring 
church  of  St.  Sebastian,  where  it  is  preserved  as  a 
most  precious  relic.  The  indentation  is  as  distinct 
n*  if  the  foot  had  been  impressed  on  wax,  or  at  if  a 
«AiW  had  been  pat  in  requisition.  A  rude  print  and 
history  of  the  "  Vestigia "    has  been  published  at 

ne,  by  authority,  of  which  a  copy  now  lies  before 
Between  the  figures  of  two  feet  of  the  natural 

i,  is  a  wood-cut  representing  the  interview  of 
Christ  with  Peter.  Below  is  a  remarkable  eulogy 
of  the  church  of  St.  Sebastian,  to  which  I  shall  refer 
in  the  nest  chapter.  A  similar  relic  is  the  likeness 
of  St.  Peter,  mentioned  in  the  account  of  the  Mamer- 
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tine  prison,  as  having  been  impressed  on  the  rock  by 
the  gaoler  rudely  striking  the  Apostle's  head  against 
it !  How  unlike  the  miracles  of  the  New  Testament, 
we  such  reputed  prodigies  ? 

Comment  ia  needless.  I  simply  remark  that  the 
rulers  of  the  Church,  who  solemnly  sanction  this 
veneration,  either  believe  these  relics  to  be  genuine, 
or  they  do  not.  If  they  do  not  believe  their  genuine- 
ness, (and  it  is  a  most  difficult  task  for  charity  to 
suppose  that  men  of  education  and  shrewdness  can) 
— then  an  awful  amount  of  insincerity  must  prevail, 
most  painful  to  contemplate  !  If  they  do  believe 
these  relics  to  be  genuine,  what  reliance  can  be 
placed  on  their  infallible  judgment  on  other  sub- 
jects ?  Who  can  respect,  as  incapable  of  error,  the 
opinions  of  men  so  deluded  ?  If  it  be  said,  that  some 
believe  in  the  relics,  and  others  do  not,  and  that  this 
is  not  a  necessary  article  of  fiLilh — then  1  say,  where 
is  the  boasted  utility  of  an  infallible  tribunal  to 
settle  differences,  and  to  preserve  the  Church  from 
those  discordant  opinions  and  practices,  which  an 
urged  as  an  objection  to  Protestantism? 


CHAPTER  II. 


INDULGENCES. 


It  ifl  the  doctrine  of  the  Romish  church,  that  while 
the  eternal  punishment  of  sin  has  been  remitted  by 
the  atonement  of  Christ,  the  temporal  punishment 
remains  to  be  endured  in  purgatory, — by  the  fires  of 
which,  Christian  souls  are  purified  for.the  enjoyment 
of  Heaven.  It  also  teaches  that  the  supererogatory 
merits  of  eminent  saints  have  constituted  a  treasury 
of  grace  which  the  church  can  dispense,  on  certain 
conditions,  to  those  who  thus  wish  to  obtain  for 
themselves  or  their  friends,  a  mitigation  of  purga- 
torial pains.  This  release  is  called  an  indulgence, 
which  is  not,  as  many  erroneously  imagine,  a  per- 
mission to  commit  sin,  but  a  deliverance  from  the 
punishment  of  sin  when  committed.  These  indul- 
gences are  most  varied  in  their  value,  extending 
from  a  few  days  to  many  thousand  years;  while 
some  are  plenary,  discharging  the  recipient  from  all 
punishment  whatsoever. 

In  walking  through  Rome,  the  stranger  will  be 
astonished  to  see  the  Dumber  of  churches  which  dis- 
play over  their  principal  entrance  a  notice  promising 
a  plenary  and  perpetual  indulgence  both  to  the 
living  and  the  dead!    The  following  is  the  usual 


330  INDULGENCES. 

form.  "Indulgentia  plenaria  et  pcrpctua  pro  riYM  at 
defunctis."  Just  as  some  traders  parade  on  their 
stop- fronts,  tlie  peculiar  advantages  of  their  estab- 
lishment, so  do  the  Roman  churches  seem  to  Tie 
with  each  other  in  the  matter  of  relics  and  indul- 
gences, as  if  to  secure  the  greatest  number  of  de- 
votees, and  of  pious  offerings.  I  transcribe  from 
ioj  note-book,  some  of  the  advertisements  of  indul- 
gence, which  I  copied  from  the  walls  where  they 
are  publicly  exhibited. 

In  a  chuTch  in  Trajan's  Forum,  this  notice  li 
suspended  just  inside  the  door. — "  Masses  celebrated 
for  the  defunct  at  any  altar  of  tlifr  church.  On* 
soul  may  be  liberated  from  purgatory  by  privilege 
granted  by  Benedict  XIV,  in  a  brief,  dated  Btft 
'  ■■},  IT  II ."      X  ■   ■  i~ 

that  "by  grant  of  the  Popes  SixtusV;  Innocent  XII, 
&c.,  every  visitor  to  this  church  fulfilling  the  other 
works  enjoined,  acquires  all  the  indulgences  an- 
nexed to  visiting  any  other  church  in  Rome." 
Another  board  gave  a  list  of  privileged  days  and 
churches,  to  which  plenary  indulgence  was  attached 
in  case  the  devotee  had  confessed  and  communicated; 
but  even  when  he  had  neglected  this,  "  if  ne  firmly 
resolved  to  perform  it,  he  might  obtain  ten  years,  and 
as  many  quarantines  (forty  days  each)  of  indulgence, 
for  every  visit."  It  is  added  that  these  indulgen- 
ces are  applicable  also  to  the-  "  blessed  souls  in 
purgatory." 
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A  notice  in  the  church,  occupying  the  site  of  the 
mple  of  Eseulapius,  announces  that  "  P.  Pius  VI 
inted  a  plenary,  perpetual,  daily,  indulgence  for 
Ying  nnd  dead,  to  any  who  should  visit  that  church, 
afessing  and  communicating." 
In  the  church  of  S.  Croco,  I  copied  the  following — 
By  celebrating  the  Holy  Mass  at  this  altar,  a  soul 
a  liberated  from  purgatory  as  the  result  of  the  Bull 
'Gregory  XIII."  "  On  the  last  Sunday  of  January, 
n  memory  of  the  discovery  of  the  title  over  the  cross, 
.  1492,  plenary  indulgence  and  remission  of  all 
is,  is  granted  by  the  Bull  of  Alexander  VI,"  To 
ose  who  visit  the  said  chapel  arc  granted  "  twenty- 
pen  years,  and  ae  many  quarantenes  of  indul- 
nee."  .  .  .  "On  the  second  Sunday  in  Advent 
■y  be  obtained  ELEVEN"  THOUSAND  YEARS 
F  INDULGENCE  (nndici  mille  anni  d'  indulgcnza) 
id  the  remission  of  oil  sins."  ! ! ! 
In  the  church  of  S,  Sebastian,  is  sold  the  print  of 
e  Vestigia,  mentioned  in  the  previous  chapter, 
ider  the  rude  picture  of  the  foot  marltB,  is  a  re- 
resentatiou  of  8.  Sebastian,  pierced  with  arrows 
id  fastened,  as  they  Bay,  to  the  identical  pillar 
hieh  is  shewn  as  one  of  the  chief  treasures  of  the 
lurch.  Then  follows  an  enumeration  of  the  mem- 
rabilia  of  the  spot,  sotting  forth  among  other  things, 
t  Pope  Gregory,  when  celebrating muss  at  the  altar 
f  S.  Sebastian,  eaw  an  angel  of  Cod  who  said — "this 
■  a  most  holy  place,    in  which  there    is   a  true 
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promise,  and  the  remission  of  all  sins,  and  light  per- 
petual, and  gladness  without  end,  which  Sebastian, 
Christ's  martyr,  merited :  " — which  indulgence  the 
said  Gregory,  and  many  of  his  successors  "confirmed 
to  the  said  church,  with  the  addition  of  innumerable 
other  indulgences,  favours  and  privileges."  Thu» 
we  are  informed  that  what  an  angel  from  Heaven 
announced,  a  man  not  only  condescended  to  endorse, 
hut  even  improved  upon,  hy  adding  "innumerable" 
favours  to  the  original  grant. 

In  the  centre  of  the  area  of  the  Colosseum  is  a 
large  cross,  with  this  inscription — -"  By  kissing  the 
holy  cross,  two  hundred  days  of  indulgence  are  ob- 
tained." While  I  was  copying,  throe  Priests  came 
up  and  performed  the  ceremony.  On  the  side  of  the 
wall,  as  you  enter,  a  small  cross  is  inserted,  which 
is  still  more  potent,  for  the  appended  notice,  promises 
to  those  who  kiss  it,  one  year  and  forty  days'  iudul- 
gencc  !  Why  the  difference  ?  Why  should  the  very 
same  act  in  ono  spot  be  twice  as  offectivo  as  in 
another  a  few  paces  off? 

About  three  miles  from  the  gate  of  St.  Sebastian, 
are  three  churches,  clustered  together  on  a  desolate 
part  of  the  Campagna,  without  inhabitants,  save  a 
few  wretched  monks  in  au  adjoining  convent.  This 
is  said  to  be  the  sito  of  St.  Paul's  martyrdom.  When 
beheaded,  tradition  states  that  his  head  bounded  three 
times,  and  that  three  fountains  immediately  sprang 
up  where  it  struck.    One  of  these  churches  is  entitled 
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"S.  Paolo  alle  tre  fontane."  Within,  at  the  dis- 
i  yards  from  each  other,  wc  saw  three 
(apparently)  distinct  jets  of  water.  Close  by  is 
(mother  church  dedicated  to  "Holy  Mary  of  the  stairs 
of  Heaven."  Over  the  altar  is  a  pictuTO  representing 
tome  steps  up  which  souls  are  seen  ascending  to 
Heaven.  Above  it  is  an  inscription  which  I  copied, 
innouncing  that  he  who  performs  service  there,  libe- 
rates a  soul  from  Purgatory.  A  box  for  contributions 
an  escape  no  one's  notice.  It  boars  this  inscription 
-"for  masses  to  deliver  souls  from  Purgatory." 

From  the  church  of  St.  Pietro  in  Vinculo,  I  copied 
n  inscription  stating  that  persons  "visiting  its  seven 
rs,  and  there  praying  for  the  concord  of  Christian 
,  for  the  extirpation  of  heresies,  and  for  the 
ion  of  the  Holy  Mother  Church,"  may  obtain 
the  following  indulgences—"  equally  as  if  they  had 
visited  the  seven  altars  of  the  chief  of  the  Apostles." 
After  a  list  ol  holy-days,  on  which  "  Plenary  Indul- 
gence" may  thus  be  acquired,  those  who  may  not  be  so 
fortu  nate  as  to  be  present  on  one  of  those  days,  so  par- 
ticularly favourable  to  a  sinner,  arc  comforted,  never- 
theless, by  the  assurance  that  on  every  day  may  bo 
obtained — "the  remission  of  a.  third  part  oiiaR  sins,  to- 
iherwith  one  thousand  and  forty  years  and  as  many 
tdragrnee."  The  hitter  being  a  period  of  forty  days, 
e  whole  duration  of  this  promised  reprieve  from 
e  pains  of  Purgatory,  amounts  to  one  thousand  one 
hundred  and  fifty-three  years,  three  hundred  and 
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fifty-five  days.  It  is  still  further  stated,  that  by 
authority  of  Pope  Bendiet  XIII.,  one  thousand  seven 
hundred  and  twenty-nine  years  of  Indulgence  (Ar"i' 
MDCCXXIX  indulgentias)  are  granted  to  all  those 
who  visit  on  Christmas  day,  Good  Friday  and  E:isttr 
Sunday,  the  churches  of  the  canonical  stations  (to 
which  it  is  to  bo  presumed  tliis  church,  which  each 
pains  are  taken  to  render  attractive,  belongs).  As 
Benedict  reigned  from  1721  to  1730,  was  the  extra- 
ordinary number  of  years  above  quoted,  chosen  as  a 
lasting  commemoration  of  the  date  of  the  Indulgence? 

INDTTLGENCK   OF  THE   SCAL4  SANTA. 

These  '  holy  stairs,'  twenty-eight  in  number,  art. 
believed  to  have  belonged  to  the  palace  of  Pilate, 
and  to  havo  been  trodden  by  our  Saviour  on  his  way 
to  be  crucified.  It  is  further  believed,  that  they  were 
iniraaulously  transported  to  Home,  They  are  cased 
in  wood,  to  preserve  them  from  being  worn  away  bj 
the  constant  friction  of  the  knees  of  the  faithful,  and 
are  sheltered  by  a  handsome  portico,  erected  over  them 
near  the  Basilica  of  St.  Jolm  Lateran.  At  the  top 
is  a  small  chapel,  over  the  altar  of  which  is  insoribiJ 
in  Latin — "There  is  not  a  holier  place  in  all  tho 
world."  At  the  bottom  is  a  warning  that  "  no  one 
may  ascend  on  foot  tho  holy  stairs."  There  is  also 
a  notification  which  I  copied,  to  the  following  effect 
— "Herewith  plenary  indulgence  is  granted  at  the 
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point  of  death,  to  whomsoever  shall  have  practised 
ig  life,  the  recital,  in  any  language,  of  the  an- 
them, "Angel  of  God,  who  art  my  guardian,  this 
day  enlighten,  defend,  rule,  govern  me,  entrusted  to 
thy  care,  Amen."  "Also  one  hundred  days  of  indul- 
ge, applicable  to  the  relief  of  holy  souls  in  purga- 
tory, are  granted  to  any  one,  each  time  he  shall  recite 
the  said  anthem,  in  whatever  language."  To  obtain 
the  extraordinary  indulgence,  granted  to  all  who 
climb  these  stairs,  repeating  a  prayer  ou  each,  per- 
s  from  all  countries,  and  of  all  conditions,  may  be 
a  shuffling  up  on  their  knees.  "We  saw,  on  one 
occasion,  two  friars  performing  this  extraordinary  act 
of  worship,  kissing  each  step  most  devoutly  as  they 
ascended.  Two  women  in  advance,  stood  a  great 
chance  of  being  overtaken,  if  not  by  the  Monks,  at 
least  by  a  young  man,  who,  disregarding  the  law, 
after  kneeling  and  repeating  some  prayers  on  one 
step,  skipped  up  two  or  three  on  his  feet,  and  then 
knelt  again.  Sometimes  as  many  as  fifty  are  there 
clambering  up  together,  aud  often  presenting  a  ludi- 
crous scene.  For  as  the  feet  are  not  allowed  to  be 
used,  even  for  a  moment's  assistance  in  gaining 
a  higher  step,  the  performance  is  not  very  easy  for 
the  aged  and  the  corpulent,  and  iB  particularly  un- 
united for  all  females  except  "  Bloomers." 

Here  princes  and  beggars,  delicate  ladies,  and 
Campagna  peasants,  mingle  together.  Sir  U.  Head 
says — "It  is  by  no  means  an  extraordinary  occur- 
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rence  to  see  a  young  nobleman  fashionably  dressed, 
leave  bis  horse  in  charge  of  the  groom  outside,  and 
entering  the  portico  with  golden  knobbed  riding- 
whip  in  hand,  and  eye-glass  on  his  eye,  kneel  down 
and  kiss  the  first  rota,  pass  the  vestibule  on  his  kneei, 
kiss  the  second  rota,  and  perform  the  ascent  as  rapidly 
as  an  ungainly  person  would  do  on  bis  feet.  Again, 
there  may  be  seen  a  Eoman  lady  of  rank,  and  her 
two  daughters,  descend  from  their  carriage,  cross  the 
portico,  daintily  lift  up  their  silk  dresses  in  front  in 
6uch  a  manner  that  as  they  scuffle  on  their  knees  across 
tho  vestibule,  making  the  sarao  prostrations  and  kiss- 
ing both  rotas,  the  petticoat  of  snowy  dirnity  comes 
in  contact  with  the  pavement ;  all  which  part  of  the 
ceremony  is  performed  with  tolerable  facility,  though 
all  three  persons  are  destined  to  meet  with  difficulties 
in  the  ascent,  unencountered  by  their  lithe  prede- 
cessor. For  deeply  impressed  with  a  sense  of  the 
religious  pilgrimage  they  are  undertaking,  and  at  the 
same  time  earnestly  desirous  to  keep  as  close  as  pos- 
sible together,  they  are  liable  to  numerous  disasters 
in  the  performance  of  the  unusual  exercise;  and 
unable  to  regulate  their  strength  as  need  be,  some- 
times in  consequence  of  an  over  effort,  and  sometimes 
owing  to  tho  effort  beiug  made  in  a  wrong  direction, 
come  into  violent  contact  and  nearly  overset  one 
another ;  to  say  nothing  of  the  overreaches  caused 
by  persons  on  the  step  above  stopping  suddenly  and 
unexpectedly,  whether  for  the  purpose  of  uttering  h 
prayer  or  resting  ferna  s!hr«  &.ti.%ue." 
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It  was  up  those  stairs  that  Martin  Luther  began 
to  climb,  during  his  visit  to  Rome,  which  did  so 
much  to  open  his  eyes  in  reference  to  the  true  cha- 
racter of  the  system.  But  in  the  midst  of  this  task, 
by  which  he  thought  he  could  merit  forgiveness,  he 
seemed  to  hear  in  tones  of  thunder,  as  the  voice  of 
God,  the  words  which  twice  befjre  had  arrested  him 
— "  The  juet  shall  live  by  faith."  Convinced  how 
contrary  to  the  Scripture  method  of  salvation  was 
the  act  he  was  then  performing,  he  started  to  his 
foot,  rushed  down  the  steps,  and  fled  from  the  scene 
of  his  folly;  the  words  still  ringing  in  his  ears — 
*'  The  just  shall  live  by  FAITH." 

As  I  watched  the  devotees  doing  this  penance 
many  of  them  with  evident  seriousness  and  earnest- 
ness, I  longed  to  make  known  to  them  the  "  new  and 
living  way  "  to  the  holiest  of  all,  and  to  point  them 
to  that  Saviour  who  having  already  atoned  for  all 
our  ains,  waits  to  bestow  plenary  absolution  on  all 
who  will  accept  it,  without  money  and  without 
price!  Yet  I  thought  some  professed  I'rolostanta 
might  learn  a  useful  lesBon,  for  does  not  the  earnest- 
ness of  some  of  these  victims  of  superstition,  shame 
many,  who  with  clearer  light,  live  in  habitual  in- 
difference to  religion  ?  If  they  are  foolish  who  seek 
pnrdon  by  this  act  of  penance,  are  not  they  much 
more  foolish  who  take  no  pains  at  all  to  secure  it  ? 
And  will  not  these  devotees  rise  up  in  the  judgment 
to  condemn  many  who  in  the  pride  o  f  superior  know  - 


ledge,  ridiculed  their  superstition,  without  shai 
in  their  earnestness  ? 

On  the  general  subject  of  indulgences,  I  venture 
to  ask  first — Is  not  the  Church  of  Rome  unscriptural 
in  holding  the  doctrine  of  works  of  supererogation.  ? 
It  is  from  this  supposed  treasury,  filled  by  the  saints, 
that  the  favours  granted  by  indulgences  are  derived. 
But  our  Saviour  most  plainly  taught  his  disciples 
that  it  is  impossible  for  any  one  to  do  more  than  big 
duty, — "So  likewise  ye,  when  ye  shall  have  done  all 
those  things  which  ure  commanded  you,  say,  we 
are  unprofitable  servants ;  we  have  done  that  which 
was  our  duty  to  do."  (Luke  svii.  10.)  A  servant 
can  become  profitable  to  his  employer,  over  and  above 
his  stipulated  service,  when  he  labours  either  a  longer 
period,  or  hi  other  kinds  of  work,  or  with  greater 
diligence  than  his  obligntion  to  his  master  demands. 
But  neither  of  these  cases  can  apply  to  us,  who  are 
bound  to  love  the  "Lord  our  God  with  aU  our  heart," 
and  therefore  to  serve  him  at  all  times,  in  all  things, 
with  all  our  might.  If  we  were  to  do  this,  there 
would  be  no  superfluous  merit — there  could  be  no 
works  of  supererogation.  But  who  hits  ever  done 
even  this  ?  "  If  a  man  say  he  hath  not  sinned  he 
deceiveth  himself  and  the  truth  is  not  in  him  !  " 

I  ask,  secondly — Ie  not  the  Roman  church  un- 
scriptrual  in  implying  that  the  atonement  of  Christ  is 
insufficient  ?  Romanists  say  that  the  blood  of  Christ 
obtains  the  remission  of  eternal  punishment  only. 
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leaving  the  temporal  punishment,  which  may  con- 
tinue during  thousands  of  years,  to  he  atoned  for  in 
some  other  way.  But  the  word  of  God  declares 
that  "the  hlood  of  Jobus  Christ  cleanaeth  from  all 
sin,"  and  the  Apostle  writing  to  the  Colossians, 
assures  them  that  God  has  "forgiven  them  all  tres- 
passes!" Moreover  the  songs  of  Heaven,  as  re- 
corded in  the  hook  of  Revelation,  render  all  the 
praise  of  salvation  to  Christ  alone,  whereas  if  the 
Romanist  doctrine  were  true,  worthiness  should  be 
ascribed  not  only  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain,  hut  to 
the  saints,  by  whose  superfluous  merits  many  thou- 
sand years  of  purgatorial  flames  were  escaped. 

I  ask,  thirdly — Is  not  the  Roman  church  unacrip- 
tural  in  teaching  that  there  is  any  such  state  as  purga- 
tory, in  which  Christians  are  prepared  for  the  subse- 
quent enjoyment  of  felicity  with  Christ  ?  For  the 
Saviour  said  to  the  penitent  thief,  who  certainly  had 
no  opportunity  of  doing  any  good  works  to  atone  for  his 
past  life — "  To  day  thou  shalt  he  with  mo  in  Para- 
dise!" In  other  passages,  immediate  bliss  is  spoken 
of  as  the  portion  of  the  departed  saint — "  To  depart 
and  be  with  Christ  is  far  better:" — "Absent  from  the 
body,  present  with  the  Lord  !  "  For  notwithstand- 
ing our  many  imperfections,  believers  are  already 
qualified  for  Heaven.  Thus  the  Apostle  calls  upon 
the  Colossians  to  "Give  thanks  unto  the Fatlier who 
hath  made  us  meet  to  be  partakers  of  the  inheritance 
of  the  saints  in  light." 
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I  ask,  fourthly— -la  not  the  church  of  Rome  self- 
contradictory  in  what  she  teaches  on  the  subject 
of  indulgences?  She  tells  us  that  purgatory  is 
necessary  to  purify  souls  not  destined  to  Hell,  but 
not  at  present  good  enough  for  Heaven.  Thousands 
of  years  of  suffering  may  be  needed  for  this  process! 
And  yet  the  simple  act  of  kissing  a  certain  cross, 
worshipping  at  a  certain  altar,  or  giving  a  small  sum 
of  money,  will  do  as  well !  One  of  their  own  noti- 
fications, just  quoted,  informs  us  of  eleven  thou- 
sand years  of  suffering  being  thus  commuted  !  If 
purgatory  be  necessary  to  purify,  certainly  these  in- 
dulgences must  be  delusive,  as  no  one  can  imagine 
that  compliance  with  such  easy  conditions  can  have 
an  equal  effect.  But  if  on  the  other  hand  these  in- 
dulgences are  efficacious,  what  becomes  of  the  doc- 
trine of  purgatory  ?  And  what  necessity  can  there 
be  for  a  future  period  of  thousands  of  years'  duration 
before  the  soul  can  be  fitted  for  Heaven,  when  such 
trivial  penances  in  the  present  life  can  answer 
same  purpose  ?  Moreover,  if  a  certain  prayer, 
kissing  a  cross,  can  purify  the  soul  equally  with  a 
certain  period  of  purgatorial  pains,  how  is  it  that 
the  very  same  act  performed  at  some  other  place, 
can  bo  equivalent  to  a  much  longer  period  ?  How 
is  it  that  at  one  altar  a  hundred  days  can  be  se- 
cured, and  at  another  altar,  eleven-thousand  years? 
How  is  it  that  the  same  act  at  the  same  place, 
is  often  so  \ery  differently  efficacious  on  different 
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days?  Romanists  may  say  it  is  unchari table,  lint 
surely  in  the  face  of  bo  much  that  is  unscrip- 
tural  and  self-contradictory,  they  cannot  deem  it 
surprising,  if  some  persons  slioulil  thiuk  that  the 
doctrine  of  indulgences  was  invented  for  the  pur- 
pose of  binding  the  souls  of  men  to  the  priesthood 
by  the  terrors  of  the  world  to  come,  and  of  securing 
an  unceasing  revenue  to  the  church  from  those  who 
would  think  no  sums  of  money  too  large,  for  the 
purchase  of  masses  to  deliver  their  own  souls,  or  their 
departed  friends,  from  purgatory. 

I  entreat  ray  Romanist  brother,  if  any  such  should 
peruse  these  p^ges,  to  compare  with  the  teaching  of 
his  Church,  the  following  doularutiuns  of  God  him- 
self, which  assure  every  penitent  sinner  who  frosts 
in  Jesus,  of  immediate,  full  and  unconditional  forgive- 
ness;  a  forgiveness  whiuli  '-innot  be  merited,  but  is 
freely  bestowed;  a  forgiveness  which  every  sinner 
can  obtain  for  himself  without  the  intervention  of 
any  Priest,  Jesus  himself  being  the  Great  High 
Priest  who  has  passed  into  the  heavens,  and  maketh 
intercession  for  transgressors;  a  forgiveness  which 
sets  us  free  from  all  the  penalty  of  sin;  which  makes 
us  the  friends,  the  children  of  God;  which  infuses 
into  every  true  believer  a  now  principle  of  love, 
prompting  him  to  a  willing,  joyful  obedience ;  a 
forgiveness  which  assures  him  of  endless  felicity,  not 
r  some  long  interval  of  punishment,  but  to  be 
ired  upon  at  the  very  moment  of  death. — "  God 
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bo  loved  the  world,  that  ho  gave  Mb  only  begotten 
Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  Him  should  not 
periah,  but  have  everlasting  life."  (John  iii.  16.) 
— "  The  hlood  of  Jesus  Christ  his  Son,  cleanseth  us 
from  all  sin." — (1  Johai-  7.) — "Come  unto  me  all  ye 
that  ltibour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you 
rest."— (Matt.  xi.  28.)— "  Tour  sins  and  iniquities 
will  I  remember  no  more." — (Heb.  viii.  12.) — 
"What  must  I  do  to  be  saved?  Believe  on  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  thou  shalt  he  saved." — (Acts 
xvi.  31.) — "He  bare  our  sins  in  his  own  body  on 
the  tree, — by  whose  stripes  we  axe  healed."  — 
(1  Peter  ii.  24.) — "  Being  jtsstitiild  by  faith,  we 
have  peace  with  God  through  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ." — (Bom.  v.  1.)— "There  is,  therefore,  now 
no  condemnation  to  them  which  are  in  Christ 
Jesus  !"— (Bom.  viii.  1.) 


"  0  how  unlike  tbo  complex  works  of  man 
Heaven's  easy,  artless,  unencumbered  plan 
Ko  meretricious  graces  to  beguile, 
No  clustering  ornaments  to  clog  the  pile, 
From  ostentation  its  from  weakness  free, 
It  elands  like  the  cscruLuiu  arch  we  see, 
Majestic  in  its  own  simplicity. 
Inscribed  above  tbo  portal,  from  afar 
Conspicuous,  as  the  brightness  of  a  star, 
Legible  only  by  the  light  thoy  give, 
Stand  the  aoul-quiokcning  words — 
BELIEVE  AND  LIVE  I"* 


CHAPTER  III. 

WORSHIP   OF  PICTURES  AND  IMAGES. 

Romanists  consider  that  pictures  and  statues  re- 
presenting Christ  and  the  saints,  may  profitably  be 
employed  as  aids  to  devotion.  They  deny  in  theory 
that  these  images  are  themselves  worshipped ;  but 
they  ought  not  to  feel  surprised  if  in  the  eyes  of 
lookers-on,  their  practice  seems  to  contradict  their 
profession.  For  the  external  homage  they  pay  these 
pieces  of  canvas,  wood,  and  stone,  is  exactly  what  it 
would  be  if  idolatry  were  intended.  The  reader  is 
reminded  of  the  description  given  on  page  296 
of  the  statue  of  St.  Peter,  and  of  the  homage  paid  it 
by  the  Pope  and  Cardinals,  who  reverently  kneel 
before  it,  kiss  its  toe,  aad  place  their  heads  under  its 
foot.  The  following  additional  facts  will  further 
illustrate  this  development  of  Romanism. 

In  the  Borghesc  chapel  of  St.  M.  Maggiore,  is  a 
"  miraculous  picture  "  of  the  Virgin,  which  a  Papal 
bull  on  the  wall  declares  to  be  an  authentic  work  of 
St.  Luke  the  Evangelist,  and  that  those  who  visit  it 
on  certain  days,  may  obtain  the  remission  of  all  sins. 
A  history  of  it,  published  in  Rome  by  authority, 
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states  tnat  during  a  pestilence,  in  the  pontificate  of 
Gregory  the  Great,  prayers  and  fastings  ha  ring 
proved  ineffectual,  application  was  made  to  the 
Mother  of  God  herself,  and  this  picture  being 
solemnly  carriod  to  S.  Peter's,  the  plague  was  stayed 
in  all  the  streets  through  which  it  passed  !  So  re- 
cently as  1835,  it  was  home  in  procession  by  the 
Pope  and  Cardinals,  who  offered  incense  to  it,  for  the 
purpose  of  arresting  the  cholera! 

In  the  crypt  of  St.  Peter's,  I  s,iw  a  picture  of  the 
Virgin,  below  which  was  a  stone  with  three  holes, 
guarded  by  iron  bars.  The  sacristan  told  me  that 
the  picture  having  been  impiously  struck,  three  drops 
rf  blood  flowed  from  the  cheek,  and  that  the  hole* 
had  been  produced  by  the  ringers  of  faithful  pilgrims, 
who,  in  honor  to  the  Virgin,  were  accustomed  to 
touch  the  marks  of  her  blood.  In  the  church  of  St. 
Maria  del  Orto,  we  were  shewn  another  miraculous 
picture  of  the  Virgin.  The  sacristan  told  us  that  all 
prayers  offered  before  it,  were  answered.  I  asked 
if  any  cures  had  really  been  thus  effected.  He  re- 
plied, emphatically — "  Molto !  roolto !  " 

In  the  centre  of  the  church  of  Domine  Quo  Vadia, 
is  a  plaister  figure  of  our  Lord,  the  right  foot  of 
which,  having  boon  kmed  off,  has  been  replaced  by 
one  of  brass !  Near  the  altar  is  another  figure,  most 
terrible  to  look  at.  The  features  and  whole  aspect 
reminded  me  painfully  of  a  dressed  up  baboon!  Yet  it 
is  designed  for  Christ,  who  is  represented  on  one  k 
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bending  under  the  cross,  his  face  spotted  with  red 
paint  to  imitate  blood  flowing  frotn  the  lacerated  fore- 
bead,  which  wears  a  real  crown  of  thorns.  It  is 
dressed  in  real  clothes,  and  the  red  tunic  iB  fastened 
by  a  cord  as  a  girdle.  We  never  Siiw  anything  from 
which  we  turned  away  with  so  much  disgust,  as  from 
this  horrible  caricature.  This  image  receives  the 
devout  adoration  of  multitudes  of  pilgrims! 

In  the  church  of  St.  Agostino,  is  a  marble  group 
of  the  Madonna  and  Christ,  which  is  regarded  with 
extraordinary  veneration  by  the  Roman  people.  We 
did  not  ourselves  seo  it,  but  Sir  G.  Head  informs  us 
that  the  Madonna  is  covered  with  jewels  from  head 
to  foot,  sparkling  in.  the  rays  of  many  lamps,  which 
ire  always  burning  bcfoie  it— that  a  crown  of  a 
double  baud  of  diamonds  is  on  its  head,  half  a  dozen 
diamond  necklaces  round  the  neck,  as  many  diamond 
rings  as  can  be  crammed  on  the  fingers,  and  diamonds 
and  other  precious  stones  stuck  at  hazard  in  the  folds 
of  the  drapery.  The  statue  of  Christ  is  also  adorned 
with  jewels,  but  not  so  profusely.  The  front  of  the 
niche  is  surrounded  by  not  fewer  than  one  thousand 
blades  of  knives  and  daggers,  the  deudly  implements 
of  repentaut  assassins! — while  the  neighbouring  piers 
»re  covered  with  "silver  votive  hearts,  amounting  to 
no  less  a  multitude  than  would  fill  an  ordinary  wag- 
gon." In  front  of  these  images,  persons  may  at  all 
mes  be  seen  kneeling  in  devotion. 
There  is  a  religious   ceremony  of    the    Romish 
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Church  called  the  "  Coronation  of  the  Virgin."*  An 
image  ia  on  this  occasion  decked  out  in  velvet,  gold, 
and  jewels,  enthroned  on  the  altar,  and  solemnly 
crowned  hy  the  PrieRts.  "  There  i 
and  ducking  It;  burning  incense  to  it; 
dies  to  it;  bowing  and  kneeling  before  it;  the  utter- 
ance of  prayer  before  it;  the  crowning  it — everything 
in  short  that  could  be  done,  if  the  special  object  wh 
the  religious  worship  and  adoration  of  the  image 
itaelf ;  as  if  the  ancient  heathens  of  Rome  were  again 
worshipping  and  adoring  one  of  the  ancient  image* 
of  their  heathen  goddepses."|  The  authorized  liturgi- 
cal service  for  it,  is  entitled  "The  Coronation  of 
Images."  In  un  official  account  of  the  ceremony  the 
following  passage  occurs — "As  by  our  hands  thou 
art  crowned  on  earth,  so  may  we  deserve  to  be 
crowned  through  thee,  by  Jesus  Christ  thy  son,  with 
glory,  and  honour  in  the  heavens." 

The  Bambino.  J — The  painfiilly  interesting  account 
which  Mr  Seymour  gives  of  the  Bambino,  made  us 
anxious  to  see  it.  It  belongs  to  the  church  of  Am 
Coali,  on  the  Capitol.  We  were  conducted  into  the 
sneristry,  where  our  attendant  monk,  with  great 
solemnity,  unlocked  a  closet,  whence  he  brought  out 

•  The  author  of  "Home  Papm  and  Pupal,"  taM  wry  cl«riy  »b*w» 

thr  identity  or   many  erf  tin'  i-rlii-inni  wivrn, ,■,!.■■■  ,,| I.  ri,  uitli  luon 

i*s  to  toe  Boil    -  '■:■■  righi  hind." 

Uow  Bimilur  l»  tin'  Ji'fifi-^i'  n.iiil  u,  tit-1  iniil^i'  .rf'  Si.    I'eti-r  !     Curuiim 
aurtmat  Jim  ton  .1  >n  '''t,,ii.ilL  in  rnitliiat,  -.ivh  I.ivv.    Ami  theigutfi 
of  St.  Peter,  uu  tlte  tijyof  his  fete,  Juu  a  crown  un  liis  Ik-u.i,"  it. 
tHoQjrt  Seymour,    t  Bambino,  i»  lite  Italian  word  for  ■■infant" 
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a  box,  which  he  carefully  opened,  and  displayed  to 
us  a  little  wooden  doll,  dressed  like  all  the  Roman 
infants,  with  the  legs  wrapped  close  together.  It 
was  one  mass  of  jewels !  Emeralds,  sapphires, 
amethysts  and  topazes,  combined  with  diamonds  of 
extraordinary  size  and  brilliancy,  in  ornamenting 
this  ugly  little  image !  Its  diminutive  fingers  were 
crowded  with  diamond  rings !  One  ornament  alone 
contained  a  hundred  and  sixty- two  diamonds  set  in 
silver! 

Once  a  year,  on  the  summit  of  the  lofty  marble 
steps  which  lead  up  to  the  church,  a  hundred  priests 
and  monks,  in  splendid  vestments,  hold  up  this  figure 
amid  the  blaze  of  torches,  to  the  thousands  who 
crowd  the  ascent  and  the  street  below — the  soldiers 
presenting  arms,  and  all  the  people  uncovering,  and 
kneeling  towards  it  in  adoration  !  This  is  done 
three  times.  The  image  is  then  carried  into  the 
church,  and  placed  on  the  altar,  where,  after  receiv- 
ing the  homage  of  the  priests,  it  is  raised  three 
times  before  the  people,  who,  as  on  the  outside,  fall 
prostrate  before  it !  The  American  resident  clergy- 
man told  me  he  himself  witnessed  this  ceremony,  on 
the  preceding  Christmas ! 

An  account  of  this  "  miraculous  image,"  pub- 
lished at  Borne  by  authority,  states  that  it  was  carved 
at  Jerusalem,  by  a  Franciscan  monk,  from  olive  wood 
of  the  Mount  of  Olives;  that  lacking  appropriate 
paints,  he  betook  himself  to  prayer  and  fasting; 


and  that  on  awaking  one  morning,  ho  found  it  1 
miraculously  assumed  the  colour  of  flesh ;  that  be 
bent  before  the  sacred  image  in  adoration,  and  re- 
solved to  transport  it  to  Ara  Cceli ;  that  the  ship  wai 
wrecked,  but  the  case  containing  this  prodigy  wm 
washed  up  at  Livorno;  that  being  conveyed  to  Rome, 
it  was  reverenced  by  the  people,  who  all  sought  and  : 
obtained  grace  from  it;  that  some  devout  lady  taking 
it  to  her  house,  it  "  miraculously  returned  to  fee 
church,  ringing  all  the  bells  of  the  churches  and  con- 
Yen  ts  as  on  a  festival,  without  any  person  touching 
them ;  that,  therefore,  it  was  venerated  and  enriched 
by  the  faithful  with  jewels;  that  it  is  carried  to  the 
iick  whenever  required;  aud  that  '  every  one  udmina 
the  graces,  which  every  day  the  Iloly  Child  Jesus, 
represented  in  this  little  image,  imparts  to  the  truly 
devout.'  It  is  generally  believed  to  ensure  a  safe 
delivery  to  women  in  their  confinement.  It  is  always 
accompanied  by  some  monks,  in  a  state-coaeh  for  its 
special  use,  aud  the  people  uncover  and  kneel  as  it 
passes  along.  Of  course,  a  fee  is  expected,  and  thus 
a  considerable  revenue  is  realized.  The  monk  who 
was  exhibiting  it,  told  me  in  reply  to  my  inquiry, 
that  it  very  frequently  was  taken  out,  and  that  it 
had  gone  to  two  ladies  that  very  morning ! 

Again  I  ask  Romanists  to  consider,  whether  their 
Church  does  not  directly  transgress  the  word  of  God  ? 
Can  this  sanction  of  image-worship  be  reconciled 
with  the  emphatic  language  of  the  second  command- 
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stent  ? — "  Thou  shalt  not  make  unto  thee  any  graven 
image,  or  any  likeness  of  anything  that  is  in  heaven 
above,  or  that  is  in  the  earth  beneath,  or  that  is  in 
the  water  under  the  earth :  thou  shalt  not  bow  down 
thyself  to  them  nor  serve  them  ! "  Is  it  surprising 
that  many  Bomanist  versions  of  the  ten  command- 
ments should  omit  these  words  altogether,  and  that 
flie  number  ten  should  be  preserved  by  designating 
as  the  ninth  commandment, — "thou  shalt  not  covet 
thy  neighbour  s  wife," — and  as  the  tenth, — "  Thou 
shalt  not  covet  thy  neighbour's  goods  ?  "  I  repeat 
what  I  have  said  on  a  former  page,  that  the  defence 
urged  by  "  enlightened  Catholics  "  is  the  very  same 
which  enlightened  Pagans  would  have  urged,  when 
the  multitude  bowed  before  the  image  of  Jupiter ; 
and  is  the  very  defence  urged  in  the  present  day  by 
the  Brahmins.  No  intelligent  person  ever  believed 
that  a  bit  of  wood  is  the  creator  of  the  universe.  But 
that  the  Creator  can  be  worshipped  through  such  a 
medium  or  symbol,  has  always  been  the  idolatry  of 
the  thoughtful  few,  while  the  superstitious  multitude 
hare  adored  the  idol  itself.  The  stringent  terms  of 
the  second  commandment  were  directed  against  what 
was  substantially  the  very  same  practise,  supported 
by  the  very  same  apology,  and  having  the  very  same 
effect  on  the  multitude,  as  the  image-worship  of 
Bomanism. 

As  I  thought  on  these  developments  of  Bomanism, 
the  words  of  the  old  Hebrew  Prophets  recurred 
powerful]?  to  my  memory — 


SCO  BCEIPITIRAL    BESCKIPTIOM    OF    IBOLATKY. 

"The  customs  of  tlie  people  are  vain:  for  one 
cutteth  a  tree  out  of  the  forest  (the  work  of  the 
hands  of  the  workman)  with  the  axe  :  they  deck  it 
with  silver  and  gold :  they  must  needs  be  borne 
because  they  cannot  go !  Be  not  afraid  of  them,  for 
they  cannot  do  evil,  neither  also  is  it  in  them  to  A> 
good."     (Jer.  x.  3—5.) 

"He  plan te th.  an  ash,  and  the  rain  doth  nourish 
it.  Then  shall  it  be  for  a  man  to  burn :  yea  he 
kindleth  it  and  baketh  bread :  yea  he  maketh  a  God, 
and  worshippoth  it :  ho  burnetii  part  thereof  on  ths 
fire:  he  roasteth  roast  and  is  satisfied,  yea  he- 
wanneth  himself  ami  saith  '  Aha !  I  am  warm,  I  have 
seen  the  tire.*  And  the  residue  thereof  ho  maketh 
a  God,  even  his  graven  image  :  lie  falioth  down  unto 
it,  and  saith  Deliver  me,  for  thou  art  my  God ! 
Neither  is  there  understanding  to  say—'  Shall  I  fall 
down  to  the  stock  of  a  tree  ?  He  feodeth  on  ashes  i 
a  deceived  heart  hath  turned  him  aside,  that  he 
cannot  deliver  his  soul,  nor  say — Is  there  not  a  liu 
in  my  right  hand  ?  "     (Is.  sliv.) 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  MEDIATOBSHTP  OF  THE  VIRGIN  AND  OTHEE  SAINTS. 

It  is  a  tenet  of  the  Romish  Church,  that  adoration  is 
to  be  paid  to  the  Virgin  Mary  and  to  the  Saints ;  but 
intelligent  defenders  of  that  Church  deny  that  this 
homage  is  of  the  same  kind,  as  that  paid  to  the 
Divine  Being,  or  that  the  mediation  of  the  Saints 
is  independent  of  the  mediation  of  the  Son  of  God. 
How  far  the  practices  of  Romanism  are  calculated  to 
make  homage  to  the  Saints,  and  dependence  upon 
their  aid,  occupy  in  the  minds  of  the  multitude  that 
place  which,  if  we  would  avoid  idolatry,  must  be 
reserved  for  God  alone,  the  following  examples  may 
serve  to  illustrate. 

In  the  church  of  "  Jesus  and  Mary,"  in  the  Corso, 
I  copied  from  an  ornamental  board,  the  following 
prayer :  "  Mary  Mother  of  Grace,  Mary  Mother  of 
Mercy,  protect  us  from  the  enemy,  and  receive  us 
at  the  hour  of  death."  In  front  of  an  altar  where 
Mass  was  being  performed,  illuminated  with  many 
candles,  was  a  framed  notice  to  this  effect : — 

"  In  order  to  increase  devotion  towards  the  most  holy  Mary, 
of  Divine  Help,  there  is  formed,  by  license  of  his  Eminence 
Cardinal  Vicaro,  Sept.  26,  1796,  a  pious  association  of  persons 
of  both  sexes,  who  will  participate  in  spiritual  blessings,  oy  con- 
tributing something  to  celebrate  her  festival  with  pomp  .    .    . 
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Six  masses  per  month  will  he  celebrated  according  to  the  in- 
tention of  the  union.  On  the  day  when  it  shall  please  till 
Lord  to  call  fr>  him-i-if  ;iny  TiK^nlier  of  Ihc  union,  on  the  heire 
sc!inlin->  a  ciTliScali?  of  the  death,  a  mass  will  be  immediately 
chanted  fur  his  soul.     .     .     .    The  Supreme  Pontiff,  P.  Pio, 


On  the  church  of  St.  Maria  Libcratrice,  ("Holy 
Mary  the  Deliverer")  in  the  Forum,  we  read,  in 
conspicuous  letters,  exposed  to  public  view,  the  fol- 
lowing prayer — "  Sancta  Maria,  libera  nos  a  precis 
infemi."  Here  Mary  ia  invoked  to  deliver  the 
worshipper  from  hell !  Is  not  this  prayer  of  the 
very  same  kind  as  is  offered  to  Christ  ?  And  is  not 
Mary  asked  to  do,  what  can  be  done  alone  by  Jesus, 
of  whom  we  know  that— "  neither  is  there  salvation 
in  any  other,  for  there  is  no  other  name  given  among 
men  whereby  we  must  be  saved." 

In  the  church  of  Ara  Ccali,  at  an  altar  decorated 
with  many  votive  offerings,  I  copied  an  inscription, 
stating  that  every  mass  celebrated  there,  liberated 
one  soul  from  Purgatory.  Above  the  altar  are  the 
words  Eefugium  Peceatorum.  At  the  side  is  bung 
a  framed  card,  on  which  is  printed,  in  Italian,  for 
the  use  of  worshippers,  the  following — 

"  Prayer  to  the  most  holy  Wary,  refuge  for  sinner*,  for  ob- 
taining a  Rood  death.  t>  Mary,  -«-<>,.t  Uefuge  of  itiwiUt 
sinners,  when  my  soul  must  depart  from  this  world,  my  meetert 
Mother,  by  that  grief  which,  you  felt  in  assisting  at  tbe  death  nl 
your  San  upon  the  eras  for  three  continual  hours,  astist  m* 
then  with  your  compassion  ;  keep  from  me  the  infernal  encmin  , 
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and  come  dear  Mother  to  take  to  yourself  my  soul,  and  present 
it  to  the  eternal  Judge.  0  my  Queen,  do  not  abandon  me. 
You,  after  Jesus,  are  my  refuge,  and  you  have  to  be  my  comfort 
in  that  terrible  passage.  Pray  to  your  Son  to  grant  me,  in  his 
goodness,  to  die  while  embracing  your  feet,  and  to  breathe  out 
my  soul  into  the  wound  of  his  heart,  saying — Jesus !  Mary !  I 
give  you  my  heart  and  my  soul !  My  Jesus,  for  the  love  of  the 
most  holy  Mary,  our  Mother,  our  refuge,  have  mercy !    Amen  ! 

It  will  be  observed  that  in  this  prayer,  Mary  is 
appealed  to  as  able  to  secure  to  the  suppliant,  a 
happy  death,  to  take  to  herself  the  departing  soul, 
and  to  present  it  to  the  Judge  of  all !  Let  the 
reader  judge  how  much  this  is  in  harmony  with  the 
Saviour's  words,  "I  will  come  again  and  take  you  to 
myself:  "  or  with  the  example  of  the  first  martyr — 
"  Lord  Jesus  receive  my  spirit :  "  or  with  the  ascrip- 
tion of  the  Apostle  Jude — "  Now  unto  him  who  is 
able  to  keep  you  from  falling,  and  to  present  you 
faultless  before  the  presence  of  his  glory  with  exceeding 
joy,  to  the  only  wise  God  our  Saviour,  be  glory  and 
majesty,  dominion  and  power,  both  now  and  ever, 
Amen."  Is  not  this  practically  to  put  Mary  into 
the  place  of  Jesus,  and  to  transfer  to  a  creature  the 
homage  and  dependence  due  only  to  "  the  Mighty 
God  our  Saviour  ?  "  Jesus  is  indeed  appealed  to  at 
the  end,  but  as  if  His  own  love  was  inferior  to  that  of 
His  Mother,  he  is  asked,  for  her  sake,  to  be  merciful ! 
How  little  can  they  who  framed  such  a  prayer,  and 
they  who  use  it,  know  the  "  exceeding  riches  of  the 
grace"  of  Him  who  said,  "As  the  Father  hath 
loved  me,  so  have  I  loved  you,"  whose  love,  there- 
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fore,  as  far  surpasses  that  of  Mary  as  his  own  divine 
nature  exceeds  anything  created,  the  difference  being 
nothing  less  than  infinity !  How  little  can  they 
"  comprehend  with  all  saints,  what  is  the  length  and 
breadth  and  depth  and  height  of  the  love  of  Christ, 
which  passcth  knowledge!"  If  "it  hath  pleased 
the  Father  that  in  him  should  dwell,  all  fullness"  of 
pardoning  love, — what  can  be  more  opposed  to  the 
truth  of  the  blessed  Gospel,  than  appealing  to  Christ, 
not  on  the  ground  of  his  own  infinite  compassion, 
but  on  that  of  the  derived  and  limited  tenderness  of 
his  Mother,  as  though  hers  might  prevail  when  his 
own  failed ! 

In  the  same  church  I  saw  this  announcement,  and 
shuddered  while  I  copied  it:— "By  reciting  the 
three  following  ejaculations,  three  hundred  days  of 
indulgence  are  obtained: — Jesus,  Joseph,  and  Mary, 
with  all  my  heart  I  give  you  my  soul !  Jesus,  Joseph, 
and  Mary,  assist  me  in  the  last  agony !  Jesus,  Joseph, 
and  Mary,  may  my  soul  depart  in  peace  with  you  !  " 
In  this  petition,  the  very  same  words  are  addressed 
to  Mary,  and  even  to  Joseph,  as  to  our  Divine 
Saviour.  To  Joseph  and  Mary  equally  with  Jesus, 
the  sinner  offers  up  bis  soul !  Joseph  and  Mary 
equally  with  Jesus,  are  invoked  to  render  aid  at  the 
hour  of  death,  and  to  grant  a  peaceful  entrance  into 
eternity  !  "What  then  becomes  of  the  defence,  some- 
times urged  against  the  charge  of  blasphemy,  that 
the  prayers  presented  to  the  Virgin  are  not  the 
same  kind  o£  p^cre  Wnxria  as*,  ot&red  to  God  ? 


My  attention  was  attracted  by  a  la 
votive  paintings,  which  were  suspended  around  an 
altar  dedicated  to  St.  Anthony  of  I'adua.  These  re- 
presented, in  the  rudest  fashion,  all  sorts  of  wonder- 
ful escapes.  There  were  people  tumbling  down 
precipices,  driven  over  by  carriages,  pursued  by 
buffaloes,  attacked  by  banditti,  swept  away  by  tor- 
rents, bricklayers  falling  from  scaffoldings,  and  sick 
persons  in  all  kinds  of  terrible  ailments.  In  one  of 
the  upper  corners  of  theso  wretched  daubs,  was  a 
figure  of  St.  Anthony,  to  whose  intercession  the 
persons  thus  endangered  owed  their  deliverance.  In 
some  instances  he  is  alone ;  in  others  he  is  repre- 
sented, interceding  with  the  Virgin ;  in  a  very  few, 
the  figure  of  Christ  is  between  them.  A  tablet  is 
the  wall,  with  a  Latin  inscription  to 


"  If  you  are  in  quest  of  miracles,— death,  error, 
dtril,   leprosy,    fly:    the   siek   rise   up   healthy." 


perish,  eh 
Padnanis 


e  fails :  s»  they  who  experience  relate,  so  the 


Must  not  the  practical  effect  of  such  teaehing  as 
this,  be  to  encourage  men  to  seek  in  tiineB  of  danger, 
the  protection  of  a  fellow-creature,  rather  than  that 
of  the  Creator  ?  Will  not  the  saint  occupy  the  place 
in  the  mind,  which  should  be  reserved  only  for  the 
Saviour  ?  And  is  not  that  Being  practically  our  God, 
whose  presence,  though  unseen,  we  habitually  invoke. 
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and  on  whose  assistance  we  rely  in  the  daily  exigen- 
cies of  actual  life  ?  But  what  saya  the  Scripture  1 
"  God  is  our  refuge  and  strength,  a  very  present 
help  ia  trouble.  The  Lord  of  Hosts  is  with,  us,  the 
God  of  Jacob  is  our  refuge.  I  will  say  of  the  Lord 
no  is  my  refuge  and  my  fortress  :  my  God,  in  Jlim 
will  I  trust.  Surely  he  shall  deliver  thee  from  the 
snore  of  the  fowler,  and  from  the  noisome  pestilence. 
He  shall  call  upon  me,  and  I  will  answer  iiim,  I  will 
be  with  liim  in  trouble,  I  will  deliver  him  and 
honour  him ! " 

In  the  church  of  St.  Sabina,  we  saw  a  picture  of 
"The  Virgin  of  the  Rosary,"  in  which  the  infant 
Jesus  is  presenting  a  rosary  to  St.  Catharine  of 
Sienna,  while  the  Virgin  gives  another  to  St. 
Dominic.  The  rosaiy  contains  fifty-five  beads,  of 
which  fifty  stand  for  so  many  repetitions  of  "'Hull 
Mary,"  each  tenth  bead  being  followed  by  one  of  a 
different  kind,  for  "  Our  Father."  It  is  in  general 
use  by  Romanists,  while  performing  their  private 
devotions,  and  is  often  gone  through  several  times. 
For  every  five  repetitions  of  the  Lord's  prayer,  there 
are  fifty  addresses  to  the  Virgin,  and  in  this  picture, 
the  Saviour,  as  an  infant,  ia  represented  as  sanction- 
ing this  worship  of  bis  mother,  by  giving  a  rosary  to 
a  saint,  who  lived  thirteen  centuries  after  hit  resur- 
rection ! 

In  the  church  of  S.  IT.  Liberatrice,  in  the  Forum, 
we  read  in  large  letters — "Sancta  Haria,  libera  noa  a 


"COME  WITH  B0LD3TESS  TO   MABT."  357 

poBnis  inferni — (Holy   Mary,    deliver  us  from  the 
pains  ofheli  !  )    The  church  of  St  Maria  in  Gratia, 
is  within  a  few  yards  of  the  Vatican.     Within  the 
door,  close  to  the  entrance,  I  read  the  announcement 
of  a  plenary  indulgence  to  be  obtained  there  every 
day,  for  ever.    A  little  farther  on,  I  saw  a  multitude 
of  votive  tablets  representing  deliverances  from  fire 
and  flood,  pestilence,  and  murder,  as  effected  by  the 
aid  of  the  Virgin,  who  invariably  appears  in  the 
corner  of  the  painting,  coming  forth  from  the  clouds. 
Seeing  a  woman  reverently  kiss  a  small  print  on  the 
wall,  I  went  up  to  examine  it.     Beneath  a  rude  pic- 
ture of  the  Virgin,  was  this  prayer—"  Maria  mater 
Gratiae,  mater  misericordiae,  tu  nos  ab  hoste  protege, 
et  mortis  hora  suscipe."     ("  Mary,  mother  of  grace, 
mother  of  mercy,  protect  us  from  the  enemy,  and 
receive  us  in  the  hour  of  death.")     On  the  side  of  it 
was  another  prayer  in  Italian,  thus  invoking  her — 
"  0  true  source  of  life,  0  perennial  fountain  of  all 
our  grace,  great  Queen  of  Heaven,  most  holy  Mary 
extend  to  me  the  strong  arm  of  thy  most  availing 
protection,"  &c.     Distressing  as  it  was,  to  see  such 
obvious  proofs  of  worship  paid  to  a  fellow-creature, 
still  more  painful  was  the  following  parody  of  Holy 
Scripture,  placed  in  large  letters  on  the  front  of  the 
church,  applying  to  the  Virgin  the  very  words  in  which 
the  Bible  invites  us  to  offer  prayer  to  God,  and  thus 
distorting  His  word  into  an  authority  for  what  it  so 
unequivocally  condemns.      "Adeamus  cum  fiducia 
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ad  thronum  virginie  Maria?,  ut  gratiaru  inveniamus 
in  auxilio  opportune"  Let  in  tome  holdly  to  the 
throne  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  that  we  may  find  graet  to 
help  in  time  of  need  ! 

Ib  this  a  solitary  instance  ?  Can  it  be  excused  as 
jiti  accident,  for  which  the  Church  of  Rome  is  not 
responsible  ?  St.  Donaventure  is  a  saint  canonized 
by  that  church.  During  the  last  eighteen  years  a 
Psalter  has  been  published  by  authority,  in  Rome, 
bearing  hiB  name.  It  is  quoted  as  his,  in  the  "  glories 
of  Mary,"  authorized  by  Cardinal  Wiseman.*  A 
devout  and  conscientious  priest,  to  whom  I  spoke  of 
it,  aB  illustrating  the  tinscriptural  tendencies  of  his 
Church,  instead  of  repudiating  it,  as  I  expected, 
assured  me  that  he  used  it  with  great  spiritual  bene- 
fit !  From  an  English  edition  of  it,  by  the  Rev.  Dr. 
dimming,  I  malte  the  following  extracts. 

"Psalm  xvt.— Preserve  me,  0  Lady,  1  have  hope  in  thee, 
&c.  lii. — The  iicuvciis  ilrdjir  fliy  jjlury,  1 1  Virgin  Mary,  and 
tie  'palm  of  thy  perfumu  is  spread  over  all  nations.  Aspire 
towards  her,  iviiii'lciii)^  sinner-;  she  will  conduct  you  to  tin 
gate  of  indulgence,  fte.  xiv.— Unto  thee,  0  lady,  do  I  lift  up 
my  soul!  &e.  xivii. — 0  Lady,  rosy  the  glon  •■'■ 
nance  be  my  light,  to.  inxii.  — TiK-eil  jli-o  tliey  who  cherish 
thee  in  their  heard.,  (I  Virgin  Mary  ;  their  tins  will  be  merci- 
fully effaced  by  thee,  Ac.  ixiiv. — I  will  bless  our  l.ndy  at  all 
times,  and  never  ahull  her  praise  depart  from  my  mouth,  ice, 
ilii. — As  the  hart  paiiti'tli  iil'trr  the  w.iltr-uni.ik,  so  panteth  my 
soul  after  thy  love,  blessed  Virgin,  &c.    ilri. — 0  Lady,  Ihou 

■  "The  Psalter  of  9.  Ron  avori  lure  in  ill  the  Vatican  Edition  of  Bom- 

1B5I,  imltliilieii  at  Kumr.  I'rcllxed  to  Ilii  Mm  Pn«lm,  which  began 
"  B:i«i.«'d  if.  tin:  rami  '.lint  f.-lif  I.-  ic-  Ihv  n.isur,   O    Mm  l,  Ilii  prut-'-  lill 

comfort  his  sou!,"  ;<n-  Mir-  r. .1 1 — i , , i:  worj-,  whk'ti  1  tr, 

Paulina  ore  taken  from  tlie  Work  of  M.  [laiiiiv.iuurc,  enlillrd  ill* 
Psalter  of  the  We™  '  '.  ,uw ."  1'ieflied  to  the  whole  in  on  iiidulaxiM 
ofl'iusVIl,  tt|.ptoi\iulu\\tim. v 


PSAXTKB  OF  B.    BOITATENTUBE.  359 

ay  refuge  in  all  our  necessities,  &c.  li. — Have  pity  upon 
0  Lady,  thou  who  art  called  the  mother  of  merey ;  and  by 
lepths  of  thy  mercy,  purify  me  from  all  mine  iniquities,  &c 
i. — Let  Mary  arise,  and  let  her  enemies  he  scattered ;  let 
i  all  he  crushed  heneath  her  feet,  &c.  lxix. — Save  me,  0 
ft  because  the  waters  of  lust  have  risen  to  my  soul,  &c. 
i. — Truly  the  God  of  Israel  is  good  to  those  who  honour 
revere  nis  Mother,  &c.  lxxxih. — How  amiable  are  thy 
rnacles,  0  Lady  of  virtues,  &c.  xci. — He  who  dwells  in  the 
dence  of  the  Mother  of  God,  shall  abide  under  her  protec- 
&c  xcii. — It  is  a  good  thing  to  confess  the  Virgin  Mary ; 
to  sing  of  her  glory  is  the  happiness  of  the  soul,  &c.  ex. — 
Lord  has  said  to  our  Lady :  my  mother,  sit  thou  on  my 
t  hand,  &c.  exxxix. — Lady,  thou  hast  searched  me,  and 
hast  known  me,  &c.  cl. — Praise  our  Lady  in  her  holiness; 
le  her  in  her  virtue  and  her  miracles,  &c.  Hymn  (imita- 
the  Te  Deum) — We  praise  thee,  Mother  of  God ;  we  ac- 
vledge  thee  to  be  Virgin  Mary.  All  the  earth  doth  worship 
,  the  spouse  of  the  Eternal  Father,  &c.  Thee  every  angelic 
ture  proclaims  with  a  unceasing  voice.  Holy,  holy,  holy, 
y,  Mother  of  God,  Mother  and  Virgin,  &c.  Make  us,  0 
8  Virgin,  to  be  numbered  with  thy  saints  in  glory  ever- 
ng.  It  is  in  thee,  sweet  Mary,  that  we  hope ;  defend  us 
ughout  eternity,  &c." 

from  the  facts  recorded  in  this  chapter,  it  is  evi- 

t  that  the  Romish  Church  sanctions  the  offering 

jraise  and  prayer  to  the  Virgin,  as  a  deliverer  not 

y  from  temporal  calamities,  but  from  the  guilt 

.  punishment  of  sin  in  the  future  world.     It  is 

>  evident  that  petitions  are  addressed  to  her  of  the 
y  same  nature,  and  expressed  in  the  very  same 
rds,  as  those  which  are  offered  to  Christ.     It  is 

>  clear  that  to  her  is  applied  the  language  which 
Holy  Scripture  has  reference  only  to  the  Divine 
ng.  The  Church  of  Rome  forbids  the  general  use 
the  Bible,  on  the  pretext  that  the  unlearned  may 
yert  it  from  its  true  meaning.     Could  any  per- 
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version  be  greater  than  her  own  ?  And  can  we 
wonder  that  she  forbids  a  book  so  utterly  destitute 
of  any  authority  for  such  worship  to  the  Virgin,  so 
distinctly  condemnatory  of  it  r-  The  Church  of  Home 
claims  infallibility.  Is  not  this  illustration  of  her 
teaching,  a  auilick-uL  disproof  of  such  ;i  claim  ? 

But  there  must  bo  some  latent  truth  in  every  error 
which  baa  taken  deep  and  extensive  hold  on  men. 
This  worship  of  Mary  proclaims  man's  conscious 
need  of  a  Mediator.  An  infinite  God  is  unapproach- 
able, incomprehensible.  He  is  too  far  removed  for 
sympathy.  We  need  the  distance  broken — we 
want  a  Being  in  whom  we  can  confide  our  daily 
cares— whom  we  can  repose  on  and  love,  as  in  some 
measure  feeling  as  we  feel.  This  is  the  secret  of 
Paganism.  The  one  Infinito  Spirit,  is  worshipped 
through  lesser  divinities,  whom  their  votaries  con- 
ceive of  as  more  nearly  allied  to  themselves.  It  is  this 
same  necessity  which  gives  to  the  homage  of  the 
Virgin  and  the  Saints,  its  strong  power  on  the  human 
heart.  The  error  is,  not  in  looking  for  some  Mediator, 
but  neglecting  that  One  whom  God  himself  lias  or- 
dained. The  want  has  been  met  in  the  Gospel  of 
"God  manifest  in  the  flesh,"  in  such  away,  that 
while  confidence  and  love  are  awakened,  wo  cannot 
be  in  danger  of  idolatry,  by  practically  making  any 
mere  created  being  our  God.  The  Man  to  whom 
sympathy  draws  us  in  adoring  love,  is  also  the 
TVOBD,  who  was  in  the  beginning  with  God,  and 
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was  God,  and  by  whom  all  things  were  made.  For 
the  Mediator  whom  Divine  Wisdom  has  constituted, 
the  Komish  Church  has  substituted  the  Virgin  and 
the  Saints.  Though  it  is  pretended  these  are  only 
secondary,  yet  it  is  obvious  that,  practically,  they 
occupy  the  Saviour's  place  in  the  minds  of  the  mul- 
titude. Besides,  if  it  be  wrong  to  worship  any  other 
being,  not  only  to  the  exclusion  of,  but  in  addition 
to,  the  One  God ;  so  also  is  it  wrong  to  acknowledge 
any  other  Mediator  than  Christ.  The  command — 
"thou  shalt  worship  the  Lord  thy  God,  and  Him 
only  shalt  thou  serve,"  is  not  more  emphatic  than 
the  declaration—"  there  is  One  God,  and  One  Medi- 
ator  between  God  and  men,  the  man  Christ  Jesus." 
(  1  Tim.  ii.  5.) 

But  if  Bomanists  have  erred  in  acknowledging 
the  Mediatorship  of  Mary,  have  not  some  Protes- 
tants erred  in  not  sufficiently  exalting  the  Mediator- 
ship  of  Jesus?  In  contending  against  the  heresy 
which  denies  his  Divinity,  have  wo  not  too  much 
overlooked  his  Humanity?  Christ  came  into  the 
world  as  the  revealer  of  the  Invisible.  He  came 
to  shew  us,  in  circumstances  and  actions  we 
could  understand— in  the  life,  trials,  duties,  death, 
and  resurrection  of  a  man,  what  is  the  character  of 
Him  whom  we  worship,— that  "  God  is  love."  He 
touched  the  leper,  and  blessed  little  children  and 
made  glad  the  heart  of  the  widow  of  Nain,— and 
said  to  the  weeping  penitent,  "  thy  sins  be  forgiven 
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thee,"  and  looking  round  on  a  crowd  of  souls  op- 
pressed with  guilt  and  sorrow,  said — "  Come  iintn 
me,  and  I  will  give  you  rest."  And  havingin  these 
wayB  manifested  a  tenderness,  combined  with  a 
purity  and  dignity  which  had  never  yet  been  even 
conceived,  he  said  to  his  disciples—"  He  that  hath 
seen  me  hath  seen  the  Father ! "  Thus  God  has 
been  revealed  to  us  in  a  manner  calculated  to  eicite 
that  confidence,  which  we  ean  feel  only  to  one  who 
has  shared  our  nature.  "  For  we  have  not 
an  high  priest  which  cannot  he  touched  with  the 
feeling  of  our  infirmities ;  but  was  in  all  points 
tempted  like  as  we  are,  yet  without  sin."  Far  more 
tenderness  than  ever  dwelt  in  Mary  and  all  the 
Saints,  abides  in  Jesus.  But  in  him  the  love  of  a 
Brother  Mar,  is  blended  with  the  immutability  and 
omnipotence  of  God.  He,  we  know,  is  everywhere 
present  at  once,  and  to  him,  therefore,  transgressors 
all  over  the  world,  can  bring  their  sins  and  sorrows, 
certain  that  at  the  same  moment,  He  can  equally 
attend  to  them  all.  Lot  us  think  habitually  of  Hira, 
as  "  in  all  things  made  like  unto  his  brethren,  able 
to  succour  them  that  are  tempted."  Let  us  re- 
member that  He  still  lives — that  just  what  He  was 
on  earth  He  is  now — that  Ho  is  near  ua  every  mo- 
ment, waiting  to  comfort,  instruct,  intercede  for,  and 
aave  us ;  and  then  we  shall  feel  no  need  of  any 
secondary  mediators,  being  sure  that  all  their  lovn 
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and  tenderness  is  infinitely  surpassed  by  His,  — and 
"  seeing  we  have  a  great  high  Priest,  Jesus  the  Son 
of  God,"  we  shall  "  come  boldly  unto  the  throne 
of  grace,  that  we  may  obtain  mercy,  and  find  grace 
to  help  in  time  of  need."     (Heb>  iv.  14—16.) 


CHAPTEK  Y. 

THE  BIBLE   AND   THE  MAGICIAN. 

By  personal  application  at  many  booksellers'  shops, 
I  verified  my  conviction  that  the  bible,  in  the  lan- 
guage of  the  Romans,  is  a  prohibited  book.  Not  only 
is  any  protestant  version  forbidden,  but  there  is  no 
Romanist  edition  to  be  obtained.  One  alone  of  those 
to  whom  I  applied,  referred  to  a  large  edition,  of 
which  he  had  a  copy,  but  said  it  was  so  expensive 
and  ponderous  that  it  was  not  worth  while  to  pro- 
duce it.  All  the  others,  in  reply  to  my  numerous 
inquiries,  first  for  Deodati,  then  for  some  Italian 
translation  of  the  Vulgate,  or  any  edition  by  Catho- 
lics, promptly  replied,  "  tutto  prohibito  !"  To  give 
away  a  copy  would  expose  a  Soman  to  imprisonment ; 
a  foreigner  to  instant  exclusion  from  the  Papal  states. 
Even  the  English  bibles  which  travellers  carry  for 
their  private  use  are  sometimes  seized  by  the  police, 
who  search  the  luggage  for  nothing  so  carefully,  as 
for  the  word  of  God.    The  American  resident  clergy- 
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man  told  me  that  a  few  days  before,  their  own  bibles 
■were  taken  from  some  American  travellers,  and  were 
only  recovered  through  the  earnest  remonstrances  of 
their  ambassador. 

St.  Paul  wrote  a  letter  to  the  Romans.  The 
church  calling  itself  Apostolical,  makes  it  felony  for 
them  to  read  it!  Addressing  Timothy,  he  said — 
"from  a  child  thou  hast  known  the  holy  scriptures, 
which  are  able  to  make  thee  wise  unto  salvation, 
through  faith  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus.  All  scripture 
is  given  by  inspiration  of  God,  and  is  profitable  for 
doctrine,  for  reproof,  for  correction,  for  instruction 
in  righteousness."  (2  Tim.  iii.  15,  16.)  When 
S.  Paul  preached  to  the  Bereaus,  they  tested  his  doc- 
trine by  comparing  it  with  the  Bible ;  but  instead 
of  being  censured  for  thus  acting  towards  an  Inspired 
Apostle,  the  sacred  writer  tells  us — "These  were 
more  noble  than  those  in  Thessalonica,  in  that  they 
searched  the  scripture  dai'h/,  whether  those  things 
were  so."  (Acts  xvii.  11.)  Andastill  higher  au- 
thority, Christ  himself,  said — "Search  the  scriptures; 
for  in  them  ye  think  ye  have  eternal  life  ;  and  tbey 
are  they  which  testify  of  me."  (John  v.  39.)  But 
the  Romish  Church  forbids  the  use  of  tliis  boot, 
which  God  inspired  holy  men  to  write,  and  com- 
mands all  to  read.  Ib  not  that  Church  IhnvlW 
unscriptural  ?  And  is  not  this  another  evidence  thai 
her  claim  to  infallibility  is  false  ? 

But  while  the  Bible  may  not  be  circulated,  there 
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are  issued  by  the  express  sanction  of  the  ecclesias- 
tical authorities,  other  publications,  to  the  following 
specimen  of  which  I  invite  the  reader's  attention. 
It  is  a  painful  illustration  of  what  the  church  con- 
siders to  be  wholesome  food  for  the  minds  of  a  peo- 
ple, to  whom  the  words  of  Christ  and  the  Apostles 
would  prove  pernicious.  On  Sunday,  all  trade  (ex- 
cept in  food)  is  strictly  forbidden,  and  the  shops  are 
closely  shut  the  whole  day.  Of  course,  no  hawkers 
are  allowed  to  cry  their  wares  through  the  streets. 
One  Sunday  afternoon  I  was  startled  by  the  unusual 
sound  of  a  man  loudly  inviting  purchasers  to  buy  a 
copy  of  some  tracts  he  was  vending.  I  was  sure  he 
must  be  specially  privileged  by  the  authorities,  nor 
was  I  mistaken,  for  at  the  bottom  of  the  publication 
he  was  selling,  were  the  words — "  Con  Permesso." 
It  was  an  incentive  to  the  people  to  buy  tickets  in 
the  Papal  Lottery !  And  they  were  encouraged  to 
part  with  their  money  by  the  assurance  that  a  certain 
Magician,  would  put  them  into  the  way  of  purcha- 
sing prize  tickets !  The  document  is  entitled — 
INVITO  che  fa  IL  MAGO  TEAPANANTI  a 
ttjtto  n,  popolo  bomano,  &c.  The  following  is  a 
literal  translation : — 

Invitation  from  the  Magician  Trapananti  to  all  the  Roman  people, 
to  come  to  take  the  fortune  he  will  give  them,  by  drawing  a 
ticket  "  terno"  in  the  lottery. — Burlesque  Rhymes  by  Fran- 
cesco Calzaroni. 

Run,  quick,  run,  oh,  good  people!  for  there  is  arrived  in  Rome, 
the  Magician  Trapananti,  who  everywhere  makes  every  one  con- 
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lent,  and  in  Eome  lie  will  console  all.  By  the  lottery  he  performs 
wonders;  for  his  tiekcts  am  h  many  diamonds !  Eun,  men 
and  women,  old  and  young;  for  the  Magician  Trapananti 
•aires  everybody.  He  is  at  the  service  of  the  public,  to  console 
the  artist,  the  rich,  the  poor,  and  the  vulgar.  Trapananti 
wishes  to  assist  everybody,  -the  crooked,  the  humped-backed, 
the  blind,  the  buffoon,  lie  is  accustomed  to  give  his  tickets  to 
all, — to  the  learned,  to  the  ignorant,  also  to  tbe  fool,  with 
these  delightful  rhj  mes,  proTided,  however,  that  yon  give  him 
a  half-penny.  1  speak  to  the  cobbler;  and  what  art  thou  doing, 
that  thou  doost  not  spend  one  fiujoccho,  and  yet  niakrat  love: 
If  thou  takest  my  ticket,  thou  will  marry ;  and  if  thou  takes!  it 
not,  thy  heart  will  grieve.  Draw  my  ticket,  thoa  wilt  certainly 
win.  With  thy  shoes  thou  tins!  bo;  little  t"  do,  thou  art  with- 
-  "  work.    Oh  I  draw  in  the  lottery  my  tickot,  a"  '  *' 


the  ticket  that  I  give  thee.  Barber!  the  Magician  invites  the* 
to  spend  a  trifle.  With  thy  razor  thou  canst  no  longer  live, 
for  everyone  wears  whisker*  and  beard,  and  there  are  not  many 
now  who  let  them- elves,  tie  shaved,  fur  everybody  follows  tits 
ancient  fashion.  Go,  tlieu,  and  take  the  Magician's  ticket,  it 
will  ba  drawn  from  the  lottery,  and  thou  shall  win,  and  thou 
shalt  fling  thy  razors  into  the  fiver.  What  art  thou  doing,  0 
carpenter,  alone  in  tby  shop  ?  It  seems  to  me  that  thou  hast 
no  work  to  do ;  throw  away  thy  irons,  aud  throw  away  thy  saw, 
and  come  to  the  Miijiimii,  who  wishes  to  help  thee.  Call  thy 
companions,  and  lliy  purtiMs :  brinjr  with  thee  u  sin?!*  half- 
penny, to  give  In  the  _M  ne/iei.in  Trapananti,  and  he  will  gin 
a  ticket  to  you  all,  and  will  eensolo  every  one  of  you. 

Come  ye  farrier.-,  and  white- washers,   and  oabinet-mflksrs, 
and  coach- makers,  also  locksmiths,   and  carters,  and  grooms, 


,  i  pockets-full ;  yon  cannot  imagine  what  a 
tickot  he  will  give  you,  if  you  will  only  draw  for  it.  Cone 
here  to  the  Magician!  fruiterers,  butchers  and  sclloti  of  liver, 
cooks  from  the  public-houses ;  and  you  charcoal -sellers,  with 
your  grimy  ruUHiles !  You  tripc-sellcri  also  the  Magician  calls, 
the  cheese-mongers  he  invites,  with  the  bakers;  if  you  will  take 
tbe  ticket  from  the  Magician,  you  will  certainly  win.  Coma, 
oh  !  come,  ;e  serving  men  ;  the  Magician  invites  you,  O  dear 
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g-roolcers.  Trapananti  e  ipcets  the  shearers ;  and  to  yon, 
lio,  he  calls,  U  curtV'c-liuose-k.xpers,  musicians  especially,  and 
icoucys!  Come  to  tbe  Musician,  you  cabmen,  fur  with  the 
ottery  you  shall  have  plenty  of  money. 

Grinders,  eow- keepers,  »riiu',  cutlers,  tome!  and  you  tooth- 

Irawers,  and  wool- dressers,  und  tanners,  and  ohioory  gatherers, 

nd  those  who  sell  artificial  doners,— let  all  come  1"  the  Magi- 

n,  who  lament  that  they  can't  make  money,  and  he  will  give 

m  a  sure  ticket  that  shall  win  in  the  lottery  !      Come,  thou 

tor  of  onions!   run   hither  yon   porters  !   and  don't  dtlaj, 

i  who   ie.ll  favourite  fish.     Come  !   listen  to  the   Magician 

I  ragmen.    Women,  come,   now   that  you  are  called;    the 

Magician  wishes  to  console  yon  all.     lie  calls  also  upon  you 

washerwomen,  cooks,  scrvan't-niuids,  factors  and  weavers,  sdk- 

■inderaand  tape- makers,  and  t table-Imp,  the  Magiiiian  heartily 

rails  yon  all,  and  wishes  to  console  you.      And  thuu  who  art 

Jwayi  colour-grinding,  hasten  to  take  a  ticket.  No  loagcrshalt 

Ihuu'grind  eoluur-,  if  limn  ivili  ink;  die  deket  from  the  Magi- 

a.    Tho  Magician  Trapananti  invites  all ;  he  calls  the  blind, 

i  tbe  lanm  J  to  every  one  will  lie  -ivc  -rowl  (i.rtune.    I  speak 

those  who  are  net  uu^iatelul  :   it  yeu  ppend  ,i  half-penny,  he 

U  ahew  you  the  easy  wny  to  become  happy.       Come  here  to 

t  e  Magician !  and  you  shall  all  have  a  fortune ;  and  if  uot, 

tuu  will  repent!     The  end. — With  permission." 

Let  the  reader  ponder  all  that  is  involved  in  this 
tndbill.  A  public  lottery,  ho  inequitable  on  the 
irt  of  its  promoters,  so  demoralizing  in  its  effects 
■  the  community,  is  employed,  for  obtaining  reve- 
le,  by  the  government  of  the  chief  pastor  of  the 
oman  Catholic  C'lmrrh,  wlmso  principal  care  is 
professedly  the  virtue  of  his  Spiritual  Children! 
"he  superstition  of  the  people  is  fed  by  parading  the 
retensiora  of  a  Magician,  tu  induce  them  to  pur- 
He  professes  to  know  the  lucky 
umbers,  and  also  declares  that  all  irfio  apply  to  him 
s  certain  of  success!  These  palpable  falsehoods, 
i  published   iy  ptrmim'on !      Useful    labours  are 


ridiculed,  and  tlie  song  of  industry  are  recommended 
to  throw  away  their  tools,  and  trust  to  chance  to 
hring  them  wealth,  at  the  cost  of  the  ruin  of  others ! 
This  is  done  ou  the  sabbath  day,  by  sanction  of  the 
same  authority  which  forbids  all  other  trade  on  that 
day  !  Moreover  these  doggrel  demoralizing  rhymes, 
are  issued  by  the  sanction  of  the  same  ecclesiastical 
rulers  who  condemn,  under  heavy  penalties,  the  pub- 
lication of  the  word  of  God ! 

Let  these  five  di.vi.li'pir.tnls  of  Romanism,  together 
with  her  doctrine  and  practice  of  persecution,  be 
carefully  pondered  as  TESTS  OF  LJTFAlLtBILITY. 
That  doctrine  is  fundamental.  If  it  fails  of  proof 
whatever  rests  en  it,  without  independent  evidence 
of  its  own,  gives  way.  The  "  Great  Teacher"  said, 
"By  their  fmits  ye  shall  know  them."  "We  will 
not  be  limited  to  an  a-priori  argument,  and  then  bo 
compelled  to  belicvo  all  that  Rome  teaches,  but  we 
will  ascertain  the  truth  of  her  claim  to  be  mfallil-l. , 
by  comparing  her  doctrines  with  the  unerring 
standard  of  truth.  "  To  the  law  and  to  the  testi- 
mony. If  they  speak  not  according  to  this  word, 
it  is  because  there  is  no  light  in  them."  If  thesa 
teachings  of  Rome  arc  opposed  to  those  of  Holy 
Scripture,  then  it  is  most  evident,  that  nothing 
ought  to  be  received  merely  because  she  teaches  it, 
but  that  every  point  of  doctrine  and  practice  must  ba 
brought  to  the  only  unerring  tribunal — "  "What  saitii 
the   Scripture"?     But  the  adoration  of  relies,    the 


lomage  paid  to  images,  the  doctrine  of  indulgences, 
be  worship  of  the  Virgin,  the  with-holding  of  the 
fible,  and  persecution  for  religion,  as  illustrated  in 
(receding  chapters,    are    obviously  opposed  to  the 
ilain  instructions  of  the  Dible.     Can  she  then  he 
infallible  church  ?     And  should  not  every  one  of 
■  members,  appeal  from  her  decisions  to  a  higher 
ribunal,  and  search  the  Scriptures;  careless  whether 
be  called  a  Catholic  or  a  Protestant,  a  believer  or 
heretic,  so  that  he  becomes  a  Bible  Christian; — 
longer  blindly  receiving  his  faith  from  fallible  men 
who  have  been  so  grossly  deceived,  but  seeking  in- 
duction from  God  himself,  by  earnest  prayer,  and 
He  study  of  his  holy  word. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THOUGHTS  OS   POPEBY  AlfD   PB0TE6TAMTISM. 

ta  developments  of  Popory  described  in  the  pre- 
ng  chapters,  differ  most  widely  from  the  Cbris- 
ity  of  the  New  Testament.  They  have  suggested 
inquiry,  whether  the  Church  which  authorizes 
11  be  infallible  ?  "We  may  also  ask  whether 
demands  on  the  credence  of  intelligent  men, 
t  not  tend  to  make  them  first  sceptical,  and  then 
lypocritical  ?  Is  not  the  requiring  of  too  much, 
to  lead  to  the  granting  of  too  little  ?    Will  not 
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the  attempt  to  mate  men  superstitious,  often  result  in 
making  them  infidels  ?  How  important,  then,  that 
those  who  love  the  truth,  should  he  prompt  to  im- 
prove every  opportunity  of  making  known  to  others, 
that  Popery  is  not  an  essential  and  only  form  of 
Christianity,  that  they  may  repudiate  the  former 
without  renouncing  the  latter,  and  that  in  rejecting 
what  is  revolting  to  their  common  sense,  they  need 
not  reject  the  Gospel  of  "  Christ  the  wisdom  of  God." 
In  admitting,  however,  that  Popery  is  one  form  of 
Christianity,  we  must  not  undcr-rate  its  divergence 
from  the  teaching  of  the  Bihle.  We  allow  that  it 
emhodies  the  fundamental  truth  of  &  divine  Saviour's 
sacrificial  death.  But  that  doctrine  is  so  overladen 
hy  human  inventions,  attention  is  so  drawn  from 
Christ  to  subordinate  mediators,  external  ceremonies 
so  occupy  the  place  of  interna!  godliness,  works  for 
meriting  pardon  are  so  suhsti(  utcd  for  works  resulting 
from  faith  in  the  free  love  of  God, — that  in  its  prac- 
tical influence  on  the  multitude,  the  religion  of  Rome 
is  "another  Gospel."  It  is  a  fake  charity  to  over- 
look the  difference  between  us.  Romanists  do  not 
thus  err.  In  their  sight,  all  who  are  outside  of  their 
Church  are  outside  the  pale  of  salvation.  Far  he  it 
from  us  to  retaliate.  Rather  it  shall  be  our  joy  to 
hope  that  in  spite  of  the  faults  of  their  system,  inuny 
Romanists  belong  to  the  true  fold  of  Christ.  The 
truth  that  Popery  holds,  and  the  good  men  who  may 
be  found  in  its  ranks,  alone  preserve  it  from  destruc- 
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tion.  But  this  admission  does  not  render  tbo  less 
unscriptural  and  injurious,  the  errors  of  their  Church. 
I  have  never  been  one  of  those  whose  abhorrence  of 
Popery,has  ted  them  to  approve  of  harsh  measures 
towards  Papists.  I  may  differ  from  some  conscientious 
Protestants  in.  thia  respect,  but  I  certainly  think  that 
the  law  of  christian  love  requires  us  to  do  to  the 
Bomanist  what  we  would  wish  him,  in  similar  cir- 
cumstances, to  do  to  us.  I  therefore  could  not 
sanction  any  political  measures  or  social  conduct, 
which  would  moke  a  P.  Catholic,  or  any  one  else,  a 
sufferer  on  account  of  his  religion.  As  a  fellow  sub- 
ject of  the  Empire,  as  a  fellow  citizen,  as  a  neighbour, 
I  would  advocate,  not  as  a  boon,  but  as  a  right,  the 
fullest  application  in  his  case,  of  the  great  principle 
of  religions  liberty.  I  would  do  so,  because  any 
violation  of  it  threatens  retaliation  sooner  or  later, 
on.  those  who  thus  weaken  its  sway.    I  would  do  so, 

use  every  act  that  looks  like  unfairness,  excites 
sympathy  for  the  principles  against  the  holders  of 
which  such  unfairness  is  directed.  I  would  do  so  as  a 
consistent  Protestant,  inasmuch  as  the  contrary  con- 
duct would  savour  of  the  intolerance  which  I  so  con- 
demn in  Popery.  I  would  do  so,  because  by  a  consistent 
course  of  kindness,  I  should  be  more  likely  to  win 
over  those  who  differ  from  me.  I  would  do  so  from 
s  still    loftier  consideration,    because    justice  and 

stianity  demand  it. 
But,  while  thus  disclaiming  all  carnal  weapons. 


I  would  the  more  earnestly  wield  the  sword  of  the 
Spirit,  that  word  of  God,  which  is  mighty  to  the 
pulling  down  of  strong  holds — and  while  in  oui 
conduct  towards  individual  Romanists,  I  would  re- 
member, that  the  Gospel  enjoins  courtesy  and  charity 
towards  all  men,  I  would  the  more  earnestly  contend 
against  a  system,  which,  whenever  it  can  fully  de- 
velope  itaelf,  has  always  been  proved  no  less  antago- 
nistic to  mental  and  political  liberty,  than  contrary  to 
the  word  of  God,  and  injurious  to  the  eouls  of  men. 


After  writing  these  five  Chapters  on  "develop- 
ments" I  fell  into  a  reverie,  in  which  I  fancied  a 
Bomanist  thus  addressing  me — "  With  letters  of 
introduction  to  some  of  its  authorities,  you  travelled 
to  Italy  for  pleasure.  Tou  enjoyed  its  scenery  and 
works  of  art — you  were  protected  hy  its  laws — you 
were  unfettered  in  your  movements — you  received 
courtesies  from  its  people — and  now  you  return  and 
attack  its  religion!  Why  can  you  not  enjoy  your 
own  faith  without  meddling  with  that  of  others  ? 
And  why  condemn  the  Christianity  of  the  Italians, 
because  it  develupes  itself  otherwise  than  that  of  a 
people  so  different  in  temperament  aa  the  English  ! " 

To  this  I  seemed  to  reply,  "  I  went  to  Italy  in 
quest,  not  only  of  pleasure,  hut  of  instruction  for 
myself  and  others.  I  wont,  not  to  view 
of  nature  and  art  alone,  but  to  observe  the  etu 
of  its  religion,  which,  to  all  thoughtful  traveli 
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one  of  the  principal  objects  of  interest  in  any  land, 
because  intimately  connected  with  man's  highest 
nature  and  future  destiny.  Though  kindly  favoured 
with  Home  letters  of  introduction,  no  gentleman  of 
honour  expects  from  the  recipient  of  his  courtesy,  any 
modification  of  conduct  in  questions  of  religion  and 
public  interest.  AU  that  can  be  looked  for  is  a 
courteous  and  charitable  temper,  to  characterize  his 
■words  and  actions.  By  no  deceitful  misrepresentations 
did  I  obtain  information,  which  otherwise  would  have 
been  withheld,  nor  was  I  treated  with  any  confidence 
with  the  betrayal  of  which  I  might  be  charged. 
"What  I  saw,  might  have  been  seen  by  any  one  else 
— ia  aeen  every  year  by  thousands.  It  is  true  I  was 
protected  by  the  laws — it  is  equally  true  that  in 
recording  what  was  publicly  presented  to  my  notice, 
I  committed  no  breach  of  those  laws.  In  publishing 
what  I  saw  and  what  I  thought,  I  have  no  wish 
to  "  abuse  the  religion  "  of  any  of  my  fellow- 
men,  but  my  duty  to  God  and  to  them  requires 
that  I  should  endeavour  to  convince  them  of  the 
errors  by  which  they  are  enchained,  or  at  least  to 
aid  in  warning  those  who  are  not  yet  enthralled. 
Some  imagine  that  there  may  be  as  many  different 
creeds  as  there  are  individuals,  and  that  each,  satis- 
fied with  his  own  faith,  should  leave  other  people  un- 
disturbed. But  as  there  can  be  but  one  truth — all 
should  be  interested  in  possessing  and  diffusing  it. 
Besides,  art  essential  element  of  a  Christian's  faith 
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iathe  duty  of  propagating  it,  and  therefore  fidelity  to 
my  own  religion  requires  that  I  shall  Iahour  to  un- 
deceive those  who  axe  in  error.  You  apeak  of  the 
Christianity  of  Italy  as  suited  to  the  Italians.  But 
did  its  Divine  Pounder  design  that  it  should  assume 
a  different  form  in  every  different  nation  ?  Is  not  the 
New  Testament  the  one  standard  of  Christianity  for 
all  the  world  ?  Was  not  a  great  part  of  it  written 
in  Italy,  none  of  it  in  England  ?  And  yet  wo  take 
it  for  our  only  authority.  Besides  the  Romanist  U 
the  last  person  in  the  ■world  to  argue  as  our  objector 
ie  supposed  to  do.  Is  it  not  the  earnest  aim  of 
Romanism  to  become  the  prevailing  faith  of  England? 
For  this,  arc  not  missionaries  most  diligently  trained; 
for  this,  arc  not  prayers  unceasingly  offered  ?  la  it 
not  then  our  duty  to  examine  at  head  quarters,  what 
is  the  nature  of  this  species  of  Christianity  whitb 
its  supporters  do  not  confine  to  Italy,  but  aim  to 
render  universal.  And  finally,  I  have  done  what 
I  wish  every  Eomanist  to  do.  Let  him  search  into 
our  Protestantism  and  freely  utter  his  opinion  on  it. 
Nay  more,  let  him  do,  what  he  would  not  permit 
me  to  do.  Though  speaking  freely  in  Protestant 
England,  I  must  keep  my  opinions  to  myself  in 
Bomanist  Italy.  But  I  rejoice  that  he  has  the 
power,  and  I  would  wish  him  to  exercise  it,  of 
arguing  against  what  he  regards  as  error,  not  only 
in  hia  own  country,  but  in  ours,  confident  that  truth 
has  nothing  to  fear  but  everything  to  gain,  from  the 
fullest  exeicwe  o!  "EiewikHa. 
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I  then  seemed  to  hear  my  Romanist  reader  rejoin 
— "  But  would  it  not  be  wiser  to  begin  at  home,  and 
first  reform  yourselves  ?  Familiar  faults  are  easily 
tolerated  when  those  which  belong  to  others,  and 
which  we  look  on  with  a  stranger's  eye,  are  eagerly 
observed  and  sternly  censured.  Might  not  many  an 
Italian  Catholic  express  his  astonishment  at  much 
that  he  observes  in  England,  as  strongly  as  you  do 
in  reference  to  what  you  regard  as  Italian  super- 
stition? Consider  the  corruptions  of  your  own 
vaunted  Protestant isra" — Here  he  enumerated  many 
of  those  abuses  in  the  different  sects,  which  all  good 
men  must  lament.  I  need  not  mention  them,  as  any 
reader  may  learn  them  for  himself  from  the  assaults 
made  by  each  sect  upon  its  rivals,  and  tram,  any 
Romanist  with  whom  he  may  converse.  I  seemed 
thus  to  reply — "  Much  that  you  say  is  an  exaggera- 
tion— much  that  you  describo  as  if  it  were  the  rule, 
is  only  the  exception — much  that  you  complain  o^'  I 
lament  still  more  deeply  than  you.  But  we  do  not 
profess  infallibility.  Alas,  "in  many  things  we  all 
offend."  But  we  wish  to  be  thankful  to  yon  or  any 
one  else,  whether  actuated  by  a  desire  to  do  us  good, 
or  only  by  enmity,  who  will  point  out  our  faults  and 
persuade  or  provoke  us  to  amend  them.  Worldly 
men  may  creep  into  any  system  and  corrupt  it,  but 
our  Protestantism  itself  does  not  sanction  their  evil 
doings ;  the  law  of  Christ  is  our  only  rule,  and  any 
deviations  from  it  are  chargeable  on  ourselves  and 
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not  on  our  principles,  which  condemn  every  violation 
of  charity,  purity,  and  truth." 

Then  I  fancied  I  heard  him  charge  us  with  incon- 
sistency in  our  profession  of  perfect  religious  libertj 
— complaining  that  Catholics  had  till  recently  bee* 
denied  the  rights  of  citizonship,  were  now  compelled 
to  pay  for  what  they  considered  heresy,  and  were 
often  spoken  of  with  a  bitterness  of  denunciation, 
which  mode  them  think  that  the  principles  of  liberty 
which  their  assailants  professed,  would  not  alone  bo 
a  sufficient  guarantee  for  their  safety,  without  the 
strong  protection  of  the  law.  As  a  proof  of  the  evil 
of  abandoning  his  Church,  "the  centre  of  unity," 
he  adducod  the  angry  controversies,  not  only  of 
sect  with  sect,  but  of  different  parties  in  the  same 
body.  He  said — "You  boast  of  fundamental  unity 
amid  outward  diversity — yet  what  jealousy  and 
hatred  are  often  seen  between  Protestants,  so  that 
they  who  can  unite  in  denouncing  us,  can  join  in 
nothing  else,  not  even  to  worship  in  one  another's 
churches,  or  recognise  one  another  as  parts  of  the 
same  flock  of  Christ.  How  ofton  does  Churchman 
scorn  Dissenter,  and  Dissenter  look  with  hatred  upon 
Churchman !  How  many  there  are  whoso  whole 
religion  seems  to  consist  in  abuse  of  us  and  of 
one  another,  while  the  education  of  the  i 
the  relief  of  the  suffering,  the  reclamation  of  I 
vicious,  "socm  no  part  of  their  vocation ! 
Mammon  is  one  idolatry  in   Britain,  beneath  I 
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rous  wheels  of  whoso  gilded  car 
3s  drag  it  along  in  triumph,  multitudes  are 
id  down  the  victims  of  a  heartless  competition ! 
ow  drunkenness,  another  idolatry,  absorbs  ite 
millions  annually,  filling  your  goals  and 
houses,  and  destroying  the  bodieB  and  souls 
ny  thousands  of  your  fellow-  subjects,  while 
ratively  few  in  the  influential  ranks  of  life, 
i  themselves  to  arrest,  or  even  withhold  their 
m  from  customs  which  foster  an  evil,  unques- 
ly  worse  than  Popery,  however  horrible  you 
onsider  this  to  be.  Tet  many  seem  to  think 
lie  neglect  of  deeds  of  self-denying  philan- 
r,  can  be  atoned  for  by  denouncing  us.  What 
!tb  will  go  complacently  to  Protestant  Assem- 
and  scatter  tracts  against  Popery,  who  will 
(folk  past  the  entrances  to  crowded  idleys  and 
lore  of  filthy  hovels,  where  men  and  women 
trifying  in  moral  depravity — not  only  without 
fort  on  their  part  to  rescue  them  from  wicked- 
nd  woe,  but  even  opposing  and  denouncing 
ffho  do,  in  case  they  are  Catholics?— Besides,  do 
>t  know  that  we  Komanists  hope  for  the  con- 
l  of  England,  more  from  the  movement  going 
ler  own  church  than  from  any  direct  assaults  of 
If  then  you  think  our  doctrines  so  false  and  in- 
i,  would  it  not  be  bettor  policy  to  assail  them 
home  whore  they  are  working  so  efficaciously 
i  overthrow  of  Protestantism,  than  to  c 
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;s  of  Catholicism  which  you  observed 
in  Italy,  and  which  if  more  startling,  are  only 
branches  from  the  very  same  root  which  ia  quietly 
growing  and  rapidly  strengthening  in  your  own 
soil  ?  May  I  not  then  reply  to  your  possibly  well- 
meant  advice  to  ns,  and  say — '  Physician,  heal 
thyself?" 

To  this  I  seemed  again  to  reply — "  There  may 
may  he  some  to  whom  your  censures  are  applica- 
ble, yet  where  will  you  find  any  body  of  persons  so 
earnestly  striving  to  meliorate  the  woes  of  mankind, 
as  earnest  Protestants?  Of  course,  there  are  many, 
who,  possessing  no  religion  at  all,  find  it  very  easy 
to  declaim  against  Popery.  But  true  Protestantism 
is  not  a  mere  negation.  It  is  the  religion  of  the  New 
Testament — the  religion  of  the  Son  of  God — and, 
therefore,  the  religion  of  active  self-denying  philan- 
thropy. Who  are  the  principal  advocates  of  liberty 
for  the  slave — the  chief  promoters  of  infant,  ragged, 
and  other  schools — the  most  earnest  friends  of  tem- 
perance— the  most  zealous  advocates  of  peace  ?  Who 
freely  subscribed  their  tens  of  thousands  for  the 
relief  of  their  starving  Catholic  brethren  in  Ireland? 
They  were  Protestants ! " 

But  I  will  not  weary  my  reader  with  the  whole 
of  the  long  speech  I  made.  I  shall  leave  it  to 
every  one  to  form  his  own  opinion  how  much 
truth  there  is  in  any  of  these  charges  of  ray  Romanist 
friend,  or  whether  thoy  are  all  alike  false.   I  fear  thnt 


ABB  PKOTESTABTISlf.  379 

some  persons  who  have  been  interested  in  my  exposure 
of  Italian  superstition,  may  he  grieved  hy  suggestions 
of  faults  nearer  home.  But  my  object  throughout  the 
book  has  been  to  do  good  rather  than  to  give  pleasure, 
and  to  promote  Protestant  Christianity,  by  something 
more  than  the  exposure  of  Papal  corruptions.  But 
whether  pleasing  or  painful,  whether  true  or  false, 
it  is  a  fact  and  no  reverie,  that  these  things  art 
daily  said  by  Romanists.  I  myself  have  often  heard 
them  adduced  by  Priests,  with  whom  I  have  hold 
argument.  It  is  well  that  we  should  know  it — 
and  it  is  important  that  we  should  be  prepared  to 
refute  the  charge,  defend  our  conduct,  or  remove  the 
■caudal.  He  is  a  very  half-hearted  Protestant  who 
can  feel  delighted  at  the  exposure  of  Popish  errors, 
and  be  offended  at  any  hint  that  there  may  bo  evils 
capable  of  correction  in  himself!  Thorough  Pro- 
testantism, is  sincere  and  earnest  Bible  religion, 
which  feeling  it  a  duty  to  God,  to  truth,  and  to  the 
men,  to  expose  in  a  spirit  of  love  and  faith- 
what  it  regards  as  the  dangerous  errors  of 
'opery,  is  still  more  anxious  to  correct  its  own  im- 

frfections,  and  become  increasingly  conformed  to  its 

fallible  standard — the  word  of  God. 

But  whether  we  may  consider  the  Romanist's 
charges  or  arty  of  them,  true  or  false — in  this  I  am 
•are  all  real  Protestants  will  agree — that  Popery  in 
erery  form,  whether  in  England  or  ia  Italy,  should 
be  zealously  contended  with — that  the  evil  is  the  more 


380  TH0U8HT8  ON  FOFEKY 

dangerous  the  nearer  it  approaches  us,  most  of  all  when 
it  is  within  our  own  camp  and  wears  the  disguise  of 
Protestantism — that  oui  strength  depends  onderGod 
on  our  consistency — that  we  should  keep  to  the  In- 
spired Scriptures  as  our  exclusive  authority  in  reli- 
gion, knowing  that  if  any  other  be  allowed  to  creep  in, 
whether  it  carry  us  to  Oxford  or  Rome  is  a  question 
of  degree  only — that  in  those  differences  of  opinion 
which  result  from  the  right  of  private  judgment,  there 
should  bo  no  alienation  of  heart  among  thoBe  who 
serve  the  some  Saviour — that  all  our  controversies 
not  only  between  ourselves,  but  with  Romanists, 
should  be  characterized  by  charity — and  that  how- 
ever zealously  wo  may  contend  for  doctrinal  truth 
and  ecclesiastical  purity,  we  should  still  more 
earnestly  strive  to  exhibit  the  practical  duties  of 
Christian  love,  labouring  more  devotedly  for  those 
tens  of  thousands  who  possess  not  even  so  corrupt  a 
form  of  religion  as  Popery — but  who,  worse  than 
heathen  though  living  in  a  Christian  land,  ore  the 
slaves  of  ignorance,  drunkenness,  debauchery  and 
crime  !  Of  this  we  may  he  quite  sure,  that  all  the 
charges  which  Romanists  may  bring  against  us, 
will  be  destitute  of  any  real  force,  if  our  Protes- 
tantism illustrates  these  inspired  minHTTin — "My 
kingdom  is  not  of  this  world. — The  kingdom  of 
God  is  not  meat  and  drink  but  righteousness  and 
peace,  and  joy  in  tho  Holy  Ghost — One  is  your 
master,  and  all  ye  are  brethren. — Grace  be  with  all 
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that  love  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  in  sincerity. — 
ing  the  truth  in  love— Whatsoever  ye  would 
aen  should  do  to  you,  do  ye  even  so  to  them.— 
is  the  fulfilling  of  the  law. — Pure  religion  and 
led  before  God  and  the  Father  is  this,  to  visit 
itherless  and  widow  in  their  affliction,  and  to 
himself  unspotted  from  the  world. — Now 
h  Faith,  Hope,  Charity,  but  the  greatest  of 
is  CHABITY.' 
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CHAPTER  I. 


.    PKTEttS    AND    6IEEC    ClIUnCTlES. 


"  The  roof  was  fretted  gold.    Not  Babvlon, 
Nor  great  Akairo  such  magnificence 
Equal'd  in  all  their  glories,  to  inskrina 
Iiclua  or  Serapia,  their  gods. 

The  ascending  pile 
Stood  filed  her  stalely  height :  and  straight  the  <k 
Opening  their  brazen  folds,  discover  wide 
Within,  her  ample  spaces  o'er  the  smooth 
And  level  pavement-" 

Paradisa  Zott,  I 

I  shall  attempt  no  detailed  description  of  St.  Pet 
for  -which  a  volume  would  be  necessary,  but  (at 
by  Sir  G.  Head)  shall  confine  myself  to  a  few  b 
notices  of  its  history,  dimensions,  and  treasures. 
It  stands  on  the  site  of  Nero's  cireua,  where  bo  many 
christians  suffered.  As  early  aa  90  a.b.  a  small 
oratory  ia  believed  to  have  marked  the  burial  > 
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the  martyrs.  Thither  the  body  of  8.  Peter  is 
d  to  have  been  taken.  Above  his  grave,  Constan- 
e  began  the  erection  of  a  basilica,  which  stood 
ring  eleven  centuries.  In  1450,  Nicholas  V.  pre- 
red  to  rebuild  it.  In  1503,  Bramanti  was  employed 
Julius  EL  on  the  present  structure,  which  was 
Tied  forward  under  Leo  X.  by  Eaphael  and  others, 
ider  Paul  III,  M.  Angelo  resolved  to  alter  the 
in  from  a  Latin  to  a  Greek  cross,  and  boasted,  in 
erencc  to  the  dome  which  is  the  result  of  his  great 
oius,  that  he  would  fling  the  Pantheon  into  the 
'.  In  1614  the  church  was  completed  as  a  Latin 
»s, — this  departure  from  the  plan  of  M.  Angelo, 
ing  a  great  detriment  to  the  architectural  effect  of 
e  building.  The  circular  colonnade  was  erected 
Bernini.  The  entire  stueture  occupied  two  ccn- 
riea.  The  coat  amounted  to  twelve  millions  sterling, 
iefly  raised  by  the  influence  of  superstition  in  the 
e  of  indulgences. 

The  colonnade  surrounding  the  circular  piazza  in 
nt  of  the  church,  contains  two  hundred  and  eighty 
it  columns,  and  is  surmounted  by  one  hundred 
d  ninety-two  colossal  statues.  In  the  centre  is  an 
elisk,  composed  of  a  single  block  of  granite,  eighty- 
o  feet  high — with  its  pedestal  it  isone  hundred  and 
irty-ouo  feet!  Brought  from  Egypt  by  Caligida, 
adorned  the  circus  of  Nero,  and  during  fifteen  ccn- 
ries  stood  on  the  spot  uow  occupied  by  the  sacristry, 
tnessing  all  the  marvellous  changes  which  took 


place  from  the  martyrdoms  around  its  base,  to  the 
erection  of  this  proudly  triumphant  temple !  It  was 
romoved  to  its  present  position  in  1586,  by  the  com- 
bined efforts  of  nine  hundred  men  and  one  hundred 
and  forty  horses,  working  the  thirty-five  windlasses 
which  were  employed  to  raise  it,  lower  it  on  rollers, 
and  lift  it  up  again  on  its  new  pedestal.  On  each 
side  is  a  fountain  of  surpassing  beauty.     The  view 

of  the  church  as  you  nppr :li  it  is  disappointing,  for 

the  dome  is  too  far  backward,  and  the  front  elevation 
looks  more  like  an  immense  palace  than  a  church. 
Its  dimensions  are  so  stupendous  as  to  be  scarcely 
credible  without  personal  admeasurement.  For  ex- 
ample, the  eight  Corinthian  columns  which  support 
its  massive  entablature,  are  no  less  than  one  hundred 
and  twenty-three  feet  high,  and  twenty-sis  feet 
in  circumference.  On  the  balustrade  are  thirteen 
statues  of  Christ  and  his  Apostles,  which  are  more 
than  eighteen  Feet  high. 

On  entering  you  are  overwhelmed  by  a  sense  of 
magnitude,  yet  this  is  less  at  firBt  than  on  every 
succeeding  visit,  for  the  vastnesa  of  this  temple  has 
to  bo  foarnt.  The  basins  for  holy  water,  which  seem 
to  be  of  an  ordinary  size,  are  supported  by  infant 
angels  of  child-like  dimensions.  But  on  actual 
admeasurement,  you  find  the  arm  of  the  tiny  cherub 
is  no  less  than  one  foot,  nine  inohes  round !  The 
brazen  canopy  over  the  tomb  of  St.  Peter,  beneath 
the    dome,    supported    by    four  twisted    columns, 
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elaborately  moulded,  looks  only  as  a  canopy  over  a 
throne  ought  to  look,  yet  it  is  95  feet  high  !  The 
dome  is  supported  by  four  piers,  each  of  which  is 
284  feet  in  periphery.  Some  idea  of  their  dimensions 
may  be  obtained  from  the  fact  of  the  small  church  of 
S.  Carlo  on  the  Quirinal,  with  an  adjoining  convent 
for  24  monks,  occupying  altogether  no  greater  space 
than  one  of  these  piers !  Above  you,  expands  the 
mighty  "  firmament  of  marble/ '  the  summit  of  this 
"  stupendous  concave,"  being  no  less  than  446  feet 
above  the  pavement  on  which  you  stand ! 

Among  the  numerous  monuments  in  the  church, 
the  most  beautiful  is  that  of  Clement  XIII. ,  by 
Canova.  Who  that  has  once  seen  can  ever  forget 
those  lions,  one  asleep,  the  other  looking  up,  as  if 
keeping  watch  by  turns !  A  long  journey  would  be 
well  repaid  by  a  sight  of  these  alone !  "We  were 
deeply  interested  »in  Canova's  monument  to  the 
Stuarts.  Here  is  interred  "the Pretender/ '  styled  in 
the  inscription,  "James  III,  son  of  James  II; "  with 
his  sons  Cardinal  York,  and  Charles  Edward,  "  the 
young  Cavalier/'  who  are  designated  the  "sons  of 
James  HI." — "  regiaB  stirpis  Stuardiro  postremis." 
A  door  at  the  foot  of  the  tomb  is  flanked  by  weeping 
angels,  their  hands  resting  on  an  extinguished  torch. 
Opposite  is  a  monument  to  Clementina,  wife  of  the 
Pretender,  who  is  styled  "  Queen  of  Great  Britain, 
France,  and  Ireland !  " 

In  one  of  the  chapels  is  a  part  of   the    very 

1* 
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column  against  which,  they  say,  Christ  leant  while 
disputing  with  the  doctors !  The  pontifical  throne, 
encloses  the  identical  chair  on  which  8.  Peter  used 
to  ait  during  his  ministrations  !  !  The  statue  oi'  S. 
Peter  and  the  other  relics  have  been  described  in  a 
previous  chapter.  I  was  Tory  ranch  interested  in 
rambling  through  the  crypts,  the  remains  of  the 
ancient  basilica,  where  the  bodies  of  so  many  of 
the  Popes  are  deposited.  We  ascended  to  the  dome 
by  a  spiral  path  so  wide,  smooth,  and  easy  in  its 
inclination,  that  persons  often  go  up  on  horseback. 
Arrived  on  the  roof  of  the  church,  though  at  w 
great  a  height,  you  fancy  you  are  on  the  solid 
ground,  so  firm  is  it  as  you  tread — while  the  numo- 
r<  us  shops  for  .workmen  who  reside  there,  give  it  tilt 
appearance  of  a  town,  the  smaller  cupolas  being  its 
churches,  and  the  mighty  dome  a  distinct  cathedral. 
Nothing  can  be  sublimer  than  tho  view  of  the 
interior  of  the  church  from  the  galleries  of  the  dome, 
while  to  look  down  from  the  lanthern  at  its  very 
summit,  to  the  people  who  seem  like  so  many  insects 
creeping  along  the  pavement,  nearly  live  hundred  feel 
below,  is  positively  overwhelming,  and  more  than 
most  persons  can  hear.  It  is  ire m  this  point  that 
the  immense  magnitude  of  the  Cathedral  ia  best 
appreciated.  We  then  climbed  to  the  highest  gallery 
of  all,  and  enjoyed  a  view  of  Eome  and  the  neigh- 
bouring country,  which  must  be  seen  to  be  under- 
stood, and  which  once  beheld,  will  remain  a  continue 
delight  for  memory  \a  wrS&..     \slmkd  into  Ihu 
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ball,  but  there  are  no  apertures  through  which  the 
prospect  can  be  seen,  and  it  was  So  intensely  hot, 
that  I  was  glad  to  escape  from  it  with  all  speed. 

I  have  not  space  to  describe  any  others  of  the 
three  hundred  churches  of  this  city,— though  the 
magnificence  of  S.  John  Lateran,  S.  M.  Maggiore, 
and  especially  of  S.  1C.  Degli  Angeli,  and  of  the 
Basilica  of  S.  Paolo  on  the  Appian  way,  has 
left  an  indelible  impression  on  our  minds.  The 
classical  style  of  architecture  is  almost  universal, 
there  being  but  one  gothic  church  in  Borne.  I 
thought  that  this  would  astonish  some  persons  with 
whom  I  have  conversed  in  England,  who  dislike  the 
pointed  style  of  architecture  as  peculiarly  Popish, 
referring  poor  imitations  of  the  temples  of  Paganism. 
If  asked  what  is  my  opinion  of  the  comparative 
effect  of  the  church  architecture  of  Rome,  I  can 
truly  say,  that  notwithstanding  its  magnitude,  and 
the  splendour  of  its  decorations,  St.  Peter's,  within 
five  minutes  walk,  would  be  much  less  frequently 
visited  by  me,  than  York  Minster,  though  at  the 
distance  of  several  miles.  The  solemnity,  the  mys- 
tery, the  inexhaustible  variety  combined  with  a 
marvellous  unity,  the  irrepressible  aspiration  of  it, 
constitute  a  charm  ever  more  potent  the  oftener  I 
come  within  its  spell.  For  me  in  its  naked  majesty, 
it  has  an  eloquence  more  thrilling  than  all  the  be- 
decked and  bedizened  churches  of  Rome,  concentrated. 

Yet  how  pleasing  is  the  thought,  that  not  only 
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in  gorgeous  Basilicas,  and  solemn  Minsters,  but 
in  the  village  Church.,  in  the  plainest  way-side 
conventicle,  in  the  hovel  of  the  peasant,  on  the 
deck  of  the  ship,  in  a  mountain  cave,  in  the  quiet 
chamber — God  will  bless  those  who  'worship  him 
in  spirit  and  in  truth' — that  it  is  not  the  place 
but  His  presence  which  confers  sanctity — and  that 
his  promise  will  always  be  verified — "  Where 
two  or  three  are  gathered  together  in  my  name, 
there  am  I  in  the  midst  of  them ! " 

"  Jesus,  where'er  thy  people  meet, 
There  they  behold  thy  mercy-seat ; 
Where'er  they  seek  thee  thou  art  found, 
And  every  place  is  hallowed  ground. 

For  thou  within  no  walls  confined, 
Inhabitest  the  humble  mind ; 
Such  ever  bring  thee,  where  they  come,. 
And  going,  take  thee  to  their  home." 

Covcfer. 


CHAPTER  II. 


THE   VATICAN. 


The  Palace  of  the  Vatican  adjoins  St.  Peter's.  It  is 
very  lofty  and  of  immense  extent,  being  no  less  than 
1277  feet  or  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  mile  in  length. 
The  Scala  Regia  by  which  you  enter,  form  the 
grandest  staircase  in  the  world.  The  covered 
galleries  surrounding  the  great  quadrangle,  are 
adorned  by  the  frescoes  of  Raftael  and  his  pupils. 
The  library  is  so  vast,  that  you  can  look  along  a 
vista,  in  a  straight  line,  upwards  of  990  feet !  The 
great  sculpture  gallery  is  500  feet  long  The 
various  halls  filled  with  antiquities,  seem  endlesf. 
It  is  a  museum  perfectly  inexhaustible !  Instead  of 
wearying  the  reader  with  any  attempt  at  a  complete 
description,  I  shall  copy  the  following  sketches  from 
*  the  Journal.' 

"  The  first  long  gallery  is  lined  with  sarcophagi, 
shattered  columns,  and  ancient  urns  of  exquisite 
workmanship  and  elegant  shape.  The  walls  are 
covered  with  inscriptions  from  the  catacombs.  Some 
are  memorials  of  Heathens ;  others,  of  the  early 
Christians.  "We  deciphered  several — such  as  "Su- 
sannah   thou    livest   in    God. "  —  "  Irene    who 


sleeps." — "Sweet  Faustina  thou  livest  in  God." 
Among  the  sculptures  I  particularly  remember  the 
buet  of  Augustus  as  a  boy — a  model  of  youthful 
beauty.  The  marble  ia  ob  white  as  though  it  had 
just  left  the  sculptor'B  baud.  How  noble  the  form 
of  the  head;  how  fine  the  brow  and  aquiline  nose; 
aucb  aristocracy  combined  with  such  sweetness 
Many  a  time  I  have  stopped  bofore  that  bust  and  frit 
fascinated  by  the  intelligent  countenance  which  hod 
worn  that  sumo  calm,  classic  look  during  180O  years. 
The  head  of  Marius  almost  startled  us,  hi3  whole 
character  being  told  in  that  living  stone.  His  hair 
dishevelled,  his  forehead  receding,  his  eyes  pro- 
minent, his  wrinkled  flabby  face  and  savage  mouth, 
all  bespoke  the  cruel  consul.  With  features  betoken- 
ing excitement,  and  lips  a  little  open,  he  seems  *s  if 
he  had  just  issued  some  edict  to  murder  his  fellow 
Romans  '.  A  swan  in  a  startled  attitude,  with  ruffled 
feathers,  wings  extended,  and  feet  firmly  planted  on 
a  rock,  seems  hesitating  whether  to  retreat  from  some 
enemy  or  to  defend  itself.  A  little  fisher  boy,  fallen 
asleep  in  weariness  with  his  basket  of  fish  at  hie 
side  much  pleased  me.  He  Beemed  so  tired,  and  to 
bo  so  soundly  slumbering !  We  then  visited  the 
great  Torso,  which  I  had  not  taste  to  admire,  but 
which  was  M.  Angelo's  favourite  model.  In  tit 
same  room  is  the  Sarcophagus  of  Scipio  Barbara*, 
opened  upwexdt  of  2000  years  after  his  death. 
Murray  says  that  a  ring    found   on   the   hand  of 
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the  skeleton  is  now  in  tho  possession  of  Lord 
Beverley.  Tien  we  saw  the  Apollo  Belvedere,  the 
Laocoon,  and  other  famous  statues.  To  see  puoh 
world's  wonders  for  the  first  time  produces  a  solemn, 
bewildering,  overpowering  feeling.  Tho  more  idea 
that  you  art  looking  on  them  is  enough  for  the  first 
visit,  and  I  could  not  overcome  the  astonishment  I 
felt  at  this  fact  so  as  to  feast  on  their  beauties  as  I 
did  subsequently." 

"  In  tho  room  appropriated  to  sculptured  animals, 
we  saw  such  numbers  of  beautiful  objects,  that  I  can 
recall  very  few  with  dislinetuess  [  but  I  do  remem- 
ber how  delighted  I  was,  and  how  the  cold  marble 
seemed  capable  of  pain,  joy,  terror,  love,  and  fifty 
other  feelings,  as  we  looked  now  on  a  beautiful  stag, 
tossing  its  elegant  head  in  tho  air,  sad  writhing 
under  the  sharp  attack  of  a  CTuel  dog  that  had  just 
•rres ted  its  flight— and  then  on  the  two  elegant "  grey- 
hounds making  love" — and  then  almost  felt  that 
another  dog,  of  large  size,  would  rush  past  us,  as  with 
extended  neck  it  seemed  in  the  heat  of  an  exciting 
chase !  Then  we  wandered  through  immense  halls 
and  long  galleries,  entirely  lined  with  statues,  any 
one  of  which  would  require  a  good  half-hour's  study. 
The  "  Genius  of  the  Vatican,"  a  work  of  Praxiteles, 
gains  universal  admiration,  by  its  simple  grace  and 
beauty.  In  the  circular  hall,  built  by  Pius  VI,  we 
•aw  the  grand  basin,  forty-four  feet  in  circumference, 
formed  of  a  single  mass  of  porphyry,  excavated  from 


the  ruins  of  the  baths  of  Titus.  "We  were  also  deeply 
interested  in  a  beautiful  mosaic  pavement  taken  from 
Cicero's  house  at  Tusculum,  and  thought  of  the  great 
and  learned  men  who  had  often  trodden  it,  when 
visiting  the  eloquent  and  patriotic  Consul." — "April 
11. — To  the  Vatican  once  more.  How  superb  is 
Canova's  Perseus !  The  Antiuous,  considered  a  fault- 
less work  of  art,  found  at  Hadrian's  villa,  delighted 
me.  I  cannot  iu  learned  style,  say  why — yet  it 
possessed  a  charm  and  a  grace  which  made  us  remain 
no  little  time  beforo  it.  We  closed  to-day's  visit 
with  a  long  sit  before  the  Apollo  Bclvidere.  It  was 
found  at  Antiura,  and  is  supposed  to  be  the  work  of 
Agasias  of  Ephesus,  who  sculptured  the  gladiator  in 
the  Louvre.  It  grows  in  beauty  each  time  I  Bee  it 
That  dignified  face  is  impressed  on  my  mind  witb 
delightful  vividness.  Lord  Byron  beautifully  de- 
scribes "the  lord  of  the  unerring  bow,''  when  ht 


*  The  shaft  hath  just  been  shot — the  arrow  hright 
With  an  immortal's  vengeance ;  in  his  eye 
And  nostril,  bi  Dutiful  disdain  ;  and  might 
And  majesty  flash  their  full  lightnings  by, 

llo-tlnpiug  in  that  oue  glance  the  Daily!  " 


Michael  Angelo's  "  Last  Jcdohjint." — This  re- 
nowned fresco  covers  the  entire  wall  of  the  altar 
end  of  the  Siatine  Chapel.  It  occupied  eight  years 
in  its  execution,  and  is  said  to  cover  900  square  feet- 
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Age,  damp,  and  Bmoke  have  combined  to  deprive  it 
of  much  of  its  origin;. 1  tylendotir.  Of  course  it  is 
the  grandest  painting  in  the  world.  Of  course  those 
who  do  not  admire  it,  confess  thereby  their  ( 
want  of  taste.  Amongst  these,  we  three  travellers 
must  be  ranked,  for  after  trying  half  an  hour  to 
be  enraptured  or  overwhelmed,  we  gave  up  the  task. 
Each  separate  figure  may  be  finely  expressed,  and 
the  grouping  may  be  a  sublime  triumph  of  art,  but 
looking  =1  it  as  a  representation  of  the  Last 
Judgment,  it  gave  us  only  pain.  Paganism  is 
blended  with  Christianity,  in  the  person  of  Charon, 
who  is  ferrying  a  boat-load  of  soula  over  the  Styx, 
and  striking  'down  the  wicked  with  his  oar.  On.  the 
other  side,  same  of  the  saints  are  hauling  up  their 
friends  with  ropes !  Near  the  throne  are  the 
martyrs,  displaying  the  instruments  of  their  torture 
as  arguments  for  obtaining  favour  from  the  judge ! 
Among  these  the  figure  of  S.  ^Bartholomew  is  promi- 
nent, eagerly  exhibiting  hit  own  al-tn  !  Most  painful 
of  all  are  the  attitude  and  features  of  the  judge, 
who  is  represented  as  Jupiter  in  the  act  of  hurling 
thunderbolts,  or,  as  an  angry  despot,  holding  up  his 
fist  in  a  passion  of  rage  against  those  whom  he  is 
condemning !  How  unlike  the  mild  dignity  of  the 
"Son  of  Man,"  to  whom  judgment  is  bis  "strange 
work" — that  Friend  of  Sinners,  who  having  died  to 
save  them,  and  having  lived  again  to  intercede  for 
them — at  last,    as  one  whoso  persevering  kindness 


has  been  rejected  till  the 
solemnly  and  sadly  confi 
sentence  of  separation  from  a  God  of  Love  ! 

Wohks  op  Raphael.  The  Stttnte  of  Saplm/i  con- 
tain: those  celebrated  frescoes  which  are  the  ad- 
miration of  the  world,  but  of  which  I  dare  not  trust 
myself  to  attempt  a  description.  Yet  how  vividly 
that  "school  of  Athens"  is  impressed  on  our 
memory,  and  what  hours  of  unwearied  delight  could 
we  have  spent  before  it?  The  gallery  of  paintings 
is  not  extensive,  but  it  contains  the  world's  master- 
piece. Though  the  "  Madonna  di  Foligno"  is  on  one 
side  of  it,  with  that  angel-boy  whose  face  is  radiant 
with  beauty — and  though  Douienichino's  "Last  com- 
munion of  St.  Jerome"  occupies  the  opposite  wall,  a 
picture  which  would  repay  a  journey  of  a  thousand 
miles  to  behold — still  "  the  transfiguration"  reign* 
in  undisputed  supremacy.  On  one  of  our  visits  there 
were  few  persons  there,  and  I  sat  before  it  in  undis- 
turbed silence  for  an  hour.  How  gorgeous  the 
colouring!  How  expressive  the  countenances !  How 
full  of  spiritual  thought  the  whole  composition  ! 
Never  shall  we  forget  the  aspect  of  the  Saviour, 
exhibiting  the  most  perfect  rapture,  purity,  and  love, 
of  which  the  human  features  can  he  supposed  capable. 
The  favoured  disciples  at  his  feet,  are  overwhelmed 
with  the  glory  which  pours  forth  its  floods  of  radiance 
on  Moses  and  Eliaa  from  their  Lord.  Then  what 
a  terrible  contrast  is  that  demoniac  boy  at  the  foot 
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F  the  mountain !  Tlie  parents  and  friendB  with 
6  importunity  crave  auccour  from  tlie  disciples, 
who  look  on  with  pity,  baffled  and  distressed.  The 
sneer  of  Judas  is  a  remarkable  exception  to  the 
benevolent  sincerity  of  tho  others,  while  one  of 
them,  points  upward  to  the  mountain  as  if  to  say, 
that  they  are  helpless  without  their  Master,  but  that 
when  lit  return?,  the  child  will  undoubtedly  be 
healed. 

Yea,  we  are  all  helpless  in  the  absence  of  him  who 
said — "Without  roe  ye  can  do  nothing."  But  he 
has  not  left  us  alone.  He  is  still  amongst  us  to 
destroy  the  works  of  the  devil,  and  if  wo  seek  his 
help,  not  only  will  Satan  he  caat  out  from  our  own 
hearts,  but  we  may  become  instrumental  in  exorcis- 
ing him  from  others.  Jesus  is  transfigured  in  heavenly 
jlory,  but  as  on  Tabor,  he  still  wears  his  humanity. 
As  the  Sinners'  Friend,  our  Brother  Man,  he  iaever  em- 
ployed in  "  making  intercession  for  us,"  olten  makes 
is  feel  in  the  enjoyment  of  his  presence  even  now, 
"  Lord  it  is  good  for  us  to  be  here," — and  wilt 
■MUTcdly  bring  all  those  who  trust  in  him,  to  dwell 
br  ever  with  him  on  the  mountain  top  of  heavenly 
mrity  and  joy.  There  we  also  shall  one  day  be 
transfigured  too,  never  again  to  descend  as  did  the 
disciples,  to  the  mists,  the  toils,  tho  trials  and  the 
■ins  of  the  valley,  where  now  for  a  season,  wo  are 
"strangers  and  sojourners." 


Tite  Caiuchhj  Cemetebt. — Beneath  the  convent  of 
the  Capuchins,  is  the  extraordinary  burial  place  of 
the  fraternity.  Beyond  a  number  of  small  cells 
ornamented  with  bones,  are  some  little  compartments 
like  children's  garden  plots,  covered  with  light 
mould.  "When  a  monk  dies,  his  body,  without  coffin, 
is  laid  a  few  inches  under  the  soil.  The  bones  of 
the  brother  who  was  last  laid  there,  being  removed 
to  make  room  for  him,  add  their  contribution  to 
the  unique  decorations  of  the  spot.  The  walls 
were  entirely  covered  with  pillars,  arches,  and  other 
architectural  decorations,  the  various  parts  of  the 
human  body  being  employed  for  the  purpose,  most 
ingeniously.  There  were  minute  patterns  which 
would  serve  for  needle-work,  constructed  with  the 
smaller  bones.  The  ceilings  were  also  elaborately 
ornamented,  and  the  very  lamps  were  sculls,  sus- 
pended by  chains  of  vertebra; !  In  ono  chamber,  a 
skeleton  presided  in  the  character  of  death,  holding 
in  one  of  his  bony  hands,  a  scythe  made  of  shoulder 
blades !  and  in  the  other  a  pair  of  balances.  In 
otlieTs  of  the  cells,  the  skeletons  of  monks  wcreplaeed 
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standing  or  sitting  round  the  wall.  Each  was  clothed 
in  the  habit  of  his  order  with  cord  round  the  waist, 
one  hand  grasping  a  cross,  an  hour-glass,  or  an  open 
book,  while  from  the  other  was  suspended  a  card 
bearing  his  own  name  and  the  date  of  his  death — 
the  ghastly  skull  grinning  horribly  at  you  from 
under  his  cowl!  The  monk  who  conducted  us 
seemed  in  exstacies  with  the  place,  pointing  out  its 
beauties  with  enthusiasm.  It  is  lighted  up  every 
Monday  evening,  and  a  special  indulgence  is  attached 
to  devotions  performed  there.  "We  felt  most  pain- 
fully that  this  was  sporting  with  death. 

Gutdo's  Archangel. — "  For  the  second  time  we 
drove  to  the  Capuchin  church,  to  gaze  at  Guido's 
beautiful  picture.  The  coloring  is  very  brilliant, 
and  the  contrast  most  striking  between  the  hideous 
monster  who  is  being  conquered,  and  the  youthful 
and  benevolent,  yet  dignified  and  strength-telling 
form  and  features  of  the  archangel,  whose  golden 
hair  flies  back  as  he  descends  upon  his  foe. '  In  the 
neighbouring  Barberini  Palace,  we  saw  once  more 
the  far  famed 

"Beatbice  Cbnci — another  of  Guido's  master- 
pieces. We  had  heard  and  read  so  much  of  this  pic- 
ture at  home,  that  when  I  was  taken  into  a  plain 
little  room,  and  a  small  painting  in  a  shabby  frame 
was  shewn  me  as  the  very  object  that  I  had  so  long 
wished  to  see,  I  was  surprised  that  there  was  so  little 
ostentation  connected  with  it.    But  I  had  not  looked 


many  moments  before  I  felt  that  such  a  picture 
needed  no  adornment,  and  I  admired  the  taste  which 
had  allowed  it  to  remain  in  ao  Bimjile  a  state.  The 
face  is  perhaps  not  so  beautiful  as  I  expected,  bnt  it 
bears  such  a  touching  sorrowful  expression,  that  it 
interested  me  beyond  description.  The  eyes  are  full 
of  goodness,  but  red  and  heavy  with  weeping.  The 
mouth  bespeaks  unaffected  and  unraistuk  cable  distress. 
The  hair  is  light,  and  some  white  drapery  hang) 
gracefully  oyer  her  delicately  shaped  head.  Some 
say  that  Guido  took  this  likeness  the  night  before  her 
execution,  and  that  she  enjoined  him  faithfully  to 
poiirtray  her  countenance,  that  posterity  might  there 
read  her  innocence.  No  one  is  allowed  to  copy  it; 
I  believe  on  account  of  an  attempt  having  once  been 
made  to  exchange  it." 

"  The  Cknci  Palace  was  painfully  interesting  to 
ns  as  the  scene  of  poor  Beatrice's  sufferings,  and  of 
her  father's  inhuman  wickedness.  It  is  let  out  in 
tenements,  and  we  could  not  explore  it  internally ; 
but  in  the  court  yard  we  shuddered  as  we  looked 
down  through  some  irun  gratings,  into  vaulted  dun- 
geons, of  most  horrible  appearance  and  of  immense 
extent.  Through  the  lower  barred  windows  in  the 
gloomy  walls,  we  caught  glimpses  of  many  a  dirk 
cell  and  lonesome  corridor,  the  scones  of  the  black 
deeds  of  old.  One  thing  alone  relieved  the  heavy 
gloom  which  oppressed  us.  A  carpenter  in  an  ad- 
joining workshop,  while  at  lua  toil,  amused  himself 
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and  delighted  us  by  the  most  beautiful  singing.  He 
first  chaunted  in  melancholy  recitative,  in  the  style 
of  the  Bistine  Chapel.  His  rich  tenor  voice  was  so 
very  sweet,  and  he  sang  with  such  taste,  that  we 
oould  scarcely  believe  suoh  sounds  came  from  so  hum- 
ble a  spot.  Then  he  sang  several  snatches  of  songs 
most  beautifully, 

"  And  the  voice  of  his  devotion, 
Filled  my  soul  with  strange  emotion 
For  its  tones  by  turns  were  glad, 
Sweetly  solemn,  wildly  sad  *' — 

But  when  he  caught  sight  of  us  in  a  listening 
attitude,  he  blushed,  stopped  suddenly,  and  no  en- 
treaties could  prevail  on  him  to  proceed.' ' 

April  19. — "We  drove  to  a  villa  a  little  beyond 
the  walls,  and  wandered  about  amongst  groves, 
fountains,  and  artificial  lakes,  thoroughly  enjoying 
the  'solitude.  We  seemed  a  hundred  miles  from  any 
city  or  even  village.  Scarlet  anemonies  and  other 
lovely  wild  flowers  grew  in  great  profusion  amidst  the 
grass.  Our  agreeable  friend  Mrs.  —  entertained 
me  with  anecdotes  of  all  sorts  of  interesting  folks. 
Among  others  she  told  me  of  a  famous  actress  in 

Borne  who  gained  great  admiration  from  Lord 

and  the  Colonnas,  who  vied  with  one  another  in  the 
number  and  magnificence  of  the  bouquets  they  threw 

her.     At  last  Lord  tied  his  flowers  up  with 

gold    chains !      Another    gentleman    shewed    his 


affection  by  presenting  her  with  bracelets  blessed  by 
the  Pope,  and  on  her  departure  procured  masses  to 
be  said  on  ber  bebalf,  sending  Iter  the  receipt  of  ifo 
Frieda !  As  we  came  home,  we  stopped  at  the 
church  of  S.  Cecilia,  and  took  a  farewell  glance  at 
the  lovely  figure  of  the  Saint  to  whom  it.  is  dedicated. 
She  is  represented  in  (in1  posture  in  which  her  body 
was  discovered  after  her  martyrdom,  stretched  in  a 
helpless,  neglected  manner,  with  the  face  half  turned 
towards  the  ground.  Her  thin  hands  are  clasptd, 
but  look  so  dead;  and  the  whole  form  has  the 
Bmaciatod  aspect  which  tells  of  severe  trials.  Yet 
the  sculptor  has  done  nothing  to  shock  the  feelings. 
The  melancholy  beauty  of  this  statue  is  perfectly 
wonderful ! " 

"Mr.  G.  called  in  the  evening,  and  staid  late.  He 
is  an  American,  and  much  interested  us  by  hu 
accounts  of  slavery.  He  knew  a  man  as  bad  as 
Legree,  who  was  received  into  good  society.  He  tolil 
me  that  if  I  were  seen  walking  with  a  black  man  in 
any  of  the  6lavo  states,  I  should  be  shot  at  from  a 
window  before  I  had  gone  many  yards.  He  knew 
the  case  of  a  man  who  chained  one  of  his  slaves  to  a 
tree  for  three  days,  whipping  him  severely  at  short 
intervals,  until  some  neighbours  heard  of  it,  and 
insisted  on  releasing  the  poor  negro,  whose  head  had 
already  drooped  on  his  shoulder,  and  who  must  have 
expired  in  a  tew  hours.  He  knew  ladies  who  would 
think  nothing  of  hosing  the  cotb  of  their  women 
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58,  however  old  and  infirm.  This  from  an  eye 
ess,  and  from  one  who  though  disapproving  of 
Hy>  yet  has  -American  notions  respecting  the 
•ed  race,  confirmed  all  I  believed  before." 
unset  prom  the  Janiculuic. — "We  drove  to  the 
nit  of  the  Janiculum  to  see  the  effect  of  sunset 
he  city,  which  really  glittered  in  the  magical 

which  spreads  over  Borne  about  half  an  hour 
«  the  sun  goes  down.  The  old  rivers,  aqueducts, 
>agna,  and  Alban  hills  grew  more  changeful  and 
tiful  in  their  hues  every  moment.  The  sun  was 
ir  back,  so  that  everything  we  looked  on  was 
3d  in  his  slanting  beams,    causing  the  win- 

on  which  they  fell  to  sparkle  like  stars.  The 
Mxm  lost  its  ruddy  glow  and  assumed  a  more 
re  hue ;  but  still  the  distant  mountains  re- 
d  their  rosy  tints.  Evening  was  gradually 
ng  up  their  steep  sides,  till  the  light  tinged  only 

highest  peaks,  and  the  next  moment  (Ha- 
ired, leaving  the  whole  landscape  clothed  in  a 
rm  robe  of  grey.  We  gazed  long  at  the 
ellous  scene,  thinking  of  Tarquin,  and  the  eagle 
mgured  on  this  hill,  his  elevation  to  the  throne 
Porsenna  who  here  encamped  against  the  city 
Cincinnatus,who  ploughed  the  meadows  below 
t  chiefly  of  the  Apostle,  who  on  this  spot  was 
Bed. — Often  as  I  go  about,  the  thought 
ns — '  am  I  really  in  Home — the  city  to  which 
preat  and  learned  of  all  nations  have  turned 

2c 


with  interest?' — and  sometimes  I  feel  disgusted 
with  myself  for  being  so  indifferent.  But  there  is 
bo  much,  to  he  interested  in — every  spot  is  so  trough! 
with  the  history  of  the  world — Pagan,  Christian, 
Fupul — that  my  mind  is  incapable  of  grasping  it. 
But  I  trust  that  for  years  to  come  each  scene  will 
he  a  feast  of  enjoyment,  and  thnt  I  shall  often  have 
to  3ay  with  Alexander  Smith — 

1  Many  rich  draughts  linth  memory 
The  soul's  onp-beMer — brought  to  me  :  '" 

The  private  palaces  and  picture  galleries  of  Rome 
defy  the  efforts  of  the  most  zealous  traveller  who 
has  not  months  at  his  disposal,  to  "do  them  "  all. 
In  the  Farnesina  we  saw  II  iphuel's  beautiful  frescoes, 
and  in  a  corner  of  one  of  the  rooms,  a  fine  colossal 
head,  in  charcoal,  which  JI.  Angelo  is  said  to  have 
hastily  sketched,  when  ho  one  day  was  waiting  tor 
Daniele  du  Vol  terra,  whom  ho  had  called  to  see. 
We  rambled  with  delight  through  the  numerous  halls 
of  the  picture  galleries  of  the  Borghese  and  Doria 
palaces.  In  the  Villa  Ludovisi  we  saw  the  cele- 
brated fresco  of  Aurora,  by  Guercino;  enjoyed  the 
glorious  view  of  Rome  from  the  roof  of  the  building, 
and  then  wandered  through  the  extensive  gardens, 
laid  out  in  true  Italian  style,  and  bounded  by  theoM 
walls  of  Home.  We  were  astonished  at  rinding  so 
vast  a  space  occupied  by  park  and  pleMU] 
within  the  cAvcumvalktion.     In  the  Villa  BocghaMh 
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beyond  the  walls,  we  saw  Canova's  "Yenus"  with 
other  works  of  art,  and  enjoyed  a  long  ramble 
through  the  grounds,  which  must  hare  been  very 
beautiful  before  the  destruction  to  the  timber  and 
ornamental  temples,  which  occurred  during  the 
recent  revolution.  In  Gibson's  studio  we  saw  his 
statue  of  Sir  R.  Peel,  just  completed  for  "West- 
minster Abbey;  also  a  "Venus  which  was  gaining 
him  great  praise.  It  was  slightly  tinted  after  the 
manner  of  some  of  the  ancients.  But  in  our  opinion, 
this  injured  the  effect,  detracting  from  the  chastity 
with  which  nude  figures  are  capable  of  being  ex- 
pressed in  pure  marble.  -  Statues  should  be  an  em- 
bodiment of  intellect  and  feeling — the  mind's  inter- 
pretation of  nature  rather  than  an  exact  imitation. 
What  would  be  thought  of  a  gallery  of  living 
nudes  ?  And  if  sculpture,  not  content  with  form, 
resorts  to  color  in  order  to  furnish  a  facsimile  of 
life,  it  loses  in  that  proportion,  its  peculiar  and 
suggestive  charm. 

Statue  of  Pompey. — In  the  Spada  palace,  we 
saw  this  celebrated  colossal  figure,  which  stood  in 
the  curia  adjoining  the  great  Triumvir's  theatre, 
when — 

"  Muffling  up  his  face, 
E'en  at  the  base  of  Pompey* s  statue, 
Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,  great  Coesar  fell." 

It  is  said  to  have  been  discovered  under  the  founda- 

2c  2 
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tions  of  two  adjoining  Loupes,  "whose  proprietor." 
were  actually  about  to  cut  it  in  two,  aa  the  only 
method  of  settling  their  dispute,  when  rope  Julius 
III,  preserved  it  to  the  world  by  purchasing  it  for 
five  hundred  crowns.  It  was  most  interesting  to 
feel  that  we  were  looking  on  the  very  figure  which 
Brutus,  Cassius,  and  the  rest  of  the  conspirator? 
sprinkled  with  the  blood  of  their  magnanimous 
victim  ! 

"  And  thou,  dread  statue  !  jet  distent  in 
The  autterest  form  of  naked  majesty, 
Thou  who  beheldest,  'mid  the  iissaisina'  din, 
At  thy  batk'il  tm.-c  tin:  Umniy  Caser  lie, 
Folding  his  robe  in  dying  dignity, 
An  offering  to  thine  altur  from  the  qneen 
Of  gods  and  nun,  great  Komo.-is  !  did  he  die, 
And  thou,  too,  | -cri-is.  l'«.-injn.-y  ;  Have  ye  been 
Victors  uf  countless  kings,  or  puppets  of  a  scene  r  " 

Castle  op  St.  Akoelo  ash  Brarnamo  Csj.i.rs:, 
Often  as  I  passed  the  great  round  fortress  at  tin 
Popes,  I  thought  uf  Cellini's  exploits,  his  imprison- 
ment, and  attempted  escape.  Especially  did  I  recall 
the  incident  so  graphically  related  in  the  following 
suggestive  extract  from  the  amusing  autobiography 
of  the  clever  and  conceited  artist. 

"  One  day  miifii^st  oilier-,  tin1  IVipe  happened  t«  walk  upas 
the  round  rampart,  when  ho  saw  in  the  public  walk«  a  Spaniik 
colonel,  who  in  he  knew  by  Certain  tokens.  1  who  was  above  it 
the  buttery,  seeing  u  man  employed  in  getting  the  treadle*  rt- 

Sllred,  dressed  in  ru«e-e<.hiur,  began  to  deliberate  how  I  should 
y  hini  ilat.    1  toot  to.'j  wiv-el,  and  charging  it  with  a  good 
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unntlty  if  fine  and  coar&o  powder  mixed,  aimed  it  at  him 
racily,  thoagli  ho  was  at  bo  great  a  distance  that  it  could  not 
■e  eipeeieil  any  etl'-ri  uf  a:t  s|i..uhi  iiiaku  mi  1)  pieces  carry  eo 
fcr.     I  Bred  off  the  gun.  and  hit  Hi.- 111:1:1  eva..:!ly  in  the  middle, 

Bd  be  w«a  seen  severed  intu  l"v  pieees.  The  Pnpe  was  highly 
lighted  asd  surpvi-eil,  as  well  bt'i:au-.e  lie  I  height  it  impassi- 
>le  that  snch  a  piece  could  carry  so  far,  as  that  ho  could  not 
tonceivehow  the  man  could  he  euf  Into  iw.i  [..iccea.  Upon  this 
e  sent  for  me,  and  made  an  i.-ni|iiiry  into  :ln  whole  affair.  So, 
illing  on  my  knees,  I  entreated  his  Helinea  to  absolve  me 
rom  tho  fault  uf  homicide,  a-  likewise  from  u(her  crimes  which 
had  committed  in  thai  ea.sj.h-,  in  the  service  uf  the  church. 
The  Pope,  lifting  up  his  hands,  and  making  the  sign  of  the 
cross  over  me,  said  that  he  hi  us*; J  niu,  and  gave  mo  his  abso- 
lution for  all  the  homicides  that  I  had  ever  eo  mini  tied,  or  ever 
should  commit,  in  the  service  of  the  Apostolic  Church.  Upon 
quitting  him,  I  again  wont  up  to  the  battery,  end  continuing 
to  fceep  up  a  constant  fire,  I  scarcely  once  missed  all  the  time." 

Tee  French  in  Rome. — On  Easter  Sunday  I 
observed,  what  must  Litre  been  to  the  Romans  most 
galling.  In  their  own  city  and  their  own  cathedral, 
preference  was  given  to  the  French  ladies,  for  whom 
beBt  scats  in  the  church  were  reserved.  The 
*  the  colonnade  were  restricted  to 
them  alone.  I  also  noticed  that  in  addition  to  the 
troops  drawn  up  in  battle  array  on  the  piazza, 
large  numbers  in  knots  of  eight  or  ton,  so  distributed 
themselves  amongst  the  people,  that  no  part  of 
that  vast  concourse  was  free  from  them.  They 
acted  like  casual  spectators,  but  to  us  who  ob- 
served them,  from  above,  they  appeared  fiir  too  skil- 
fully and  uniformly  located  to  leave  a  doubt  that  they 
were  there  by  command,  so  as  to  he  ready  in 
of  disturbance,  to  co-operate  with  the  troops 
outside   tho  crowd.      The   French  array  is  in  the 
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highest  state  of  discipline — their  patrols  at  every 
point— their  drums  and  trumpets  resounding  at  all 
hours.  To  a  casual  observer  there  appears  no 
disposition  to  revolt,  for  the  multitude  seem  as 
if  they  thought  that  however  bad  their  present 
condition,  it  might  be  worse.  French  rule  is  better 
than  Austrian,  and  the  lloruans  are  happier  than  the 
Tuscans  !  The  city  that  once  ruled  the  world  is 
contented  so  long  as  others  are  under  a  heavier  yoke 


"  Romans  how 
Have  thewes  and  limhs  lite  to  their 
But  woe  the  while !  our  father's  minds  ore  dead, 
And  we  are  govi  i-rntl  widi  uur  withers'  spirits; 
Our  juke  and  pufferouee  shew  us  womanish  I  " 


Tot  this  sufferance  may  not  he  so  womanish  after 
all.  There  were  deeds  of  heroism  performed  a  few 
years  ago  not  unworthy  of  ancient  times.  But  what 
hope  could  the  ]  tomans  entertain  of  success  in  their 
struggle  for  freedom,  against  a  mighty  nation  like 
the  French  ?  "When  the  opportunity  returns,  they 
may  still  be  found  equal  to  the  occasion.  Let  us 
hope  that  the  struggle  will  be  peaceful,  and  that 
liberty  may  not  be  conducted  to  her  throne  through 
Hood. 

A  Pleasing  Hope.  TVe  observed  especially  in 
some  of  the  poorer  classes  of  women,  uwniHtakcublf 
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marks  of  religious  earnestness.  At  all  times  of  the 
day  when  no  service  was  performing,  and  no  priest 
was  present,  there  were  people  kneeling  upon  the 
pavement  of  the  churches,  diligently  repeating  their 
prayers  before  some  favourite  altar,  perfectly  ab- 
sorbed in  their  devotions,  and  taking  no  notice 
whatever  of  the  strangers  and  sight-seers  who 
passed  up  and  down  before  them.  How  different 
their  notions  of  religion  to  our  own  !  Yet,  I  hope 
I  was  far  from  contemplating  their  misdirected  piety 
with  scorn,  feeling  how  much  truth  there  is  in  the 
words  of  Lord  Bacon — "  Shall  we  not  think  that 
God  above  who  knows  the  heart,  doth  discern  that 
frail  men,  in  some  of  their  contradictions,  intend  the 
same  thing,  and  accepteth  of  both?"  Another 
saying  of  the  same  philosopher  seemed  very  applica- 
ble to  the  prohibition  of  the  scriptures  in  Italy — 
"  This  same  truth  is  a  naked  and  open  day-light, 
that  doth  not  shew  the  masques,  and  mummeries, 
and  triumphs  of  the  world,  half  so  stately  and 
daintily  as  candlelights." 

Uncle  Tom  is  Rome. — About  the  time  we  were 
in  Borne  Unele  Torn9  8  Cabin  was  placed  by  the  eccle- 
siastical authorities,  in  the  list  of  prohibited  books. 
What  must  such  a  Government  and  such  a  religion 
be,  which  are  afraid  of  the  influence  of  such  a  work? 
But  this  would  make  Romans  discontented  with 
slavery !  And  Uncle  Tom  would  prove  that  a  man 
could  be  a  saint  without  being  a  Romanist!     The 
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Jesuits  in  Paris  have  guarded  against  the  ktlo: 
danger,  hy  issuing  aa  edition  iu  which  the  quotations 
from  the  itible  arc  supplanted  by  extracts  from  the 
missal,  &c. !  Every  book  calculated  to  suggest  a 
thought  at  variance  with  priestly  sway,  is  strictly 
forbidden.  The  intellect  isheld  in  vassalage.  If,  accord- 
ing to  Bacon,  "the  enquiry  ot'Tmth  which  is  the  love- 
making  or  wooing  of  it;  the  knowledge  of  Truth, 
which  is  the  presence  of  it ;  aud  the  belief  of  Truth, 
which  is  the  enjoying  of  it — is  the  sovereign  good  of 
human  nature" — what  does  not  Italy  lose  hy  this 
monstrous  bondage  upon  mind ! — "  Do  they  keep 
awayBchism"  ?  (magnii'ieontly  demand*  John  Milton) 
"  If  to  bring  a  numb  and  chill  stupidity  of  soul,  an 
inactive  blindness  of  mind,  upon  the  people,  be  to 
keep  away  schism,  they  keep  schism  aw 
"With  as  good  a  plea  might  the  dead-palsy  boast  to  a 
man,  it  is  I  that  tree  you  from  stitches  and  pains, 
and  the  troublesome  feeling  of  cold  and  heat,  of 
wounds  and  strokes;  if  I  were  gone,  all  these  would 
molest  you.  The  winter  might  as  well  vaunt  itself 
against  the  spring,  I  destroy  all  noisome  and  rank 
weds,  I  keep  down  all  pestilent  vapours ; — yr;s  ! 
and  all  wholesome  herbs,  and  all  fresh  dews,  by  your 
violent  and  hide-bound  frost ;  hut  when  the  gentle 
west  winds  shall  open  the  fruitful  hoso-m  of  tho 
earth,  thus  overgirded  by  your  imprisonment,  then 
the  Sowers  put  forth  and  spring,  and  the  sun  shall 
scatter  the  mists,  and  the  manuring  hand  o'    ilic 
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tiller  shall  root  up  all  that  burdens  the  soil,  without 
thanks  to  your  bondage."* 

The  Catacombs. — There  were  no  objects  in  Rome 
a  visit  to  which  we  anticipated  with  more  interest 
than  to  the  catacombs,  in  whose  dark  labyrinths  the 
early  Christians  used  to  hide  and  worship  in  times 
of  persecution,  and  where  the  ashes  of  so  many 
thousands  of  them,  await  the  trumpet  of  the  resur- 
rection. "We  drove  out  of  the  city  by  the  Porta  Pia, 
and  after  proceeding  about  two  miles,  came  to  the 
church  of  S.  Agnese,  near  to  which  are  the  catacombs 
bearing  her  name.  In  a  small  plot  of  garden  ground 
on  the  open  campagna,  was  an  excavation,  into  which 
we  descended  by  several  steep  steps  to  a  wooden  door. 
This  our  conductor  unlocked,  and  then,  each  of  us 
bearing  a  lighted  candle,  we  entered  a  low  passage 
cut  in  the  rock,  only  wide  enough  to  allow  our  wait- 
ing in  single  file.  The  sides  were  excavated  so  as 
to  present  the  appearance  of  a  tier  of  shelves  one 
above  another.  Each  was  a  grave,  the  opening  having 
been  originally  closed  by  a  stone,  bearing  an  inscrip- 
tion. Most  of  these  slats  are  removed,  but  some  still 
remain.  Now  and  then  we  came  to  a  small  square 
chamber  or  oratory,  and  saw  the  remains  of  ancient 
frescoes  on  the  walls.  One  design,  frequently  recur- 
ring, was  that  of  "  the  good  shepherd,"  bearing  on  his 
shoulder  the  sheep  that  had  been  lost.  To  those  per- 
secuted Christians,  firmly  trusting  in  Him  who  had 

*  Reason  of  Church  Government.— Bonn,  vol.  II. 


brought  them  home  rejoicing,  these  catacombs 
were  not  dark,  those  heavy  trials  were  only  light 
afflictions !  In  one  of  these  consecrated  spots  we 
chaunted  the  23rd  psalm — "The  Lord  is  my 
shepherd"  and  piirt  of  the  "  Te  Detun,"  feeling  that 
it  was  not  improbable  that  the  very  same  ascrip- 
tion of  praise  had  been  presented  there  sixteen 
centuries  ago.  The  world  changes,  but  the  word 
of  the  Lord  endureth,  and  the  same  Saviour  is  the 
"  dwelling  pluut1  of  his  people  in  all  generations." 

On  another  day  we  explored  the  Catacombs  of 
St.  Sebastian,  which  are  entered  from  the  church 
of  that  name,  on  the  Appiau  way.  The  excavations 
were  Bimilar  in  character  to  those  we  had  already 
visited.  Bones  weie  lying  in  profusion  in  the 
several  crypts.  In  some  we  still  traced  the  form  of 
the  skeleton — in  others  we  could  only  discover 
where  the  head  hud  lain,  by  the  teeth,  which  alone 
resisted  the  decay  that  had  turned  all  the  rest  of 
the  body  into  "dust  and  ashes."  "The  ancient  tomb 
of  S.  Sebastian  was  shewn  us,  and  then  we  wended 
our  way  through  the  most  intricate  labyrinths 
excavated  in  the  rock.  "We  came  to  a  small  vaulted 
chapel,  where  tradition  says  S.  Philip  Ueri  used  to 
pass  whole  nights  in  prayer.  "We  saw  the  tomb  of  ' 
S.  Cecilia.  S.  Jerome  relates,  that  when  a  boy  he 
was  accustomed  to  visit  these  sepulchres  of  tho 
martyrs,  and  with  his  school  I'd  Iowa  penetrated  the 
crypts.     He  says  that  the  darkness  which   reigns 
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there  is  so  dense  as  to  be  almost  a  fulfilment  of  the 
words  "  let  them  go  down  alive  into  hades."  The 
monk  who  conducted  us,  was  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
quite  intoxicated — the  first  tipsy  person  we  had 
seen  since  we  left  home.  When  we  seemed  in  the 
most  remote  recesses,  I  feared  he  might  lose  his 
way,  or  fall  down  in  a  fit,  in  which  case  we  could 
never  have  retraced  our  steps." 

How  beautifully  expressive  of  the  believer's  hope 
are  many  of  the  inscriptions  which  were  found 
here!  The  following  will  serve  as  a  sample — 
"  Sabbatia  has  departed  in  the  sleep  of  peace." — 
"  Prima,  thou  livest  in  the  glory  of  God,  and  in  the 
peace  of  our  Lord." — "  Pompianus  lives  in  peace." 
— "  To  Julia,  my  sweetest  wife,  who  lived  XLV 
years,  and  with  me  XXI.  Happy  in  peace." — 
"  Here  in  peace  rests  Laurentia,  who  believed  the 
resurrection." — "  He  sleeps,  but  he  lives." — "In 
the  time  of  the  emperor  Hadrian,  Marius,  a  young 
captain  in  the  army,  who  lived  long  enough,  since 
he  gave  up  his  life  with  his  blood,  for  Christ.  At 
length  he  rests  in  peace." — "  dementia,  tortured, 
dead,  sleeps,  will  rise." — "Alexander  is  not  dead, 
but  lives  above  the  stars."  How  eloquently  do 
these  stones  preach  to  us  of  immortality !  Christians 
in  the  present  day,  too  little  regard  death  as  a 
conquered  foe,  and  shrink  from  it  as  from  the  greatest 
of  calamities.  But  "  Christ  has  abolished  death  !  " 
His  own  words  assure  us — "  He  that  believeth  in 


me  thall  neeer  din  !  "     The  soul  of  t 

lediately  in  glory.  At  the  moment  o 
ture  he  will  be  conscious  of  nothing  but  being  born 
into  bliss.  When  men  pay  he  is  dead,  heaven  will 
say — "he  lives  !"  And  why  should  not  we  say  so 
also  ?  Has  He,  in  whom  our  departed  friends 
believed,  in  whom  we  ourselves  confide, — has  he 
ceased  to  be  the  "Resurrection  and  the  Life  ?" 

For  further  information  ou  this  interesting  subject, 
the  reader  is  directed  to  the  works  of  MaeFarlane, 
Maitlaud,  and  others.  Comparing  tie  catacombs  with 
tho  excavations  at  Pompeii,  the  former  of  these 
writers  beautifully  says — ■"  The  dark  shades  of  the 
catacombs  produced  on  the  soul  an  effect  entirely 
different  from  that  of  the  sun  of  Tompeii,  for  the 
grand  charm  of  these  places  consists  in  the  contrast 
between  the  physical  night  which  reigns  around, 
and  the  spiritual  day  which  shone  on  its  old  inhabi- 
tants, and  which  Btill  shines  from  their  graves. 
When  at  the  beginning  of  Lent,  a  priest  hands  the 
ashes  to  the  workmen  employed  in  excavating  the 
ruins  of  Pompeii,  and  says — '0  man,  remember  that 
thou  art  dust  and  that  to  dust  thou  wilt  return,'  there 
cannot  bo  a  better  echo  for  the  words  than  that  of 
Pompeii.  But  in  the  subterranean  cemeteries  of 
Borne,  ccraotrios  and  death -ho  uses  as  they  are,  t 
idea  of  death  is  only  accessory  :  the  dominant  ( 
timent  is  that  of  IMMORTALITY  !'! 

The  English  Buetixg  Gnon.vn  is  near  the  I 
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S.  Paolo,  just  within  the  old  city- wall,  which  forms 
one  of  its  boundaries.  We  were  deeply  interested 
in  our  visit  to  this  sequestered  spot,  where  lie  the 
bodies  of  so  many  English,  who  like  ourselves 
came  to  Rome  for  recreation,  but  who  little  expected 
they  should  never  return.  The  pyramid-tomb  of 
C.  Cestius  looked  solemnly  down  on  the  modern 
graves,  which  cluster  round  its  base,  and  whose 
sad  dirge  it  echoes  back  across  the  gap  of  twenty  cen- 
turies. The  deep  silence  that  prevailed  was  broken 
only  by  the  long  avenues  of  cypresses,  which  rustled 
in  the  evening  breeze,  and  by  the  clear  notes  of  a 
thrush,  which,  unseen,  was  warbling  its  vespers  in 
the  dark  seclusion  of  their  thick  foliage.  "  I  felt 
pleased  that  such  a  thoroughly  English  bird,  should 
be  singing  over  the  exiled  bodies  of  our  country- 
men. Many  of  the  graves  were  decorated  with 
newly- gathered  flowers.  I  noticed  the  monument 
of  poor  unhappy  Shelley ;  also  that  of  Keats,  covered 
with  long  wild  grass,  and  marked  by  a  plain  stone 
with  this  desolate  inscription — "Here  lies  one  whose 
name  was  writ  in  water."  We  saw  the  tomb  of  a 
young  lady,  aged  sixteen,  who,  when  riding  with  a 
party  of  friends,  was  thrown  by  her  spirited  horse 
into  the  Tiber.  An  angel  is  represented  in  bass- 
relief,  receiving  her  with  outstretched  arms  as  she 
rises  from  the  water.  The  inscription  narrating  the 
sad  event,  states  that  her  father,  having  gone  to 
Yienna,  on  important  business,  had  never  been  heard 
of.    And  now  the  widow's  sole  earthly  comfort,,  W 
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only  child,  who  inherited  all  her  father's  virtues, 
had  been  thus  suddenly  torn  from,  her  embrace  !  " 
Sir  G.  Head  says — ■"  A  strange  anil  unaccountable 
regulation  of  thy  Papal  government  forbids  to  be  in- 
scribed on  the  grave  of  a  Protestant,  any  word  or 
expression  that  bears  the  slightest  allusion  to  the 
hope  of  eternal  salvation  through  the  merits  of  our 
Saviour!"  Every  epitaph,  designed  for  a  grave 
must  first  be  submitted  to  the  Censor  of  the  Roman 
press.  I  searched  carefully,  but  failed  to  discover 
one  inscription  stating  t.hut  the  deceased  died  in  hope 
of  eternal  life.  The  virtues  of  the  dead  may  be 
eulogized,  but  their  s;ih*;it.ioti  must  not  be  hinted  at. 
Mr.  Whiteside  saw  an  inscription  drawn  up  for  a 
lady  who  died  during  his  residence  in  Koine.  The 
words  "  Until  this  mortal  shall  have  put  on  im- 
mortality " — and  "To  her  to  live  was  Christ  and  to 
die  gain,"  were  struck  out  by  the  Censor  of  Pope 
Gregory.  On  the  accession  of  Pius  IX,  the  bereaved 
husband,  a  dignitary  uf  the  English  church,  caused 
a  respectful  memorial  to  be  presented  to  the  new 
Tope,  craving  permission  to  put  up  the  epitaph,  but 
it  was  declared  "impossible  to  comply  with  so  un- 
reasonable an  application!"*  Of  course  this  ii 
consistent  with  the  Romish  dogma  of  exclusive 
salvation.  I  dare  not  trust  myself  to  comment  on 
an  intolerance  which  pursues  t  he  dead,  and  haunts 
the  tomb. 

•  BTUlwiito'i  Italy— TO.  Ill,,  chnp.  nii. 


CHAPTER    IV. 

PBOTESTANTISM  IN   HOME.      ST.    PAUL. 

The  English  Chtjbch  is  in  a  large  house,  a  few 

paces  beyond  the  Porta  del  Popolo.     I  was  glad  to 

find  that  I  had  formed  a  more  unfavourable  notion 

of  it  than  was  consistent  with  facts.     It  is  situated 

in  the  Elaminian  way,  a  fine  open  thoroughfare,  is 

surrounded  by  good  houses,    and    is  within  two 

hundred  yards  of  the  very  best  situation  in  Eome ; 

the  English,   for   whom   alone  it  is  designed,  all 

inhabiting  that  locality.     Its  being  beyond  the  walls 

is  no  more   of  an  inconvenience,   than   would  be 

caused  by  a  church,  frequented  by  the  dwellers  in 

Fleet  Street,   being  situated  a  few  steps  on  the 

Strand  side  of  Temple-bar.*    By  a  wide  and  well 

carpetted  stair-case,  at  which  numerous  handsome 

carriages  were  setting  down  their  occupants,    we 

ascended  to  the  large  room  fitted  up  as  a  church. 

The  walls  are  covered  with  a  paper  imitative  of 

Gothic  decorations.     The  chairs  and  benches  capable 

of  accommodating  from  four  to  five  hundred  persons, 

were  well  filled.      The  prayers  were    read    very 

•  "The  greatest  possible  attention  has  been  paid  to  the  convenience 
of  the  English,  the  great  majority  of  whose  dwelling-houses  are  in 
this  quarter.     The    English    Church    therefore,    though    nominally 
outside  the  walls,  is  really,  and  as  regards  centrality,  in  the  very  B 
heart  of  the  city."— Sir  Q.  Head,  I 
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devoutly,  the  singing  was  excellent,  and  what  1b  so 
delightful  a  feature  where  a  liturgy  is  employed, 
the  responses  were  not  left  to  a  clerk,  but  burst 
forth  from  the  whole  congregation  with  great 
fervour  und  seriousness.  Tho  preacher  was  a  visitor 
like  myself,  whom  we  had  met  on  the  journey,  and 
of  whose  seriousness  and  zeal  as  a  Christian  clergy- 
man, I  had  formed  uiid  sfill  retain  a  high  estimate. 
His  sermon  was  on  obedience,  the  various  subsidiary 
motives  to  which  were  urged  with  great  propriety. 
I  waited  for  tho  grand  argument  of  all,  constraining 
love  to  Him  who  atoned  for  our  disobedience,  and 
who  left  us  his  own  example  for  imitation,  but  I  was 
disappointed.  I  thought  this  a  fatal  omission.  No 
sermon,  whatever  the  church,  whoever  the  preacher, 
ought  to  be  regarded  as  sntisfactoiy,  in  which 
"  Christ  crucified"  is  not  prominent.  But  I  would 
not  judge  of  a  preacher's  usual  style  by  . 
discourse. 

Of  the  ministry  of  the  resident  clergyman,  I  am 
unable  to  speak  by  persona]  observation,  but  several 
episcopalians  in  Rome  lamented  tome,  that  on  account 
of  its  being  tainted  with  "Puseyism,"  many  English 
church  -people,  preferred  attending  the  American 
church.  I  am  quite  awaro  that  c it o noons  im- 
pressions sometimes  prevail  respecting  clergymen's 
i,  and  that  tho  terms, — Puscyito  -  i . 

-  I.atitudinarian — are  often  has 
and  incorrectly  applied.       The  impression  on    i 
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linds  of  my  informants  may  therefore  be  incorrect. 
>ut  supposing  its  truth,  is  the  conduct  of  those 
lembers  of  the  English  church  who  go  elsewhere 
>r  purer  doctrine,  to  be  censured?     For  my/  own 
art  I  confess  to  the  holding  of  decided  opinions 
jspecting  church  polity.     I  do  not  believe,  with 
lany,  that  Christ  left  his  kingdom  to  be  regulated 
y  expediency,  but  that  principles  were  enunciated, 
id  models  of  church  government  instituted  under 
K)stolic  sanction,  which  were  intended  for  universal 
loption.     If  so,  every  Christian,  using  the  Protes- 
tnt  right  of  private  judgment,  should  unite  himself 
»  whatever  church  appears  to  him  most  in  accor- 
tnce  with  the  word  of  God.     Allowing  for  occa- 
onal  acts  of  conformity  with  other  disciples  of  the 
me  Saviour,  he  ought,   as  a  rule,  habitually  to 
orship  with  the  church  to  which  he  conscientiously 
longs.     But    if  he  cannot    secure    the  faithful 
inistry  of  the  gospel  in  connexion  with  what  he 
gards  ecclesiastical  order,  is  he  to  starve  his  soul 
iile  vindicating  his  churchmanship  ?      Many  of 
v  readers,  of  various  sects,  may  feel  differently, 
t  for  myself  I  must  say  that  the  grand  central 
iths  of  justification  by  faith  in  a  crucified  Saviour, 
d  sanctification  by  the  work  of  the  Holy  Spirit  fin 
e  heart,  seem  to  me  so  far  more  important  than 
9    secondary   truth   respecting    church    govern- 
mt,  that  if  I  could  not  enjoy  both,  I  would  leave 
fcy  churches  in  succession,  framed  exactly  on  wfrat 

2d 


41 B  THE    AMERICAS    CHURCH. 

I  might  regard  the  Apostolic  model,  in  order  to  secure 
Apostolic  doctrine  juliI  Ap -istolic  holiness  elsewhere. 
In  so  doing  I  should  feel,  that  whatever  censure 
I  might  incur  from  zealous  par&U&S  of  my  own 
church,  I  should  not  be  reproved  by  the  chief 
"  Bishop  and  shepherd  of  souls,"  who  said — "Take 
heed  what  ye  hear;  beware  of  the  leaven  of  the 
Pharisees;  beware  of  false  prophets  !" 

The  American  Chprch,  is  held  in  an  upper  room 
of  the  United  Stales'  embassy,  in  the  Piazza  del 
Popolo,  about  two  minutes  walk  fram  the  English 
church.  Wc  had  introductions  to  the  clergyman,  a 
son  of  Dr.  Baird  of  New  York.  We  shall  never 
forget  the  enjoyment  and  I  hope  the  benefit  we 
received  at  those  services.  After  the  gorgeous  cere- 
monies of  Popery,  there  was  a  peculiar  charm  about 
the  extreme  simplicity  of  Presbyterian  worship.  I 
do  not  say  this  from  any  dislike  to  a  Liturgy,  which 
I  t.lii nk  I  can  enjoy  as  much  as  many  of  its  strongest 
advocates.  Very  much  may  be  said  in  ftmnu  "L' 
such  a  form  of  public  worship,  and  I  can  quite 
understand  how  it  is  that  many  Christians  feel  it  to 
be  far  more  profitable  than  any  other.  But  I  have 
no  sympathy  with  those  who  contend  on  the  one 
hand  that  it  is  wrong  to  pray  without  such  a  form, 
or  on  the  other,  that  there  can  be  no  acceptable  wor- 
ship where  it  is  used.  I  have  enjoyed  the  daily 
service  in  York  Minster  ami  Westminster  Abbey  : 
I  have  felt  also  "in  the  house  of  God,  and  ut  the 


LirnnaiEa  and  pbee  prayeb. 


419 

gate  of  Heaven"  in  many  a  plain  vostry,  or  humble 
cottage,  where  men,  consecrated  by  divine  grace, 
"Royal  Priesthood,"  though  their  hands  might 
be  rough  and  their  speech  uncouth,  were  pouring 
forth,  the  unpremeditated  petitions  of  a  penitent 
but  filial  heart.  It  would  he  a  difficult  task  to 
prove  that  either  mode  was  wrong — while  nothing 
could  be  easier  than  to  demonstrate  as  unscriptura! 
a  refusal  to  unite  with  other  christians,  whatever  the 

I  mode  of  presenting  their  supplications.  To  an 
Englishman  abroad,  there  is  a  peculiar  charm  in  the 
old  familiar  language  of  a  Liturgy  in  which  such 
multitudes  of  his  countrymen  at  home  ore  offering 
their  worship.  This  we  felt  at  Marseilles,  Florence, 
and  Naples.  Yet,  under  the  shadow  of  the  Vatican, 
and  after  being  bewildered  with  the  complicated 
ceremonials  of  Popery,  there  was,  as  I  have  said,  a 
peculiar  charm  in  the  simplicity  of  Presbyterianism. 
Mr.  Baird  began  the  service  by  saying — '  Let  us 
invoke  the  blessing  of  God.'  After  a  short  prayer, 
lie  read  tho  ten  commandments,  followed  by  our 
Lord's  own  summary  of  the  law,  from  the  gospels. 
Then  he  gave  out  some  familiar  hymn,  such  as 
"  Come,  holy  spirit,  heavenly  dove" — or  "  There  is 
a  fountain  filled  with  blood,"  leading  the  tune  him- 
self. After  another  prayer  and  a  seooud  hymn, 
came  the  sermon,  the  service  closing  with  singing 
and  prayer.  The  character  of  Mr.  B'spreaching  was 
eminently  chaste,  simple,  earnest  and  evangelical. 
In  1 
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The  following  outline  of  one  of  his  n 
servo  as  u  specimen.  Test. "  "  This,  man  reoo*)  & 
sinners."  I.  Who  are  sinners ?  "All  have  sinned." 
The  only  difference  is  that  some  sinners  are  self- 
righteous,  and  r  it  hers  arc  penitent.  To  which  class 
do  we  belong?  II.  "Who  receiveth  them?  1. — He 
who  has  power  to  forgive.  2. — Against  whom  the 
sin  was  committed.  3.— Who  is  the  sinner' 9  friend. 
4. — Who  came  as  a  man,  that  we  might  have  con- 
fidence in  approaching  him.  "This  Man  receiveth 
sinners."  III.  How  does  he  receive  them  ?  t— 
Freely — no  hard  conditions — no  preparation — else 
our  brief  life  would  be  exhausted  in  the  unsuccessful 
effort  to  make  ourselves  fit.  2. — Gladly.  At  the 
well  he  was  more  refreshed  by  benefitting  the 
woman  of  Samaria,  than  with  meat  and  wine.  o. — 
Tenderly — knowing  all  the  conflicts,  doubts,  and 
griefs  of  the  sinner— whom  he  addHMfifl  niy»i<.'. 
"I  have  loved  thee  with  an  everlasting  love." — 
Application.  If  Christ  receiveth  sinners — 1,— Ho 
will  receive  i/ou.  2. — You  can  be  snved  in  no  other 
way.  3. — He  is  waiting  at  this  moment  t<>  wil.in,. 
you.  There  will  never  he  a  more  convenii 
— you  never  will  be  more  fit — the  stubborn  heart 
you  complain  of,  Christ  alone  can  subdue — leave 
then  your  own  works,  and  no  lunger  scrutinize  your 
own  feelings,  but  cast  yourselves  on  the  00 
of  an  Almighty  Saviour."  I  apprehend  : 
who  have  themselves  been  received  by   Him,  wii! 
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be  in  no  doubt  whether  or  not  such  preaching  as 
this  is  "Evangelical.  And  must  not  every 
Christian,  whatever  his  sect,  feel  joy  at  knowing 
that  in  the  city  where  S.  Paul  preached,  the  Apos- 
tle's doctrine  is  so  Mthfully  proclaimed — that 
where  superstition  abounds,  the  simple  truth  of  the 
gospel  is  so  clearly  taught  ? 

Though  not  ourselves  Presbyterians,  Mr.  Cecil 
and  myself  were  cordially  invited  by  Mr.  Baird  to 
occupy  his  pulpit.  It  was  pleasing  to  find  that 
though  there  is  no  mutual  recognition  between  the 
English  and  American  churches,  yet  on  one  spot  at 
least  in  these  head-quarters  of  Popery,  Evangelical 
Protestants  can  manifest  as  well  as  feel,  that  in  spite 
of  minor  differences,  they  are  "  all  one  in  ChristJesus." 
The  existence  of  an  "Evangelical  alliance "  at 
home,  shows  how  christians  yearn  for  unity ;  yet  the 
necessity  for  such  an  expedient  is  a  proof  of  defect. 
Surely  such  men  as  Leighton,  Doddridge,  Chalmers, 
Bobert  Hall,  Bickersteth,  and  their  congregations, 
ought  not  as  a  necessity  to  exchange  the  church  for 
the  music-hall  in  order  to  unite  in  the  same  act  of 
worship  to  one  Divine  Master.  Does  consistency  to 
its  own  internal  order,  require  a  church  to  refuse  co- 
operation with  any  other  ?  If  Rome  is  exclusive 
towards  those  who  are  without,  she  recognises  many 
different  orders  within  herself.  Should  not  Pro- 
testant sects  be  equally  willing  to  regard  each  other 
as  parts  of  the  same  church  of  Christ? 
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My  friend  and  myself  cheerfully  embraced  the 
opportunity  thus  aflbrdeff  us,  of  preaching  the 
Gospel  to  "  them  that  are  in  Rome  also."  It  was 
natural  that  our  sermons  should  give  utterance  to 
some  of  those  reflections  on  the  Apostle  Paul,  which 
had  occupied  our  minds  during  our  visit  to  a  city  so 
identified  with  his  name.  What  an  invaluable 
treasure  is  that  epistle  "  to  all  that  he  in  Rome, 
beloved  of  God,  called  to  he  saints,"  in  which  he 
says  he  is  "  not  ashamed  of  the  Gospel  of  Christ," 
revealing  as  it  doe3  that — "  being  justified  by  faith, 
we  have  peace  with  God  !  "  Before  he  visited  tht 
city,  the  faith  of  its  church  was  "  spoken  of 
throughout  the  whole  world."  As  he  approached 
it  from  Puteoli,  the  brethren  went  forth  to  meet 
him  "as  far  as  Appii  Forum,  and  the  Three 
Taverns."  Here  he  dwelt  two  whole  years  "  in  his 
own  hired  house,  and  received  all  that  came  in  unto 
him,  preaching  the  kingdom  of  God."  Here  he 
wrote  his  epistles  to  the  Gallatians,  Ephesians 
Philippians,  Colonsians,  Second  to  Timothy,  and 
Philemon.  Hero  it  was,  that  glorying  in  his  cap- 
tivity, since  it  "  fell  out  rather  to  the  furtherance 
of  the  Gospel,"  he  said  "my  bonds  in  Christ  are 
manifest  in  all  the  palace,  and  in  all  other  places." 
From  the  midst  of  dial  lie  congratulated  the  Philip- 
pians that— "unto  them  it  was  girtn  in  the  behalf 
of  Christ,  not  only  to  believe  on  him,  but  also  to 
suffer  lor  his  sake  !  "■ — and  closed  his  letter  by  saying 
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— "  all  the  saints  salute  you,  chiefly  they  that  are  of 
Caesar's  household.* '  JThe  Epistle  to  the  Colossians 
ends  with — "  the  salutation  hy  the  hand  of  me,  Paul. 
Remember  my  bonds.  Grace  be  with  you.  Amen." 
In  his  letter  to  Philemon  how  pathetically  he  writes 
— "  for  love's  sake,  I  rather  beseech  thee,  being  such 
an  one  as  Paul  the  aged,  and  now  also  a  prisoner  of 
Jesus  Christ !"  He  exhorts  Timothy  "not  to  be 
ashamed  of  the  testimony  of  our  Lord,  nor  of  me  his 
prisoner :  but  be  thou  partaker  of  the  afflictions  of 
the  gospel."  Then,  referring  to  his  imprisonment, 
he  says — "  nevertheless  I  am  not  ashamed ;  for  I 
know  whom  I  have  believed,  and  am  persuaded  he  is 
able  to  keep  that  which  I  have  committed  unto  him 
against  that  day ! "  Then,  in  immediate  prospect  of 
martyrdom,  he  adds — "I  am  now  ready  to  be  offered, 
and  the  time  of  my  departure  is  at  hand.  I  have 
fought  a  good  fight,  I  have  finished  my  course, 
I  have  kept  the  faith  :  henceforth  there  is  laid  up 
for  me  a  crown  of  righteousness,  which  the  Lord, 
the  righteous  judge,  shall  give  me  at  that  day  :  and 
not  to  me  only,  but  unto  all  them  also  that  love  his 
appearing."  Here  he  felt  the  need  of  the  "  cloak 
left  at  Troas,  and  the  books,  but  especially  the  parch- 
ments." Then  how  magnificent  the  reference  to 
his  "  first  answer  "  when  no  man  stood  with  him 
but  all  men  forsook  him  : — "  I  pray  God  that  it  may 
not  be  laid  to  their  charge.  Notwithstanding  the 
Lord  stood  with  me  and  strengthened  me  :  that  by 
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me  the  preaching  miglit  be  fully  known,  and  that 
all  the  Gentiles  might  hoar:  and  I  waa  delivered 
out  of  the  mouth  of  the  lion.  And  tin:  Lord  shall 
deliver  me  from  every  evil  work,  and  will  preserve 
me  unto  his  heavenly  kingdom!"  With  such  aeon' 
fidence,  he  could  walk  more  triumphantly  than  any 
Conqueror  along  the  Appian  way — and  "seeing  Hie 
invisible  "  feel  no  terror  before  Csssar — and  know 
nothing  of  darkness  in  the  Mamcrtine  prison — anil 
esultingly  go  forth  to  death,  assured  that  "to 
depart  and  be  with  Jesus  is  far  better,"  St.  Paul's 
faith  was  no  mere  creed,  but  a  living  reality.  So 
must  our's  he,  if  like  his,  it  shall  overcome  the 
world.  "We  must  know  whom  we  hate 
loving,  trusting,  obeying,  a  personal  a  present 
Saviour.  While  one  class  of  men  are  careless  of 
their  immortal  souls;  a  second  vainly  fancy  they  an 
themselves  competent  to  save  it ;  and  a  third  confide 
it  to  the  care  of  Borne  fellow-sinner— let  us  with  St. 
Paul,  commit  it  to  Jesus,  in  full  assurance  of  faith 
that  "he  is  able  to  keep  that  whidi 
committed  unto  him  against  that  day."  Such  a 
confidence  will  render  trials  light  and  duties  pleasant; 
Bin,  our  only  real  toe,  will  become  increasingly  odious, 
and  holiness  will  daily  possess  fresh  charms  ;  every 
sorrow  will  he  sweetened,  every  joy  enhanced, 
death  will  lose  its  eting. 


CHAPTEE  V. 


ENVIBONS   OF   SOME. 


The  Campagna.  — Many  an  afternoon  did  we  enjoy, 
on  the  desolate,  beautiful,  eloquent  Campagna.  "We 
visited  the  ancient  Milvian  bridge,  where  we  thought 
of  Cicero,  who  there,  intercepted  the  ambassadors 
of  the  Allobrogi, — and  of  the  great  battle  between 
Constantine  and  Maxentius,  fought  on  the  banks  of 
the  Tiber,  which  flowed  as  turbid  then  as  now. 
Another  drive  was  to  the  Ponte  iNomentana,  and 
the  Sacred  Mount,  from,  the  top  of  whose  grassy 
slopes,  we  enjoyed  the  view  of  the  picturesque 
bridge,  the  classic  Arno,  the  distant  aqueducts,  and 
the  undulating  Campagna,  dotted  with  ruins.  Prom 
these  river  banks,  in  the  days  of  old,  how  often 
arose  the  murmur  of  a  mighty  people,  peaceable 
indeed  but  resolute,  when  they  made  those  famous 
cesessions,  which  shewed  that  though  they  might 
be  despised,  they  could  ill  be  spared !  On  the 
Appian  "Way,  we  wandered  through  miles  of  tombs, 
which  must  have  been  an  imposing  sight  to  a 
stranger,  approaching  Rome  in  this  direction.  What 
anticipations  might  he  not  indulge  of  the  city  of 
the  living,  if  such  structures  were  reared  for  the 
honour  of  its  dead  !    Part  of  the  ancient  road  was 
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being  excavated,  and  we  stood  on  the  very  pavement, 
which  had  possibly  been  trodden  by  S.  Paul.  Heaps 
of  rubbish,  including  mutilated  tablets  and  frag- 
ments of  statues,  lay  around. 

Not  far  from  the  tombs,  are  the  niins  of  the  circus  of 
Eomulus,  and  thereputcdFountain  ofEgeria.  How 
delightful  to  us  was  the  cool  and  verdant  seclusion 
of  this  classic  glen  !  We  drank  of  the  clear  spring, 
and  lingered  long,  listening  to  its  murmur  as  it 
flowed  over  the  rocks  and  rains,  clothed  with  the 
elegant  drapery  of  the  maiden-hair  fern.  Then  we 
rambled  in  the  overhanging  "sacred  wood,"  thinking 
of  Numa  and  Egeriu,  and  the  multitudes  whom  the 
beautiful  legend  has  in  all  age1*  attracted  hither. 

The  ruins  of  the  nine  aqueducts  which  supplied 
Home  with  water,  from  springs,  twenty,  forty  and  even 
sixty  miles  distance,  never  failed  to  impress  us  with 
the  majesty  of  the  ancient  city.  Of  the  Claudian, 
there  still  remain  six  miles  of  arches  stretching 
across  the  plain.  Never  shall  we  forget  the  sunset 
views  we  enjoyed  in  their  neighbourhood.  How 
vividly  I  still  sec  through  the  arches,  the  blue  Alban 
bills,  their  sides  sparkling  with  little  towns.  "Water 
trickled  down  the  old  piers,  which  were  covered 
with  fern  and  lichens.  Brilliant  flowers  grew  in 
the  clefts.  In  the  foreground,  the  uniformity  of  ihe 
Campagna  was  relieved  by  a  farm  scene.  The  cows 
were  coming  in  to  be  milked.  Goats  were  struggling 
along  the  road  and  browsing  on  the  ruins.     Ae  the 
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sun  declined,  the  rays  shot  horizontally  through  the 
arches,  which  in  some  places  are  continuous — then 
only  two  or  three  are  seen  together — then  more — till 
the  long  line  disappears  in  perspective.  The  Alhan 
Mount  now  glowed  with  a  resplendent  purple,  while 
the  Sahine  hills  thrown  into  shadow,  frowned  dark 
and  precipitous.  Again  look  round — the  sun  is  just 
disappearing — hut  who  can  descrihe  the  effect  of 
that  intense  orange,  green,  amher  glow  of  the  atmo- 
sphere, as  seen  through  the  ruins  !  If  any  one  can 
pourfray  the  view  it  is  Buskin,  in  the  following 
extract  from  "  Modern  Painters  " — "  Let  the  reader 
imagine  himself  for  a  moment  withdrawn  from  the 
sounds  and  motion  of  the  living  world,  and  sent 
forth  alone  into  this  wild  and  wasted  plain.  The 
long  knotted  grass  waves  and  tosses  feebly  in  the 
evening  wind,  and  the  shadow  of  its  motion  shakes 
feverishly  along  the  banks  of  ruin  that  lift  them- 
selves to  the  sunlight.  Hillocks  of  mouldering 
earth  heave  around  him  as  if  the  dead  beneath  were 
struggling  in  their  sleep.  Scattered  blocks  of  black 
stone,  four-square,  remnants  of  mighty  edifices,  not 
one  left  upon  another,  lie  upon  them  to  keep  them 
down.  A  dull  purple  poisonous  haze,  stretches  level 
along  the  desert,  veiling  its  spectral  wrecks  of  massy 
ruins,  on  whose  rents  the  red  light  rests  like  dying 
fires  on  defiled  altars.  The  blue  ridge  of  the  Alban 
Mount  lifts  itself  against  a  solemn  space  of  green, 
clear,  quiet  sky.    Watch  towers  of  dark  clouds  stand 


stedfastly  along  the  promontories  of  the  Apeni 
From    the   plain  to   the   mountains,  the  snath 
aqueducts,  pier  beyond  pier,  melt  into  the  t 
nesa,  like  shadowy  and  countless  troops  of  f 
mourners,  passing  from  a  nation's  grave." 

Grotta  Fkrkata,  is  about  twelve  miles  from 
Koine,  at  the  foot  of  the  Alban  hills.  It  being  a 
lair  day,  crowds  of  peasantry  were  assembled,  in 
the  varied  and  gay  costumes  of  the  district.  "We 
saw  not  one  amongst  a  dense  multitude,  intoxicated, 
or  even  exhilarated .'  "What  a  useful  lesson  might 
England  learn  from  Italy!  Is  it  ttngeaflonablB  to 
think,  that  under  the  peculiar  circumstances  of 
England,  where  drunkenness  is  so  prevailing  a  vice, 
and  the  beverages  in  common  use  are  so  unlike  the 
innocent  wines  of  the  continent,  extraordinary 
measures  might  bo  usefully  adopted  r  Is  it  very 
absurd  to  urge  tolal  abstinence  on  all  who  might  be 
unconsciously  lured  over  the  doubtful  boundary  line 
of  moderation  :  And  if  the  advice  is  to  be  forcible, 
must  it  not  be  supported  by  example  ?  Many  sober 
men,  and  consistent  Christians,  whom  I  personally 
know,  refer  to  auch  measures,  as  the  means  by 
which  they  ceased  to  be  the  wretched  drunkards 
who  once  were  tyrants  to  their  families,  and  (errors 
to  their  neighbours. — I  shall  not  soon  forget 
the  glorious  view  commanded  from  a  high  torrace- 
wall  over  the  Carapagna  to  Home  in  one  direction, 
and  up  the  romantic  glen   on    the   side    of  i 
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the  town  is  built,  on  the  other.  In  the  church,  which 
was  crammed  with  peasantry  on  their  knees,  we 
saw  the  famous  frescoes  of  Domenichino.  Beneath 
a  sculptured  representation  of  some  kind  of  fruit, 
was  this  inscription — '  The  form,  according  to  tradi- 
tion, of  the  golden  apple,  which  the  immaculate 
Mary,  Mother  of  God,  presented  to  St.  Nilus  and 
St.  Bartholomew,  the  founders  of  this  temple  and 
the  adjoining  monastery,  commanding  them  to  place 
it  for  the  first  stone  of  the  foundation.*  Through  a 
noble  forest,  we  drove  to 

Fbascatt,  a  pleasant  little  town,  situated  on  one 
of  the  slopes  of  the  Alban  hills.  It  was  a  festal 
day  there  also,  and  in  the  public  square  was  an 
immense  concourse  of  deluded  peasantry,  watching 
the  drawing  of  the  tickets  of  the  Papal  lottery,  in  a 
balcony  above !  We  immediately  started  on  foot  to 
Tusculum.  On  our  way  up  the  long  ascent,  we 
visited  the  Villa  Aldobrandini.  Its  cascades  and 
paintings  were  unable  to  gain  any  attention  from  us, 
so  absorbed  were  we  by  the  unrivalled  prospect 
which  is  commanded  from  its  terraces.  The  eye 
ranged  over  the  plains  of  Latium,  and  the  vast  sweep 
of  the  Campagna,  Rome  with  its  presiding  Cupola 
being  distinctly  visible  at  a  distance  of  twelve  miles, 
and  the  Mediterranean  beyond,  sparkling  in  the  sun- 
shine. Then  up  a  delightful  path  through  shady 
woods,  we  climbed  about  three  miles  to  the  site  of 
that  ancient  city  which  was  one  of  Home's  early 
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rivulB,  which  resisted  Hannibal,  was  the  place  o 
Cato'a  birth,  and  Cicero's  favorite  residence. 
saw  the  ancient  load,  recently  excavated — also  there- 
mains  of  the  amphitheatre,  the  theatre,  and  together 
with  numerous  other  ruins,  the  house  of  the  Orator 
And  was  this  indeed  the  scene  of  the  Tusculan  Dis- 
putations ?  Now  not  a  solitary  hut  is  to  be  met  with. 
The  place  is  without  inhabitant !  Thickets  grow  where 
Iioman  literati  paced  their  marble  floors — and  the 
foundations  of  the  house  of  Cicero  are  choked  up 
with  briars.  But  how  surpassingly  lovely  the  view 
from  this  elevated  summit — how  beautiful  the  flowers 
— how  bracing  the  air — how  thrilling  the  memories ! 
There  was  quite  a  crowd  of  people  on  this  wild 
mountain  crest,  among  whom  we  unexpectedly  met  a 
relative !  All,  save  the  guides,  were  English  tourists, 
barbarians  from  Britain,  and  while  hearing  our  own 
language  on  every  side,  it  was  difficult  to  feel  that 
we  were  so  far  from  home.  Then  again,  this  verj 
circumstance  illustrated  the  vast  changes  which  have 
taken  place  between  the  past  and  the  present  of 
Tusculuin  ! 

Tivoli,  April  lC. — "  We  have  been  to  classical 
Tivoli.  Sueh  scenes  of  enchantment  have  passed 
before  me  in  quick  succession,  that  now  I  am  seated 
in  our  lodgings,  I  seem  to  have  been  all  day  in  a 
dream.  In  fairy-like  vision,  views  of  precipices, 
waterfalls,  temples,  caverns,  and  snowy  mount 
sail  before  ma  in.  bewildering  beauty.     We  b 
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fasted  at  six  o'clock,  and  soon  after  seven,  with  our 
delightful  friends  the  C's  and  F,  we  were  driving 
along  the  ever  interesting  Campagna.  A  strong 
smell  of  sulphur  warned  us  that  we  were  approach- 
ing the  lake  of  Tartarus,  before  we  crossed  a  canal 
which  drains  it.  The  water  is  of  the  colour  of  milk, 
and  the  smell  loathsome.  Through  a  forest  of  olives, 
the  fantastic  forms  of  whose  trunks  we  much  ad- 
mired, we  climbed  a  steep  ascent  to  the  ancient 
Tibur,  once  the  resort  of  the  wealthy  Romans,  now 
a  miserable  looking  place,  the  people  and  dwellings 
being  most  filthy .  We  drove  to  "  la  Sibylla1 '  the  infe- 
riority of  which  as  an  inn,  is  abundantly  compensated 
by  its  situation.  For  in  the  little  yard  behind,  is  the 
celebrated  circular  temple  of  the  Sibyl,  overhanging 
the  deep  gulph,  and  commanding  a  view  of  the  falls. 
It  is  enchantment.  Several  cascades  below  us  dashed 
over  precipitous  rocks — the  romantic  old  town 
perched  above,  glowed  with  the  rich  tints  of  an 
Italian  sun — and  the  cliffs  around  were  covered  with 
the  beautiful  green  of  early  spring.  Descending  by 
a  rugged  path  which  wound  among  the  rocks,  we 
came  to  a  cave  where  two  cascades  met,  plunging  to- 
gether into  the  gloomy  abyss.  On  a  little  platform, 
overhung  by  a  stupendous  precipice,  we  watched  the 
water,  as  it  entered  the  gaping  fissure  and  disappeared 
in  the  roaring  darkness  below.  Turning  round, 
everything  was  brightness.  The  torrent  which  in 
one  direction  was  all  gloom,  in  another  leapt  down 
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tlio  cliffs  like  showers  of  silver, — then  dashing 
amidst  fern  covered  rooks,  brilliant  with  every  colour, 
it  rushed  on  to  the  cavern  I  hnve  mentioned.  The 
effect  of  looking  from  the  edge  of  this  tremendous 
gulph,  over-arched  by  atom  rocks,  was  more  like  en- 
chantment than  reality." 

Owing  to  recent  rains,  there  was  a  copious  stream 
in  the  ancient  channel,  so  that  wo  saw  the  spot,  in 
some  degroo  as  it  used  to  appear  before  the  new 
course  was  made  for  the  river.  Jfothing  can  be  finer 
than  "  the  Sibyl's  cave  "  just  described.  The  sun- 
light on  the  dancing  water,  ns  it  prepared  for  its 
dark  plunge,  was  reflected  in  ever  circling  forms 
on  the  rocks  which  revealed  in  their  wave-worn 
surface,  a  history  of  untold  centuries  during  which 
the  torrent  in  an  agony  of  energy,  had  struggled  to 
find  a  passage  through  that  narrow  gorge.  From 
sunlight,  through  darkness,  to  sunlight  again,  fee 
course  of  the  Christian  often  resembles  that  cataract. 
Trials  may  ho  dark  and  terrible,  but  they  ore  swiftly 
passed — they  originate  in  love,  they  lei 
And  as  the  water  does  not  hesitate,  as  if  knowing 
how  soon  it  will  re -issue  into  light,  so  Faith  baldrj 
enters  the  gloomiest  passage  in  the  path  of  obedience, 
quite  sure,  that  there  is  a  channel  through  the  gloom ; 
that  though  "  weeping  may  endure  for  a  night,  joy 
Cometh  in  the  morning,''  and  that  "  we  must  through 
much  tribulation,  enter  into  the  kingdom." — "  Jtv 
narrow  paths  wc  ftura  scaVA  vW  w^wsiie  side  of  the 
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precipice,  catching  mysterious  and  bewitching  peeps 
of  the  great  fall.  The  effect  of  the  spray  was  extra- 
ordinary, for  as  it  was  flung  out  in  jets  from  the 
main  body  of  water  and  then  ascended,  it  looked  like 
troops  of  angels  with  flowing  robes  and  outstretched 
arms,  floating  upwards  in  unceasing  succession,  and 
after  rising  to  a  great  height,  gradually  vanishing 
into  air.  When  we  approached  nearer,  a  glorious 
rainbow  was  seen  across  the  foam." 

"  Horribly  beautiful !  but  on  the  verge, 
From  side  to  side,  beneath  the  glittering  morn, 
An  Iris  sits,  amidst  the  infernal  surge, 
like  Hope  upon  a  death-bed,  and  unworn 
Its  steady  dyes,  while  all  around  is  torn 
By  the  distracted  waters,  bears  serene 
Its  brilliant  hues  with  all  their  beams  unshorn : 
Resembling,  'mid  the  torture  of  the  scene 

Love  watching  madness  with  unalterable  mien." 

"  Everything  that  could  make  a  landscape  perfect 
was  before  us.  Tivoli  with  its  high  towers  and 
classic  temple  was  perched  on  the  opposite  cliff. 
The  steep  and  lovely  glen  down  which  we  looked, 
terminated  in  the  glorious  Campagna,  whose  colour 
was  a  deep  blue,  variegated  by  the  moving  shadows 
of  some  drifting  clouds,  and  spreading  out  like  the 
sea,  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach.  Rome  with  St. 
Peter's,  nearly  twenty  miles  off,  was  distinctly 
visible,  and  in  that  clear  atmosphere,  did  not  seem 
at  half  such  a  distance.     I  now  mounted  a  donkey, 


and  we  were  conducted  over  the  usual  route,  down 
the  valley  on  the  opposite  ride  of  the  town.  The 
views  from  different  turns  in  the  road  n 
enchanting.  The  Caseatelle,  are  a  number  of  smaller 
cataracts,  which  fall  most  beautifully  down  the  side 
of  tlie  ravine,  some  of  the  water  pouring  out  from 
the  old  urches  of  the  ruined  villa  of  Maecenas,  than 
which  nothing  can  he  imagined  more  picturesque. 
We  passed  the  ruins  of  many  others  of  the  rural 
retreats  of  the  old  Romans ;  those  of  Piso,  Cassias, 
Urutus,  Varus,  &c.,  arc  pointed  out  by  I 
Crossing  the  Anio  by  an  ancient  bridge,  «  i 
the  other  side  of  the  valley,  over  the  solid  pavement 
of  the  old  Roman  road,  and  pleased  ourselves  with 
the  thought  that  we  were  treading  the  very  stone? 
ou  which  Horace  and  Mivcenas  had  walked.  Hon" 
changed  is  the  splendid  house  where  the  latter 
entertained  his  literary  friends !  It  is  now  used  ai 
an  iron-foundry — and  as  we  picked  our  way  through 
black  and  busy  workshops,  and  passed  blazing 
furnaces,  we  looked  with  deep  interest  at  the  tnassiv* 
walls  and  arched  roofs,  which  told  of  its  ancient 
magnificence.  We  walked  on  the  noble  terrace  at  lite 
top,  enjoying  the  gorgeous  prospect  on  which  Est 
mighty  of  old  had  gazed  with  aa  much  admiration 
but  with  more  pride.  For  then  the  hill  side* 
were  covered  with  marble  palaces,  abounding  with 
luxuries,  and  stored  with  unrivalled  works  of  art. 
After  dining  at  the  little  inn,  wo  drove  to 
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"Hadbian's  Villa,  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill, 
not  far  out  of  our  road  on  returning  to  Borne. 
It  is  said  to  have  covered  an  area  of  three 
square  miles,  but  nothing  remains  of  its  former 
greatness  but  fragments  of  huge  walls  and  heaps  of 
brickwork.  Through  many  a  hole  in  the  turf  we 
looked  into  dark  mysterious  chambers  beneath. 
Cypresses  grow  amidst  the  ruins,  and  the  once 
marble  floors  are  covered  with  flowers.  Many 
of  the  most  precious  statues  now  in  Borne,  were 
dug  up  here.  We  saw  the  spot  where  the 
'dying  gladiator'  was  found.  A  very  beautiful 
Italian  boy,  seated  on  a  broken  column,  formed  an 
interesting  feature  in  the  foreground  of  one  scene. 
We  drove  home  across  the  Campagna,  which  always 
is  to  me  so  fascinating  in  that  clear,  sombre,  quiet 
light  which  precedes  the  darkness." 

Tivoli  again,  and  Hobace's  Farm. — We  started 
from  Borne  in  the  afternoon.  At  the  foot  of  the  hill 
we  left  our  vehicle,  and  walked  to  Tivoli  along  the 
opposite  side  of  the  ravine,  up  which  the  setting 
sun  was  pouring  his  horizontal  rays,  tinging  the 
cascade  with  rose-colour,  and  investing  the  whole 
scene  with  unimaginable  beauty.  Then  the  moon 
arose,  and  we  again  descended  to  the  cave  to  look  at 
the  scene  under  her  mysterious  light.  It  was  still 
more  magical  than  before.  I  constantly  feared  that 
I  might  forget  the  reality  of  the  precipices  round 
me,  and  share  the  fate  of  a  young  Englishman, who 
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musing  here  lost  hie  footing,  and  is  buried  in 
the  Protestant  cemetery  at  Eome.  Our  supper  at 
the  little  iim,  consisted  of  maccaroni,  soup,  poached 
eggs,  chops,  pigeons,  ricotta  pudding,  and  fruit!  The 
landlord  seemed  determined  to  shew  that  the  capacity 
of  liia  kitchen  must  not  be  judged  by  the  size  of  dm 
house.  From  our  bed-room  window,  we  looked  out 
upon  the  classic  temple,  and  ivere  lulled  to  sleep  by 
the  music  of  the  cataract.  Soon  after  six  wc  break- 
fasted in  the  open  air,  under  the  circular  colonnade 
of  this  architectural  gem  of  the  Augustan  era.  At 
seven  we  were  on  our  way,  with  a  very  pleasant 
guide.  The  sky  was  cloudless,  the  air  bracing,  imd 
ia  high  spirits  we  set  forth,  our  thoughts  full  uf 
Horace.  How  lovingly  he  refers  to  the  scenery  el 
Tibur  and  its  neighbourhood!  This  inspired  hia 
strains — 

—  qiiir  T i In] c  i;.,ii.v  ftiViilr  prafluant 
Et  spissie  ucmorum  comic, 

Fulgent  Maliit  carmine  noliik-m. 

Here  he  wished  to  spend  his  latter  days — 

Tilmr,  Argeo  positam  oolono. 
Sit  Hicic  series  atinam  6eneotie; 
Sit  mnJiis  lasso  maris  et  viaruin 
Milititequo. 

Our  road,  along  which  ho  must  so  often  haw 
travelled,  was  for  several  miles  lined  at  interval* 
with  reticulated  brick-work,  the  ruins  of  the  villas  of 
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the  old  Romans.  Most  beautiful  is  the  valley  of 
the  Anio,  by  which  we  were  now  penetrating  the 
Sabine  hills.     On  its  opposite  side  are  some  arches 

* 

of  the  Claudian  aqueduct  which  conveyed  water 
through  the  mountainous  region  to  Rome.  We  saw 
several  small  towns,  so  perched  on  the  very  summits 
of  some  of  the  most  precipitous  mountains,  that  we 
wondered  how  they  could  be  built  there.  "What 
toil  it  must  be  for  the  inhabitants  to  climb  so  high 
after  their  daily  labour,  carrying  up  their  water  and 
every  other  necessary  of  life !  The  high  cultivation 
and  the  signs  of  industry  on  every  hand,  were  quite 
a  relief  after  the  desolation  of  the  Campagna.  We 
met  droves  of  cattle,  and  goats,  with  peasants 
clothed  in  sheep-skins,  riding  in  rustic  carts  fitted 
with  a  sort  of  screen  to  protect  them  from  the  sun. 
The  ear  was  charmed  as  well  as  the  eye.  A  man 
mending  the  road  was  singing  in  a  minor  key.  Every 
grove  was  vocal  with  nightingales,  which  begin  to 
be  heard  here  about  the  fifth  of  April.  A  farmer 
was  turning  over  the  furrows  between  the  trees  of 
an  orchard,  with  a  plough  of  very  primitive  construc- 
tion. It  consisted  simply  of  a  coulter  at  one  end  of 
a  long  pole.  To  a  transverse  bar  at  the  other  ex- 
tremity, the  necks  of  a  pair  of  oxen  were  attached. 
The  ploughman  rested  his  left  foot  on  the  plough- 
share, which  he  thus  steadied  ty  his  weight,  walk- 
ing by  his  right  leg,  as  boys  with  one  skait.  His 
left  hand  held  an  upright  staff  fastened  to    the 
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ploughshare,  and  in  his  right  he  flourished  his 
ox-goad.  We  afterwards  passed  a  donkey  carrying 
the  whole  of  a  similar  apparatus,  yet  the  animal 
was  bo  lightly  laden,  that  had  the  ploughman  also 
been  seated  on  its  hack,  it  would  not  have  been  over- 
burdened. A  poor  woman,  almost  naked  and  in 
great  distress,  to  whom  we  gave  a  few  coins,  voci- 
ferated this  benediction — "  May  the  blessed  Virgin, 
mother  of  God,  accompany  you  on  your  journey, 
and  protect  you  from  all  evil."  "We  were  pleased 
with  her  gratitude,  hut  rejoiced  that  God  himself 
was  our  companion.  About  ten  miles  from  Tivoli, 
we  came  in  sight  of  the  picturesque  Convent  of  S. 
Cosimato,  with  its  cypressed  gardens,  situated  on  a 
steep  cliff  above  the  Anio.  We  now  turned  off  to 
the  left,  along  the  roughest  of  roads,  up  the  valley, 
in  wliieh  the  poet  had  lived.  Through  it  flowed  the 
Digcntia,  to  join  the  Anio.  On  the  opposite  side  of 
tho  river,  perched  on  the  top  of  a  lofty  hill,  was  the 
village  of  Eardella,  the  Mandela  of  Horace,  e 
to  all  the  cold  blasts  of  winter. 


"  Me  quotiea  reficit  gelidus  Digentia  rivus, 
Quern  Mandela  bibit  rugopus  frigorc  pagus.' 


About  four  miles  up  the  valley  is  the  village  Lie 
the  ancient  Digentia.  Just  before  we  reached  it  i 
boys  surrounded  us,  clamourous  to  bo  our  guidt 
the  site  of  Horace's  farm.  By  a  narrow  path, 
a  wood  on  our  left,  we  entered  a  vineyard,  where 
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lads,  kneeling  on  the  ground,  began  scratching  away  at 
the  soil  with  their  hands.  Presently,  with  an  air  ef 
triumph,  they  pointed  to  some  beautiful  mosaic 
pavement  they  had  thus  exposed  to  view,  composed 
of  minute  pieces  of  stone  arranged  in  diamond 
pattern.  There  could  be  no  doubt  of  its  being  a 
genuine  relic  of  ancient  times.  And  now  vines 
were  growing  in  the  soil  that  had  accumulated  over 
the  elaborate  pavements  of  Roman  villas!  We 
crossed  a  hedge  to  an  adjoining  field,  where  we  saw 
a  shapeless  heap  of  ruins,  over  which  bright  green 
lizards  were  glancing,  and  amidst  which  brambles 
and  wild  flowers  were  growing  luxuriantly.  Anti- 
quaries seem  agreed  that  this  was  the  site  of  the 
Sabine  farm.  We  looked  at  the  surrounding  Jieights, 
feeling  that  the  great  features  of  nature  were  the 
same  as  when  the  poet  gazed  on  them.  We  ate  our 
lunch  seated  on  the  ruins  of  a  grotto,  doubtless  the 
ssene  of  many  a  convivial  entertainment,  and  slaked 
our  thirst  from  a  pure  rivulet  which  flowed  through 
it,  and  with  which  we  reasonably  supposed  Horace 
and  his  friends  often  tempered  their  Falernian.  The 
Fons  Blandusiae  is  higher  up  the  valley,  but  our 
time  was  gone,  and  we  hastened  back  to  Tivoli, 
rejoicing  that  we  knew  better  than  Horace,  the  tree 
secret  of  pleasure.  His  Epicureanism  went  no 
further  than — "  let  us  eat  and  drink,  for  to  morrow 
we  die ! "  Ca/rpe  diem  was  his  motto,  but  self- 
indulgence  was  each  day's  noblest  occupation,  and 
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life  was  the  limit  of  hope.  How  much  wisci 
much  happier,  than  the  accomplished  poet  the 
of  Emperors,  is  the  unpolished  peasant  or  the  liltle 
child,  who  understands  that  "  the  chief  end  of  roan 
is  to  glorify  God,  and  enjoy  Him  for  ever." 

Albaijo— Monte  Cayi — Rocca  di  Papa. — "  April 
22.— At  half-past  sis  we  left  Borne  for  the  Alban 
hills.  Looking  hack  as  we  ascended  to  Alb&no,  we 
•aw,  straight  as  an  arrow  from  where  wo  stood,  the 
Appian  way  stretching  across  the  Campagna  to  Home, 
lined  on  each  side  by  the  ruins  of  tombs.  The  spires 
and  domes  of  the  distant  city,  glittered  in  the  morn- 
ing sun.  Solid  masonry,  the  remains  of  stupendous 
edifices,  flanked  tho  road  as  we  approached  the  little 
town,  at  the  entrance  of  which  is  the  gigantic  ruin 
of  Pompey's  last  resting  place.  Mrs. and  my- 
self were  soon  seated  on  donkeys,  as  large  bb  mules, 
which  without  beating,  went  along  as  fast  as  we 
desired.  Beautiful  was  the  road  by  which 
turned  out  of  Albano !  " 

"The  green  bills 
Are  clothed  with  early  blossoms  ;  through  the  grass 
The  quick-eyrri  li.-url  nutlm,  and  the  bills 
Of  summer  birda  sing  welcome  as  ye  pass. 
Flowers  fresh  in  hue,  and  muny  in  their  class 
Implore  the  pausing  atop,  and  with  their  dyes 
Dance  in  tho  soft  breeze  in  a  fairy  mass. 
The  sweetness  of  the  tiolet's  deep  blue  eyei, 
Kiased  by  the  breath  of  heaven,  seems  coloured  by  its  tkiaa.' 
"  On  our  right  Toac  the  volcanic  shaped   hill  called 
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Monte  Giove,  the  site  of  the  celebrated  Corioli. 
"We  passed  close  to  the  tomb  of  Aruns,  the  son  of 
Porsenna,  till  recently  regarded  as  that  of  the  Horatii 
and  Curiatii.  Crossing  a  deep  ravine  we  entered 
Ariccia,  an  ancient  city  of  Latium,  and  the  first 
stage  of  Horace's  journey  to  Brundusium.  Three 
miles  from  Albano,  we  reached 

"  Genzano. — The  great  palace  of  the  Duke  Cesarini 
is  its  most  imposing  building,  and  on  hearing  his 
history,  it  became  invested  with  a  peculiar  interest. 
He  was  once  an  obscure  and  needy  artist,  but  fell  in 
love  with  the  grand-daughter  of  some  English  noble- 
man, who  was  visiting  Italy  with  her  guardian. 
The  pride  of,  the  family  refused  to  hear  of  such  a 
match,  and  the  poverty  of  the  artist  could  not  sup- 
port the  high-born  English-woman.  But  Cesarini 
believed  he  was  legally  entitled  to  rank  and  fortune, 
which  others  had  usurped.  The  lovers,  on  parting, 
pledged  themselves  to  remain  faithful,  the  artist 
declaring  that,  should  he  gain  his  estates,  he  would 
go  to  England  and  claim  her  hand;  while  she  assured 
him,  that  whenever  she  became  possessed  of  her 
fortune,  she  would  return  to  Italy  to  become  his 
wife.  Years  elapsed.  At  last  the  artist  gained  his 
trial,  and  immediately  set  forth.  He  rested  a  night 
at  Paris.  Next  morning,  in  haste  to  resume  his 
journey,  he  was  running  down  stairs,  when  whom 
should  he  meet  but  his  beloved  one !  She  also  had 
attained  her  fortune  and  liberty,  and  was  hastily 
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travelling  to  Italy  to  fulfil  her  parting  promise 
the  poor  artist !  They  have  lately  established  a 
infant  school,  the  only  one  in  the  Roman  states  The 
children  -were  singing  as  we  passed.  N.  went  in, 
and  was  charmed  with  the  manner  in  which  it  seemed 
to  be  conducted.  Rut,  if  I  may  believe  what  I  was 
told,  Cesarini  has  great  faults ;  as  will  appear  from 
the  following  anecdote,  which  illustrates,  also,  how 
the  law  in  Italy  favours  the  rich.  On  occasion  of  a 
fetta,  the  crowd  in  liis  court -yard,  approached  too 
near  the  windows.  When  they  gave  no  heed  to  his 
warnings,  he  fired  among  them,  and  unfortunately 
killed  his  own  cook,  who  was  crossing  the  court  oo 
business.  Some  months  elapsed  before  the  trial, 
which  was  held  in  the  Duke's  own  drawing-room. 
The  verdict  was  that  the  guilty  person  was  tl-.r  thai 
wan!  This  happened  only  a  week  or  two  before 
our  visit.  Our  guide  told  us  the  tale  with  great 
animation." 


"  In  the  corrupted  currents  of  (his  world 
Offence's  gilded  hand  may  shove  by  justice  ; 
And  oft  'tis  scan,  the  wicked  prize,  itself 
Buys  out  the  law :  But  'tis  Dot  so  alioro  ; 
There  is  do  shuffling,  there  the  action  lies 
In  his  true  nature;  unit  we  ourselves  compelled 
Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults 
To  giro  in  evidence," 

"  "We  were  now  led  a  few  steps  by  a  na 
and  unexpectedly  looked  down  on  the  glassy  h 
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ffemi,  far  below  us.  It  is  an  ancient  crater,  almost 
circular,  the  water  is  of  the.  deepest  blue,  and  rocky- 
wooded  bills  rise  from  its  margin,  the  picturesque 
town  of  the  same  name  being  perched  on  a  cliff 
exactly  opposite  us.  We  wound  round  the  lake, 
looking  down  on  its  calm  depth,  from  a  height  of 
about  a  hundred  feet.  Nothing  could  exceed  the 
charm  of  the  ride.  There  was  a  stillness  and  out- 
of-the-world  kind  of  feeling,  perfectly  enchanting. 
The  villas  of  the  old  Romans  have  disappeared,  but 
the  rich  colors  of  nature  remain,  and  that  indescrib- 
able atmosphere !  Arrived  at  Nemi,  we  leant  on  an 
old  wall,  gazing  at  Genzano  with  its  dome  and 
campanile,  cresting  the  opposite  shore,  and  admiring 
the  vegetation  which  festooned  every  nook.  "We 
could  have  lingered  all  day,  but  fresh  beauties 
invited  us  onward.  Our  little  cavalcade  now  entered 
a  pathway  shaded  by  trees,  and  made  cheerful  by  a 
mountain  stream.  In  single  file  we  penetrated  an 
extensive  forest,  ascending  at  every  step,  until  we 
found  ourselves  at  the  summit  of 

"  The  Alban  Mount. — But  mists  had  suddenly 
gathered  round  it,  obscuring  one  of  the  finest  views 
in  Italy.  A  convent  occupies  the  site  of  the  famous 
temple  of  Jupiter  Latialis,  where  the  solemn  as- 
semblies of  the  Latin  confederacy  were  held.  Hither 
too,  triumphant  generals  who  were  allowed  the  lesser 
triumph,  ascended  to  deposit  their  offerings  in  the 
temple,  some  remains  of  whose  massive  foundations 
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we  examined  with  great  interest.  On  tinging  t 
Convent  bill,  one  of  the  fraternity  diroeted  u 
room  outside  tho  building,  entered  from  the  terrace. 
Ladies  being  of  the  party  there  was  no  admittance 
within  the  sacred  precincts.  So  we  sat  round  a 
plain  wooden  table,  the  only  furniture  of  the  room, 
waiting  for  some  tangible  proof  of  conventual 
hospitality.  Presently  a  circular  shelf  fixed  in  the 
wall  turned  round,  by  unseen  agency,  presenting  to 
us  some  bread  and  soine  wine,  which  wo  placed  on 
the  table.  Agsiiii  Hie  shelf  tinned  round  and  brought 
■qb  some  plates  and  knives.  It  had  an  absurd  and 
mysterious  effect,  for  no  one  was  visible  behind.  I 
suppose  the  very  sight  of  woman-kind  would  pollute 
the  pious  eyes  of  the  self-denying  fraternity.  Having 
left  a  donation  to  the  convent,  in  return  for  itd 
hospitality,  wc  descended  by  the  very  road  up  which 
Julius  Cfesar,  Marcellus  and  others,  celebrated  their 
victories.  It  is  very  narrow,  but  the  pavement 
with  its  curb -stones,  is  almost  perfect.  How 
deeply  interesting  was  this  ride — and  what  feelings 
were  inspired  by  the  sound  of  our  donkeys'  feet 
ambling  over  the  great  pentagonal  blocks  of  the 
path  of  triumph !  We  had  not  proceeded  far  before 
the  clouds  were  lifted  up  like  a  veil,  revealing  to  us 
a  most  enchanting  view.  For  the  Alban  lake  was  at 
our  feet,  wooded  hills  on  all  sides,  and  the  Campagna, 
Kome,  and  the  Mediterranean  in  the  distance, 
now  came  to  a  grassy  plain,  called  the  camp 
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Hannibal,  from  a  tradition  that  he  encamped  here. 
Immediately  below  it,  is  the  curious  old  town  of 

"  Rocca  di  Papa,  built  on  so  steep  a  crag  that, 
viewed  from  a  little  distance,  the  houses  seem  to 
stand  on  one  another,  the  floor  of  one  being  level 
with  the  roof  of  that  in  front.  It  is  supposed  to 
occupy  the  site  of  the  Arx  Albana,  to  which  the 
Gauls  retired  after  assaulting  Rome.  As  we 
descended  the  almost  perpendicular  streets,  we 
stopped  at  a  large  fountain  to  refresh  our  donkeys 
and  ourselves,  with  the  crystal  water  which  bubbled 
up  in  profusion.  The  meanest  cities  in  Italy  boast 
of  public  fountains,  where  the  poor  may  enjoy 
this  essential  of  life  without  limit,  and  of  the  best 
quality.  "We  were  struck  with  the  contrast  between 
the  squalor  around  us,  and  the  magnificent  view  we 
every  now  and  then  caught  between  the  tall  houses 
gleaming  in  an  Italian  sun.  Through  a  wood  of 
chesnuts  we  now  descended  to  the  little  church  of 
Madonna  del  Tufo,  so  called  from  a  miraculous  rock 
which  we  saw  within  the  building.  Tradition  says 
that  it  fell  from  the  top  of  the  mountain,  that  a  tra- 
veller who  narrowly  escaped  being  crushed  by  it,  saw 
on  it,  miraculously  painted,  a  picture  of  the  Virgin, 
and  that  the  church  was  built  over  the  rock,  in  com- 
memoration of  the  event.  Never  shall  I  forget  the 
wondrous  beauty  of  the  Alban  lake,  embosomed  in 
hills,  clothed  with  the  rich  drapery  of  spring.  The 
water  was  of  the  deepest  green,  reflecting  every  leaf 
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that  grew  above  its  smooth  surface.  At  ita  head,  on 
the  summit  of  a  rugged  cliff,  stand3  the  Convent  of 
the  Cappuceini,  under  whose  windows  winds  a  narrow 
path,  hanging  perpendicularly  over  the  lake.  The 
view  when  we  passed  the  convent,  was  most  beau- 
tiful. The  craggy  steeps  were  festooned  with  ivy, 
and  every  nook  was  covered  with  elegant  ferns  which 
only  grow  in  hot-houses  in  England.  The  site  of 
Alba  Louga  was  pointed  out  to  us  on  the  opposite 
shore.  The  most  perfect  silence  prevailed,  broken 
only  by  an  occasional  note  from  a  bird,  sounding 
very  loud  amid  the  stillness.  Leaving  our  narrow, 
rugged,  romantic  pathway,  we  entered  a  broad  shady 
terrace,  which  soon  conducted  us  to 

"CiSTEL  Gansolpho,  where  is  a  summer  palace  of 
the  Popes.  Hero  we  rejoined  our  carriage,  and  by 
a  most  precipitous  road,  reached  the  plain.  The  sun 
was  setting.  The  sky  before  us  was  of  all  colors ; 
behind,  it  was  a  clear  blue,  in  which  the  pale  moon 
was  sailing  over  the  Alban  Mount.  We  traced  with 
loving  remembrance  our  tour  from  one  little  town  to 
another,  as  we  saw  them  perched  amidst  the  hills, 
looking  so  white  in  the  calm  twilight.  Before  we 
reached  Rome,  the  moon  was  so  bright  that  we  could 
not  resist  a  parting  visit  to  the  Coliseum.  I  foci  t< 
have  no  power  of  describing  this  enchanting  si 
than  by  merely  stating  the  bare  laet,  /  a 
moonlight." 
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"Our  last  day  in  Rome  has  arrived.  What  a 
privilege  to  have  been  here  five  weeks !  Still  I  can 
scarcely  believe  I  am  here.  But  when  I  do  occasion- 
ally realize  it,  a  fresh  thrill  of  surprise  and  joy  passes 
through  me,  as  if  I  had  but  this  evening  arrived. 
But  Home  fascinates  every  one,  and  I  meet  many  who 
feel  the  same  unceasing  interest  and  growing  love 
for  it,  which  I  have  experienced  every  day  I  have 
remained  within  its  walls.  We  have  been  walking 
by  moonlight  in  the  silent  Piazza.  The  moon  rested 
immediately  above  the  capitol,  at  the  end  of  the 
Corso,  down  whose  silver  length  we  looked,  as  we 
stood  on  the  steps  of  the  old  obelisk,  listening  to  the 
fountains  gushing  from  the  white  marble  lions  at  its 
base.     It  is  our  last   "  good-night "  in  Rome." — 


[A  race  has  hitherto  been  kept  up  between  author 
and  printer,  the  MS.  of  one  sheet  having  left  my  study 
in  company  with  the  corrected  proof  of  its  prede- 
cessor. Now  I  am  warned  that  the  book  has  reached 
all  reasonable  limits.  It  is  too  late  to  cure  the 
fault  of  prolixity  in  former  pages,  I  must  therefore 
now  be  too  brief,  and  condense  all  the  designed 
chapters  on  Southern  Italy  into  one.] 
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SOUTHERN  ITALY.  NAPLES. 


"April  Ihtk — Tbbracisa. — We  have  left  the  city 
every  street  and  every  ruin  of  which,  with  the  many 
happy  days  we  spent  there,  are  for  ever  impressed  on 
my  mind.  As  wo  quitted  our  comfortable  rooms,  and 
looked  on  the  beautiful  fountains  and  the  old  Tiber 
for  the  last  time,  my  heart  was  quite  tail.  From 
the  diligence  we  saw  once  more  the  column  of 
Trajan,  the  Capitol,  the  Forum,  and  the  Sacred  "Way. 
Again  we  passed  under  the  arch  of  Titus,  and  bade 
farewell  to  the  majestic  Coliseum.  Arrived  at  the 
gate  our  passports  were  demanded— after  all  K's  care 
qut'b  was  informal— we  must  either  quit  the  dili- 
gence and  lose  our  fare  to  Naples ;  or  leave  our  pre- 
cious document  with  a  stranger,  who  promised  for 
twenty  scudi  to  overtake  the  diligence  before  it  lclt 
Terracina.  We  chose  the  latter,  and  were  soon 
crossing  the  Campagna.  The  Alban  hills  were  as 
beautiful — the  aqueducts  as  grand  as  ever,  but  the 
thought  that  it  was  my  lust  hoi,  swallowed  up  every 
other.  We  soon  came  to  Albano  and  Ariceia,  where 
every  object  reminded  mo  of  our  delightful  excursion 
last  Friday.  Wo  were  pursuing  the  same  route  as 
Horace  in  his  journey  to  Erundusium :  still  i 
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interesting  was  it  to  feel  we  were  on  the  road  by 
which  St.  Paul  travelled  from  Puteoli  to  Rome,  and 
to  pass  the  place  pointed  out  as  the  "  Three  Taverns." 
After  some  hours'  riding  through  beautiful  country, 
we  crossed  the  Pontine  marshes  by  the  side  of  the 
canal  on  which  Horace  journeyed.  "Wearied  with 
the  perfect  straightness  of  the  road,  we  arrived  here 
at  half-past  six.  It  is  nearly  midnight  but  our  pass- 
port has  not  come." — In  vain  we  listened  for  our 
courier's  approach — the  diligence  must  start — we 
were  left  behind !  All  next  day  we  waited  in 
dreary  uncertainty,  endeavouring  to  beguile  the 
time  by  exploring  the  old  town,  the  Anxur  of 
the  Yolscians ;  and  by  climbing  the  lofty  cliff  above 
our  inn,  to  the  massive  ruins  of  the  "Palace  of 
Theodoric."  At  midnight  the  diligence  arrived 
from  Home,  with  our  passport.  We  left  behind 
us  a  gentleman  who  had  been  thus  detained 
a  whole  week !  With  a  company  of  friends  in  a 
private  carriage,  he  had  reached  the  frontier,  but 
was  not  allowed  to  cross  it !  His  companions  went 
forward  to  Naples,  while  he  returned  six  miles,  to 
this,  the  nearest  inn,  to  wait  patiently  till  the 
necessary  document  arrived!  We  soon  reached 
Pondi,  where  we  stood  some  time  in  the  moonlight 
street,  while  the  passports  were  examined,  and  where 
the  luggage  ought  to  have  been.  At  three  several 
stations  between  Terracina  and  Naples,  money  was 
demanded   for    allowing  us   to  pass  without  the 
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delay  and  annoyance  of  our  boxes  being 
inside-out !  We  passed  the  tomb  of  Cicero,  j 
spot  where  be  was  murdered,  while  escaping-  from 
his  Formian  Villa.  The  buy  of  Gaeta  charmed  us 
with  its  exceeding  beauty.  At  Capua  we  thought 
of  tho  famous  siege  which  Hannibal  vainly  strove  to 
raise,  and  of  the  terribleneas  of  lioman  vengeance. 
Through  the  fertile  plains  of  Campania,  when  the 
barley  was  already  in  ear,  we  approached 

Naples. — Our  inn  was  close  to  tho  sea,  over- 
looking tho  bay,  whoso  beauties  I  shall  not  attempt 
to  describe.  "With  what  delight  we  paced  tbe 
Chiaja,  looking  forth  from  its  noble  terrace  over- 
arched by  trees,  upon  the  blue  waters,  with  the 
mountains  of  Sorrento,  and  tho  rocky  precipices  of 
Capri  in  the  distance  !  The  Museum  was  uu  in- 
exhaustible fund  of  interest,  where  during  many 
hours  we  wandered  through  halls  stored  with  the 
sculptures,  frescoes,  and  household  implements  of 
Herculaneiim  and  IWpeii.  "We  paced  the  marble 
terraces  of  tbe  royal  Palace,  overlooking  the  bay — 
and  planted  with  lemon  and  orange  groves,  bonding 
low  with  yellow  fruit.  From  the  heights  of  S.  Elmo, 
occupied  by  a  fortress  and  a  convent,  we  looked 
down  on  the  city,  admiring  its  beauty,  while  we 
lamented  its  tyranny  and  superstition.  In  the 
Cathedral  we  saw  countless  multitudes  thronging  to 
kiss  the  glass  bottle  containing  the  blood  of  S. 
Jamiariua,  wYdfiki  tad  just  performed  the  miracle  of 
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liquefaction !  Crowding  in  with,  the  rest,  we  at  last 
came  within  kissing  distance  of  the  relic,  which  a 
priest  held  to  the  lips  of  the  faithful,  a  ceremony 
which  we  of  course  declined.  An  eye-witness  told 
us  that  during  the  Easter  ceremonies,  a  procession 
of  priests,  with  a  figure  of  S.  John  at  their  head, 
went  about  knocking  at  houses,  inquiring  if  Christ 
was  there — and  bursting  into  loud  expressions  of 
grief  at  being  unable  to  find  him.  Suddenly  they  met 
another  procession,  bearing  a  figure  of  Christ,  and 
gave  way  to  ebullitions  of  joy.  A  third  procession 
then  appeared  with  a  figure  of  the  Virgin,  dressed 
in  black,  who  inquired  for  her  son.  On  beholding 
him,  the  mourning  robe  dropped  off,  exhibiting  a 
dress  of  white  satin  spangled  with  jewels,  while 
from  under  the  petticoat  numbers  of  birds  flew  out, 
with  blue  ribbons  tied  to  their  feet,  to  represent  the 
Holy  Spirit!  The  government  exercise  the  most 
suspicious  tyranny.  Soldiers  and  spies  haunt  every 
spot.  Books  are  strictly  scrutinized.  Bibles  are 
altogether  prohibited.  Again  we  applied,  but  with 
the  same  result  as  in  Eome  and  Florence.  No  one 
may  wear  a  "  wide-awake,"  or  allow  any  hair  on 
his  chin.  These  are  "  revolutionary."  Arrests  are 
constant.  All  men  of  ability  and  known  sympathies 
with  liberty,  are  in  prison  without  trial.  The  best 
families  in  Naples  are  thus  bereaved.  "While  we 
were  there,  our  informant  saw  a  gentleman  taken 
off  by  the  police,  merely  because  he  wore  a  very 
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modest  imperial !  The  landlord  and  head  coo! 
the  inn  nest  to  ours,  had  a  few  days  before  t 
taken  to  prison  on  accusation  of  a  spy,  who  reported 
that  some  pastry  had  been  bi ought  to  table,  orna- 
mented with  a  crown  fastened  by  a  pin,  which 
was  inteq>reted  as  an  emblem  of  asMWSmatiHg  ilic 
king!  A  ludicrous  result  of  passport  strictness 
had  just  occurred.  A  lady  expecting  her  confine- 
ment, was  at  Capri  with  her  husband.  Wishing 
that  the  child  might  be  born  on  the  main  land,  they 
sailed  across  the  bay,  but  the  youthful  Neapolitan 
having  unexpectedly  made  his  appearance  during 
the  thrco  boars'  voyage,  they  won)  not  allowed  to 
land,  because  the  infant  was  not  in  the  passport  .' 
With  what  indignation  and  grief  did  we  look  at 
the  stem  fortresses,  filled  with  the  best  citizen*  of 
Naples,  torn  from  their  families,  and  pining  in  dun- 
geons, for  the  sole  crime  of  loving  freedom ! 

Pomttoli-Paij:,  &c. — Ascending  the  hill  Posilipo. 
wheTc  the  Greeks  bade  farewell  to  sorrow,  we  looked 
down  on  Parthenope  from  the  ruined  "tomb  of 
Virgil.  Then  we  penetrated  the  mountain  by 
the  long  Itonian  tunnel  described  by  Seneca,  u 
being  bo  dark  that  the  traveller  looks,  not  through 
the  gloom,  but  at  the  very  gloom  itself.  How 
enchanting  the  sunny  elyaium  on  emerging  I  Thm 
to  the  lake  Agnano,  embosomed  in  hills,  alive  with 
frogs,  whero  we  saw  the  ruined  villa  of  Lucullu*. 
and  explored  the  Grotto  del  Cane,  extij 
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torch  but  sparing  the  dog  kept  for  the  cruel  purpose  of 
exhibiting  the  deadly  effects  of  the  gas,  which  issues 
from  the  rock.     Then  to  the  extinct  crater  of  the 
Solfatara,  Vulcan's  workshop,  where,  through  a  fis- 
sure, we  saw  the  fiery  sulphurous  vapour,  and  heard  its 
terrific  roar.     A  heavy  stone  dropped  on  the  ground, 
was  followed  by  hollow  reverberations,  which  proved 
we  were  walking   on  a  very  thin    crust.     In  the 
midst  of  vineyards,  where  the  best  Falernian  is  still 
produced,  we  found  a  cottage  whose  inmates  hos- 
pitably laid  out  on  an  ancient  slab  of  sculptured 
marble,  their  best  bread  and  goats'  milk  cheese,  and 
invited  us  to  pluck  oranges  and  lemons  from  the  trees. 
Then   to  the  amphitheatre,  a  miniature  Colosseum, 
which  once  contained  its  forty  thousand  spectators ; — 
now  it  is  in  a  solitude  of  vineyards  !   The  dens  and 
passages  for  the  wild  beasts,  and  the  cells  of  the 
gladiators  still  remain,  and  even  its  thirty  rows  of 
seats  are  almost  entire,  overgrown  with  grass  and 
flowers.     Then  we  entered  the  town  of  Pozzuoli, 
where  St.  Paul  landed,  and  we  recalled  the  words  of 
St.  Luke — "We  came  the  next  day  to  Puteoli, 
where  we  found  brethren,  and  were  desired  to  tarry 
with  them  seven  days:    and  so  we  went  toward 
Borne."     Here  we  saw  the  remarkable  ruins  of  the 
Temple  of  Serapis,  the  middle  parts  of  whose  columns 
bear  marks  of  the  action  of  the  sea,  and  of  shell-fish, 
thus  proving  three  different  conditions  of  the  land  : 
the  first  when  the  temple  was  built  above  the  sea- 


level — the  second  when  the  land  sunk,  and  lie 
temple  remained  for  centuries  partially  submerged, 
an.  eruption  of  ashes  covering  and  protecting  its  base 
— the  third  as  it  is  at  present — yet  the  columns, 
throughout  these  changes,  retain  a  perfect  per- 
pendicular !  "We  now  drove  along  the  shore.  On 
our  left,  the  ruined  piers  of  Caligula's  mad  project,  or 
moro  probably  the  mole  on  which  S.  Paul  landed, 
lift  themselves  above  the  blue  waters  of  the  bay. 
On  the  right,  are  the  ruins  of  Cicero's  villa,  from 
which  we  could  imagine  him  looking  forth  and  ex- 
claiming—  0  practarum  prospectvm.1  I'u/iv/ny  n'de- 
mw,  fro.  {Acad.  Quasi,  iv.  25. )  Before  us  is  the  Monte 
Nuovo,  upheaved  only  three  hundred  years  ago. 
Beyond,  the  remains  of  Bairn  lino  the  shore,  which 
is  terminated  by  the  classie  pT  omontory  rf  llise- 
num.  We  now  turned  off  to  the  volcanic  lake  of 
Avernus,  celebrated  both  by  Homer  and  Virgil. 
Having  lighted  our  torches,  we  penetrated  the  cave 
of  the  Cumajan  Sibyl,  by  which  tineas  entered 
the  dark  realms  of  Pluto.  "When  we  had  advanced  a 
considerable  way,  some  wild  looking  men,  who  had 
followed  us,  seized  us  unceremoniously,  placed  us  on 
their  shoulders,  plunged  down  a  narrow  side-passage 
in  the  rock,  wading  up  to  the  middle  through  water, 
and  at  last  brought  us  into  the  veiy  penetralia  of  the 
Sibyl !  What  deeds  of  darkness  and  mystery  must 
these  caves  have  witnessed  !  Now  wo  drove  ah 
the  Luerine  lake,  thinking  of  Hero's  cruelty,  and 
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fate  of  Agrippina,  whose  tomb  we  passed,  "We  saw 
the  ruined  villas  of  Julius  Caesar  and  others,  and  in- 
spected several  of  the  numerous  temples  which  mark 
the  site  of  this  once  fashionable  retreat.  From  the 
high  ground,  above  Bauli,  near  to  Misenum,  we  saw 
the  Elysian  fields,  and  the  lake  of  Tartarus,  with 
the  site  of  Cumac.  We  explored  a  subterranean 
reservoir  of  immense  magnitude,  consisting  of  forty- 
eight  columns  in  four  rows,  supporting  arches  appa- 
rently sixty- feet  in  height !  Beneath  the  "  house  of 
Nero,"  we  wandered  through  dungeons  in  the  rock — 
bewildering  in  number,  frightful  in  strength,  and  in 
the  intensity  of  their  darkness.  What  a  tale  of  horrors 
do  they  tell !  We  drove  back  to  Naples,  enjoying  a 
superb  sunset,  with  only  one  drawback  to  our 
pleasure,  the  having  seen  far  too  much  for  one  day. 
Pompeii-— What  hours  of  intense  interest  were  those 
we  spent  traversing  the  streets,  exploring  the  abodes 
and  temples,  and  seated  in  the  amphitheatre  of  this 
eity,  which,  having  been  hidden  during  so  many  cen- 
turies,  enables  us  to  look  upon  the  habitations  of  anti- 
quity, in  their  very  state  when  occupied.  Hercula- 
neum  is  beneath  one  of  the  suburbs  of  modern  Naples. 
In  such  scenes,  where  destruction  burst  upon  cities 
full  of  life,  the  most  careless  must  be  reminded  of  that 
universal  ruin  when  "  the  earth  and  the  works  that 
are  therein,  shall  be  burned  up."  How  emphatically 
these  desolate  cities  seem  to  echo  the  Apostolic  warn- 
ing— "  seeing  then  that  all  these  things  shall  be  dis- 


solved,  what  manner  of  persons  ought  ye  to  be,  in 
all  holy  conversation  unil  godliness  " 

Vnsimc s.— "Wonderful  in  profusion  and  brilliancy, 
were  the  flowers  decorating  its  lava  streams,  and  cinder 
heaps;  as  if  to  say  that  there  is  no  judgment  without 
mercy — no  trial  bo  terrible,  no  condition  so  blasted, 
but  faith  and  love  may  clothe  it  with  the  hues  of 
heaven.  The  ascent  occupied  less  than  three  hours. 
In  the  hot  cracks  of  the  lava  we  roasted  eggs,  and 
burnt  oar  sticks.  We  descended  the  crater  to  the 
very  edge  of  a  perpendicular  abyss,  whose  bottom  we 
could  not  see— -and  out  of  which  the  sulphurous 
vapour  intermittently  rolled  up.  The  cinders  giving 
way  under  our  fret,  fell  into  the  yawning  gulph  whose 
hollow  reverberations  warned  us  to  retreat.  We 
then  made  the  circuit  of  the  crater,  and  sat  on  its 
edge,  transported  with  tho  view,  comprehending 
mountain  slopes  covered  with  vineyards,  the  sunny 
plain,  the  distant  mountains  of  an  etherial  tint, 
and  the  lovely  bay,  its  margin  glittering  with 
white  towns, — hills,  ocean  and  sky,  all  bathed  in 
blue.  Then  we  looked  behind  us,  into-  the  black, 
bottomless  crater,  whose  jagged  precipices  were 
streaked  with  fields  of  sulphur,  gleaming  through 
the  smoke,  as  it  whirled  about  in  its  stifling  ascent. 
How  sublime  the  contrast !  This  view  would  alone 
repay   a  journey  to  Naples.      We   could  sit   only 


inds,    the  ground  was  too   hot ; 
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beauty  and  sublimity  we  had  gazed  on,  both  re- 
vealed "our  Father;"  and  we  felt  how  secure  are 
they  whose  dwelling-place  is  Omnipotence  and  Love. 

A  delightful  day  was  spent  at  Ischia,  and  nearly 
three  days  in  an  excursion  to  Paestum  the  following 
sketch  of  which,  is  the  last  of  the  numerous  obliga- 
tions I  owe  to  my  wife's  journal. 

"  May  5. — This  afternoon  we  took  the  train  to 
Castellamare,  a  beautiful  town  nestling  under  the 
superb  mountains  on  the  south  of  the  bay.  The 
inhabitants  were  in  their  best  attire,  for  it  was  a 
giorna  di  festa.  The  women  wore  scarlet  jackets, 
with  veils  on  their  heads,  long  ear-rings,  and 
feathers  in  their  hair.  The  men's  caps  were  trim- 
med with  beads  and  rosettes.  Prom  Castellamare 
we  enjoyed  the  celebrated  drive  to  Sorrento,  along  a 
road  cut  in  the  sides  of  steep  and  lofty  mountains. 
Below  the  blue  waters  spread  like  a  mirror;  Vesuvius 
rose  majestically  behind,  its  base  sparkling  with  the 
white  houses  of  Torre  del  Greco  and  other  towns. 
Naples,  with  its  long  line  of  houses,  edged  the 
opposite  shore  like  a  string  of  pearls,  and  the  island 
of  Ischia  stood  out  boldly  in  the  distance.  Every 
turn  in  the  road  revealed  some  fresh  beauty.  The 
straggling  houses  of  Yico  and  Sorrento  before  us, 
spread  up  the  mountain  sides,  gleaming  from  the 
midst  of  vegetation  such  as  the  south  alone  can  shew. 
"We  drove  through  luxuriant  plantations  of  olives 
and  figs.    The  young  vines  were  festooned  from  tree 


sorrn    itait. 

to  tree,  and  the  orange  graves  were  laden  with  golden 
fruit,  and  bright  with  silver  blossoms,  -which. 

"Were  wantoning  together,  free, 
Like  nge  in  sport  with  infancy—" 

"All  I  had  ever  heard  or  dreamt  of  Italy  was 
here  more  than  realized.  To  complete  the  picture 
troops  of  gay  peasants  met  us,  some  dancing, 
others  singing  to.the  guitar,  all  smiling.  By  beau- 
tiful bridges  we  crossed  deep  ravines,  where  every 
cranny  in  the  rock  gleamed  with  flowers  and  fruit. 
Tho  hotel  where  I  am  now  writing,  was  the  birth- 
place of  Tasso.  How  can  I  describe  the  scene  before 
me  ?  I  am  seated  on  a  broad  balcony  about  one 
hundred  feet  high,  so  immediately  above  the  sea,  that 
I  could  drop  a  stone  into  it.  The  water  is  so  clear, 
that  I  can  see  how  the  sea-weed  grows  at  the 
bottom.  Tho  gentle  ripplo  of  its  tiny  wave3,  is 
making  the  sweetest  accompaniment  to  the  guitar 
I  hear  iu  the  distance.  A  large  tea-scented  rose,  of 
hot-house  growth  in  England,  is  in  full  bloom  on 
the  balustrade.  From  the  water  which  reflects  it, 
Vesuvius  rises,  I  was  about  to  say  in  glorious  stern- 
ness, were  it  not  for  the  deep  soft  purple  which 
bathes  it.  The  Apennines  with  their  craggy  sleeps 
are  in  the  distance,  and  the  wide  hay  spreads  out 
beyond  Naples  to  Misennm.  To  the  right  and  left, 
richly  covered  promontories  stretch  themselves  into 
the  still  water.     Every  now  and  then  the  gentle 
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plying  of  oars,  and  the  cheerful  voice  of  the  rowers, 
break  the  delicious  silence  that  reigns  around." 

"  May  6. — We  rose  at  half-past  four.  Through 
romantic  streets  we  descended  to  the  shore,  where  a 
fine  boat  with  six  stout  rowers,  was  in  readiness  to 
take  us  to  Capri,  that  we  might  see  the  ruins  of  the 
palace  of  Tiberius,  and  the  famous  blue  grotto. 
Presently  we  hoisted  sail,  and  literally  flew  over  the 
waves.  But  on  passing  the  promontory,  the  Sirocco 
burst  on  us  with  such  fury,  that  we  were  compelled 
to  abandon  our  project,  and  return  to  beautiful 
dream-like  Sorrento.  We  now  engaged  a  carriage 
to  take  us  to  Paestum,  with  three  horses  abreast, 
whose  heads  were  ornamented  by  bunches  of  feathers 
and  bells.  We  reached  the  gulph  of  Salerno  by  way 
of  Nocera,  and  then  turned  along  the  coast  to  obtain 
a  peep  at  Amalfi.  Our  road  was  a  shelf  in  the 
precipitous  side  of  a  mountain  chain  rising  abruptly 
from  the  sea,  yet  covered  with  vineyards,  figs  and 
olives,  interspersed  with  the  cactus,  the  aloe,  and 
the  palm-tree,  down  to  the  water's  edge.  A  succes- 
sion of  terraces  support  the  rich  soil,  and  rise  like 
the  seats  of  an  amphitheatre.  Frequently  as  we 
rode,  we  saw  no  cliff  on  our  left,  but  looked  straight 
down  into  the  sea.  Sometimes  the  only  objects 
visible  between  us  and  it  were  festoons  of  vines, 
drooping  over  the  clear  green  water.  Every  few 
minutes  we  crossed  gulphs  of  fearful  depth,  and 
passed  the  most  romantic  villages,    whose    white 


houses  clung  to  the  mountain-side,  where  the 
steepness  seemed  to  defy  the  possibility  of  piling  op 
houses  one  above  another.  Sometimes  a  sudden 
sweep  of  the  road,  round  a  promontory,  revealed 
instantaneously  an  amphitheatre  of  vineyards,  tin- 
craggy  walls  rising  to  such  a  height  as  made  us 
dizzy  to  look  at  them.  Amnlfi  is  all  that  we  ever 
sawof  romantic  beauty  intensified.  Turning  round,  wc 
beheld  the  graceful  sweep  of  the  gulph  of  Salerno,  its 
ancient  town  reposing  on  its  shore,  and  its  encircling 
mountains  piled  one  behind  another,  in  tumultuous 
splendour.  Amid  the  noise  of  the  breakers  and  the 
distant  roar  of  thunder,  our  room  being  occasionally 
illuminated  by  the  ll;i-!n-  of  lightning,  I  fell  asleep." 
"May  Itk.— At  sis  o'clock  we  were  on  our  way  to 
Ptestum,  which  is  four  hours'  drive  from  Salerno, 
over  a  very  dreary  plain.  At  length,  on  n  Ion  el} 
shore,  the  majestic  structures  of  the  Greek-  r.-e 
before  us — the  most  ancient  rains  in  Europe.  The 
city  founded  700  B.C.,  was  nearly  three  miles  in  cir- 
cumference. A  wretched  inn  and  two  or  three  hovels 
are  now  the  only  human  habitations  t<>  be  Mat, 
But  after  more  than  two  thousand  years,  these  Doric 
temples  stand  in  almost  their  former  grandeur." 
The  temple  of  Ceres  is  smaller  than  the  others,  but 
equally  beautiful.  The  Basilica,  has  more  than  fifty 
coin  mns  still  standing.  The  temple  of  Neptune  is  the 
most  imposing  of  all.  It  is  nearly  200  feet  long,  and 
its  thirty  -eight  eiteriov  pillars  are  more  than  eighteen 
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feet  in  circumference  at  the  base.  Grass  grows 
between  the  massive  blocks  of  stone,  whose  rich  red 
tint  contrasts  finely  with  the  verdure.  Lizards 
sparkled  about  in  every  direction.  A  party  of 
Americans  w^re  seated  at  lunch,  on  the  steps  of  the 
Penetralia.  All  around  the  temples,  up  to  their  very 
base,  was  a  luxuriant  vegetation  of  rank  grass  and 
weeds,  swarming  with  vipers.  Reluctantly  we  tore 
ourselves  away  from  these  ruins,  so » sublime  in  their 
desolation ;  speaking,  not  as  the  remains  of  Roman 
splendour,  to  the  teeming  thousands  of  every  genera- 
tion, but  century  after  century  appealing  with 
solemn  eloquence  only  to  the  wilderness,  and  to  the 
sea  whose  roar  they  echo,  as  they  did  when  the 
citizens  of  Psestum  thronged  their  colonnades.  "We 
drove  rapidly  back  to  Salerno,  then  to  Nocera,  where 
we  saved  the  last  train  to  Naples. 

At  the  English  church,  a  most  chaste  yet  faithful 
sermon,  was  preached  from  the  words — "  Never 
man  spake  like  this  man."  Such  was  my  de- 
light at  hearing  so  far  from  home,  and  amidst 
Neapolitan  superstition  and  tyranny,  the  most 
precious  truths  so  proclaimed,  that  I  waited  to  thank 
the  clergyman  for  his  sermon.  What  was  my  sur- 
prise, when  he  saluted  my  wife  as  an  old  friend  of 
her  childhood,  though  he  had  not  seen  her  for  many 
years.  "We  spent  a  very  pleasant  evening  together, 
conversing  of  old  times,  and  of  that  common  sal- 
vation,  which,  though  of  different   churches,  we 
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had  both  consecrated  our  lives  to  proclaim.  I  am 
happy  to  learn  that  the  Rev.  H.  Huntingdon  has 
recently  been  appointed  to  the  chaplaincy  at  Leg- 
horn. May  his  ministry  be  a  great  blessing  to 
tlie  resident  English  papulation,  and  the  numerous 
travellers  who  visit  that  port. 

"Wo  left  Kajiks  after  a  delightful  sojourn  of  ten 
days,  to  the  pleasure  of  which,  the  courteous  atten- 
tions of  Mr.  Ford,  of  the  British  Embassy,  much 
contributed.  Our  steamer  touched  only  at  Civitn 
Tecchia,  where  many  travellers  whom  we  had  met 
in  Home,  rejoined  us.  In  about  forty-two  hours 
we  landed  at  Marseilles  ;  four  days  wore  occupied 
in  the  journey  to  Paris,  whence,  after  a  short 
sojourn  we  reached  London  on  May  18M,  having 
been  absent  eleven  weeks  and  one  day ;  during 
which  wo  had  been  mercifully  preserved  from  the 
slightest  accident,  and  from  even  an  hour's  illness. 
The  great  enjoyment  our  excursion  had  afforded  us, 
was  surpassed  only  by  that  of  our  return  to  the 
pleasures  and  duties  of  home. 


Whioh  o 


"  And,  when  the  stream 
overflowed  the  soul  was  passed  nwaj, 
is  remained  that  it  had  left 
Deposited  upon  the  silent  shore 
Of  memory,  images  and  prueioua  thoughts, 
That  shall  not  die,  and  cannot  be  destroyed." 
Wtirdncortk.   1 
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Reader,  we  have  mentally  visited  Eome  together. 
But  there  is  another  journey  which  this  excursion 
has  frequently  suggested.  Christians  "declare  plainly 
that  they  seek  a  country."  They  "  look  for  a  city 
which  hath  foundations,  whose  huilder  and  maker 
is  God."  The  anticipation  of  this  visit  to  Italy 
was  a  feast  of  delight.  Should  not  a  better  hope, 
still  more  gladden  the  hearts  of  believers  ?  Our 
journey  was  diligently  prepared  for.  And  should 
we  not  "give  all  diligence,"  to  make  ourselves 
familiar  with  the  language  and  habits  of  Heaven, 
that  we  may  the  better  associate  with  its  inhabitants 
and  appreciate  its  pleasures?  We  could  not  have 
travelled  without  a  passport.  And  none  can  enter 
Heaven  without  the  Saviour's  warrant,  written  with 
"  the  blood  which  cleanse th  from  all  sin."  Since  at 
any  moment  the  signal  of  departure  may  be  given, 
how  promptly  we  should  apply  for  this  passport ! 
As  it  may  be  had  by  all,  "  without  money  and 
without  price,"  with  what  grateful  joy  should  we 
receive  it !  Comparatively  few  can  travel  to  Eome, 
but  all  may  enter  the  Heavenly  Jerusalem — the 
only  "Eternal  City." 
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